
 
 
 
 
Mac hangs out the last note of Keep Lovin’ Me Baby, and they’re  yelling and cheering. 
Thank you!’ 
‘Thank you!’ 
You can see their arms like a field of thick white marine plants as they hold them in the air 

applauding. 
‘All right!’ 
‘Right!’ 
Jerry is up by his mike. ‘Think we might go on all night!’ There’s another burst of 

cheering. ‘Want us to go on all night?’ 
The affirmative yell comes back like a football cheer. It’s all bullshit though, we’ll be off 

the stage and out of the auditorium aide the next fifteen minutes. 
Jerry is staying by the mikes so it doesn’t seem like he’s ready to do the next song. It looks 

like he feels it’s right to do the rap, so Mac and I move up to our own mikes to take part and 
pick up as Jerry ad-libs it. 

He starts off slow. 
‘listen.’ 
Pause. 
‘You know what they’re saying about us?’ 
Another pause, there are scattered shouts from the back of the hall. I join in. 
‘You know what some old judge said about us’?’ More shouts. Jerry again. 
‘He said we were corrupting western youth.’ Mac this time. 
‘Us man, corrupting western youth, that’s what that fucking d judge said.’ 
Me again, we’ve managed to start quite a barrage of shouting and Connie’s begun tapping 
out a kind of marching beat. ‘You think you’re getting corrupted?’ 
There’s a roar, mingled yeses and nos. Jerry starts yelling. ‘Feel yourselves getting 

depraved’?’ 
 
 Again the mixed roar, only louder. Mac holds up his hand ‘Okay now, let’s get this thing 
sorted out, how many of you fucking hippies have gone an’ been corrupted?’ 
 A loud chorus of yes. 
 ‘An’ how many of you ain’t  been corrupted?’ 
 An equally loud chorus of no. 
 ‘Then we better get on with it.’ 
 Connie batters out a roll and Mac and Jerry manage to tin a leap in the air, both together. 
Then in unison they smash the opening chords out of their guitars, staggering backwards 
towards their amps. 
 I move to the back, where Chas hands me a tambourine then forward again, beating it on 
my thigh. In front of the mike I quickly wipe the sweat out of my eyes and take a deep breath. 
There are a lot of words to handle very quickly, almost the way Chuck Berry handles lyrics, 
mustn’t stumble or dry up. 

A head full of mercury, 
Can make a man curse and shout, 
A head full of vitamins 
Is no way to go out. 
A head full of everything 
Don’t point no way to go 
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And a head full of nothing 
Can cloud your mind like snow 

God, I’m sweating like a pig, the black satin suit is wringing wet, even the backs of my legs 
feel damp. The jump suit must be clinging to me like when Bardot climbs out of a river. 
Remember those movies? The ones where either Brigitte Bardot or Sophia Loren was always 
getting soaked to the skin. 

A heavy legged woman 
Can make a man insane 
That kind smiling woman 
Can set fire to your brain 
A woman with a red dress on 
Will let the people know 
But a woman who says nothing 
Can cloud your head like snow. 

I’m beginning to get short of breath, high-speed singing and shaking your arse takes it out of 
you under the heat of the lights. I take it easy, just snapping my leg, camp hand on my hip. 
Jerry and Mac move in, and I’m glad they are there to help me out with the chorus. 

Don’t send me no doctor 
Tell him see Miss Caroline 
Don’t write my mother 
Just call up Miss Marilyn 
Call up Miss Virginia 
Tell her I won’t last 
Send a cab for Angela 
See she gets here fast. 

Jerry and Mac go into a break and I retreat, beating my tambourine, arms held in the air. I 
reach the wall of speakers and fall back against them in a crucifixion pose. It looks dramatic, 
but in fact I’m taking a rest. It’s so fucking hot, and I’m ‘waiting for the lights to pull into 
just spots on Mac and Jerry, so I can down another beer and just lie back against the speakers. 
I take a look at Connie, he’s going like a maniac. I hope to god he doesn’t dry out and 
collapse. 
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Jerry and I were sitting at home, a little out of it, having done up a quantity of Lebanese dope 
and a bottle of wine. We were listening to Lightnin’ Hopkins, and feeling in that state of 
being vaguely horny, but too wasted to do much about it. 

The bell rang, jarring us from behind Po’ Lightnin’, and  I got up to answer it. It was 
Jimmy. He walked in with that air of inspecting us that he seemed to have got down to a fine 
art. 

‘Still playing that nigger music?’ 
We let the tired racist joke go, we were more interested in the two geezers who had 

followed him in. They didn’t look like the usual mates that Jimmy was prone to bring with 
him on his surprise visits, in fact they looked pretty much freak like ourselves. Jimmy waved 
a hand in their direction. 

‘This is Mac, and that’s Alan.’ I smiled at them. 
‘Hi, I’m Lou, and this is Jerry.’ Jerry raised a hand. 
'Hello.’ 
The three of them sat down and Lightnin’ Hopkins regained our attention, although the 

question still remained why Jimmy had brought round these two scruffy hippies. Knowing 
Jimmy it would be a while before he got round to it, and the only thing that Jerry and I could 
do was to bide our time, stoke him up with our good Leb, and wait. Eventually, after a lot 
Jimmy’s sinister small talk, he finally got round to it. 

‘Mac and Alan are the guys I think might do to make up the rest of the band.’ 
‘Really.’ 
It’s spooky when you get the first sight of someone who you may be going to spend 

thousands of hours of your locked up in a van with. It must be the way medieval child brides 
felt when the family produced their husband. 
 

It turned out that Mac and Alan were sole survivors of one of Jimmy’s more psychotic loser 
bands, and like us, they were on ten pounds spendies and getting their bills paid. It seemed 
that Jimmy had this habit of collecting spare musicians, putting them on a retainer, then 
grouping them together to find possible hit combinations. We didn’t mind too much because, 
with Jimmy paying for rehearsal time, it gave us a chance to suss out these new additions 
without having to commit ourselves to going on the road with them. 
 As it happened, Alan and Mac were just what we needed. Alan was a driving bass player, 
which was weird because in most other respects he was the closest thing to a catatonic still 
functioning in society. On stage he would stay rigid somewhere near the back, with his long 
ringlets completely covering his feminine but rather negative face, and the hard roar from his 
amps seemed to come from a totally different person. 
 Nobody could accuse Mac of being catatonic. Although he was not as much of a 
loudmouth as Jerry, what he lacked in quantity he made up for in being totally gross. His 
ability occasionally to conjure up extreme fantasies of rocker nastiness could top anything 
Jerry might produce, and it was fortunate that they were rather widely spaced. 
 It was much the same with Mac’s music. Initially Jerry had been a bit reserved about 
having to play with another guitarist, but the situation sorted itself out almost perfectly since, 
for most of the time, Mac was quite happy to tuck himself alongside Alan to provide a really 
solid backing, leaving Jerry to be quite clearly number one guitar player. When Mac did take 
a solo, there were occasions when he came out with a real stroke of genius that surpassed 
most of what Jerry could do, but these didn’t happen too often, and both their egos seemed 
satisfied with the relationship. 
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 We rehearsed for about a month and then Jimmy came to see us, and it was decided we 
were about ready to start working. 
 He had fixed a deal with one of the biggest agencies, International Talent, and they started 
to book us out, at first for bout the same money we had been getting as Uncle. 

The first gigs we played were tryouts at a few suburban rock clubs that gave us a chance to 
iron out our act  

without anyone too important seeing it. 
Jimmy came to see us at a couple of these places, and although he seemed quite pleased with 
the way we were working out, his main comment was that we weren’t working hard enough. 
I was quite into throwing myself about on stage but he insisted that Mac and Jerry had to put 
on more of visual show. 

The out of town clubs seemed quite pleased with us, and we were given return bookings in 
all but a couple who found our act objectionable. Jimmy began putting the next stage of his 
plan into operation. 

Exposure was the name of the game, which meant that the greatest number of people 
should see us in the shortest possible time. To that end, he began wheeling and dealing to get 
us on the bill of a seven band tour spectacular headlined by an American surfing group who 
were cashing in on their last dying period of international fame. 

When Jimmy had signed the contract for the tour, he decided that we needed new 
equipment. We were trundled down to the Marshall factory where Jimmy did some involved 
deal which ended with each guitarist having a hundred-watt stack plus a three hundred PA, 
then on to a Charing Cross Road store where we scored the extra bass drum for Connie and 
bunch of mikes. 

At the end of this little shopping expedition we were into Jimmy for nearly two grand, 
which gave him exclusive owner-ship of our right arms and a few inches of leg. This was 
added to when one morning Jimmy sent Eddie round to rush us off to a place on the King’s 
Road to cop clothes for the tour. Apparently our Levis and boots didn’t make it. I picked out 
kind of Victorian black velvet suit that made me look like cross between Aubrey Beardsley 
and a homosexual undertaker. The others all found themselves something vaguely similar, 
except for Connie who chose a red leather jacket and appalling black and yellow check 
hipsters, and Jerry who insisted on white double breasted Al Capone suit that caused us 
untold problems by having to be cleaned all the time. 

Equipped, dressed and up to our necks in debt to Jimmy DiAngelo, we rehearsed a couple 
of times, and then we were about ready to start the tour. We had even been given a new 
roadie. Tony paid him twenty quid a week plus the running cost on his van, a long wheel base 
transit, a regular status symbol. It meant he was making more money than we were but 
apparently he had a reputation as being very good. His name was Chas, and he was as big as 
any two of us put together. 
      
 The tour was a killer, we did sixteen towns in twenty days, and a good few places put on 
two shows a night. I suppose it was one of the last of the old fashioned cinema and town hail 
tours that I used to go and see when I was a kid, the kind that had Gene Vincent or Billy Fury 
topping the bill. 
   The schedule was straight murder. Drive to the gig, anything up to seventy or eighty miles. 
Check in the hotel, find the theatre, check the gear after Chas had set it up. Hang out in the 
dressing room until it was time to play. After the show it was either partying or back to the 
hotel. Then the next morning Chas would gather us up to repeat the process. By the fourth 
day we were spending all our time either asleep or out of our minds. 
 I’d never seen so many pills. The surfers were a bunch of mindless thirty-year-olds who 
seemed to be fed them by their roadie so they could raise the energy to go on stage. He might 
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as well have put them in cases along with the gear for all the notice they took of anything.  
Their amphetamine psychosis penetrated down to us lower ranks, and it was only handfuls 

of Dexedrine and Drinamyl at enabled us to get going through this minor rock and roll 
marathon. 

But there were consolations. We were playing to the largest audiences we had ever seen, 
and even though it was only fifteen minutes at the beginning of the show, the big stage, the 
theatre lighting and new equipment was an entirely new buzz, tiny taste of what being a big 
band was all about, and although we were overshadowed by the better known bands, we 
seemed to go down quite well. 
 The chicks turned up in droves, a much higher quality than we usually attracted because, 
of course, they were drawn in like moths round a flame to make the big names. We merely 
pounded up the ones who failed to make the stars, and sneaking them in and out of the cheap 
bed and breakfast joints that Chas and Jimmy had fixed us up with made us really feel like 
hell raising pro rockers. 
 In Carlisle I went to see Angie and stayed with her since the following day was one of our 
days off. I hadn’t really planned to go back with her, but when she turned up in the dressing 
room before the second show, I hadn’t the gall to ignore her and go on with my scheme to 
pull the little yummy with big tits that Connie was chatting up. 

After the show Chas dropped us off in the mean street, and once inside the one down, two 
up, we went straight to bed. It was as though she kept a card index of all the guys she had 
brought home. She went through a blow by blow replay of the first time, it was uncanny. She 
seemed totally into keeping me satisfied, although without the slightest idea of perhaps doing 
something original. After the striptease and fucking I fell asleep almost immediately, but was 
woken up a few hours later by Angie wanting it again. 

‘Again?’ 
‘Pretty please.’ 
Her fingernails were running over my stomach. 
‘I don’t think I could.’ She pouted. 
‘Why not lover, don’t you fancy me any more?’ 
‘Sure I do, but I’ve been on the road for god knows how long. I’m knackered.’ 
‘Suit yourself.’ 
She rolled over, turning her back to me, and I busily went back to sleep. 
In the morning I woke to find her kneeling on the bed holding out a cup of tea. She was 

stark naked. 
‘I told Joan to tell them I was sick.’ 
‘Sick? Who?’ 
‘At the factory.’ 
I remembered it was Tuesday. 
‘Why?’ 
‘You told me last night you had a day off. I thought we could stay in bed, especially since 

you’re so tired.’ 
She grinned and handed me the tea, then twitched her arse round to the other side of the 

bed and bounded into it. 
We were in the middle of energetically balling when there was a terrible pounding on the 

front door. 
‘Who the fuck’s that?’ 
‘If you pull it out I’ll go and see.’ 

 She wrapped a housecoat round herself and disappeared downstairs. Moments later she 
returned followed by Chas. 
 ‘The rest of us are going to Newcastle with the truck. We reckon with no gig today we 
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might as well hang round there as here. What are you going to do?’ 
‘When are you leaving?’ 
‘Now.’ 
I thought for a while. I could stay where I was and screw Angie or go with the lads and 

search for pastures new. It was a problem. I felt bad about ditching Angie after she had 
arranged to miss work. I thought of taking her to Newcastle, but rejected the idea. 

‘I think I’ll stay here and get the train over tomorrow.’ 
I immediately regretted the decision, I knew in a few hours Carlisle would depress me, but 

it was too late, Chas was already clumping down the stairs. 
We stayed in bed till about three in the afternoon. Angie seemed insatiable, but I started to 

get hungry and suggested we go out and eat. She seemed quite willing to cook something and 
bring it to me in bed, but I insisted I needed a walk and we got up and dressed. 

The street really brought me down. All these people scuffling about with little hope beyond 
the bookie shop. Wandering around in my London clothes with this chick I’d been balling all 
morning, strolling out with nothing better to do than go and eat, seemed to draw their 
hostility like a magnet. The fear that had been instilled into them since birth and kept them at 
their mind-wrecking jobs didn’t allow for something like me. They’d been told that if you 
didn’t get up for the early hooter you died. I was walking proof that their conditioning was all 
fiction, and in their numb way they hated me. 

We found a Chinese restaurant in the main street, and ordered what proved to be rather 
inferior sweet and sour pork. I wished I could get Angie to break out of this terrible routine. I 
could see how she clung desperately to guys like me, anxiously fucking to escape the grey 
streets, doing everything to please in order to make us come back again, but unable to make a 
real break. If I persuaded her to come to London she would lust take it as an invitation to live 
with me, and I wasn’t prepared for anything like that. There seemed like nothing I could do. 
In a few years she’d probably marry and then she’d join the other women on the doorsteps. 
Maybe she’d have a bit of a reputation and a few false memories of wild nights with rock 
musicians. Beyond that, she would be the same as the others. 

I had to make it. I had to be so famous that these pinched stone streets could never ever 
touch me. 

We finished the meal, and I played with my coffee, wondering what to do. I could see us 
going back to the cramped little house and bed, or more likely fucking some more in front of 
the children’s shows on TV. Then an idea struck me. 

‘Let’s go to the pictures.’ 
Angie smiled. 
‘All right.’ 
We walked until we came to a cinema. It was a rerun of The Magnificent Seven and we 

wandered in for three and nine’s worth of brutal fantasy. The rest of the audience were a 
handful of old age pensioners and a few kids who had skipped school. We sat at the back and 
fondled each other while Steve McQueen and James Coburn went through their routines. 

Afterwards we bought a bottle of wine and went home. We did end up fucking in front of 
the TV, but at least it was an adult show. 
  
 And  it’s even hard 
 To carry your load 
   When you gotta face the people 
   Standin’ at the side of the road. 

Jimmy’s voice cut through the backing track in my headphones. 
‘I think you were flat on standing.’ 
‘Okay, let’s go back to the top.’ 
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‘Okay, just running back.’ 
I counted through the intro and started singing again. We were recording at last, making 

that first single. 
The tour had finished just before Christmas, and it had helped a lot. People had seen us, 

we’d been mentioned in a Melody Maker review of the package, they had called us ‘driving 
and sinister’ and Jimmy was well pleased. He had done a deal for us to record for Presence, 
one of the independent labels that had used the pirate radio stations to break the stranglehold 
the big corporations had on rock music. 

We originally wanted to try for Decca or EMI, but Jimmy had told us no, the corporations 
would be finished inside of five years. We agreed, although the picture changed slight when 
we discovered that Jimmy owned thirty per cent 
Presence, and that his deal had mainly consisted of his right hand bargaining with his left. 

We spent most of the January lull doing the A and B side of the single, plus a few odd 
tracks for an eventual album. 

The little four-track studio was a miracle of technology to us. The control room was like a 
starship, and watching Jimmy 

and Stew, the little Cockney engineer, going through all these Phil Spector routines, it began 
to seem as though we were really moving off towards the magic land of rock and roll stars. 
 Eventually Standing at the Side of the Road was selected a the A side and a release date 
was set for mid-March. We had done it, and all we could do was wait. 
 

Waiting, however, wasn’t too bad. We were working a lot and Jimmy gave us a rise so we 
were taking home twenty quid a week, with Jimmy picking up all our bills. Living was 
starting to get good, for along with the money we had started to get into the swing of life on 
the road. We began to meet other bands, and the service areas on the motorways ceased to 
be just places to fill yourself with greasy food, and became somewhere you could meet 
friends and play rough boisterous games that provided a release from the long hours of 
boredom sitting in the truck. 

Racing vans became a prime sport among groups who owned the fast Ford Transits. A 
transit can be pushed to around ninety-five with a bit of work on the engine, and although 
they sway like a pig at high speed, you can keep sufficiently insulated on wine, dope and 
speed to stop your brain picturing what would happen if you hit something or ran off the 
road. With half a ton of gear stacked up behind you there was little chance of surviving a 
collision or a front wheel blow out, and the sight of a filthy truck swaying past a family 
saloon whose driver thought he was already going fast would strike fear and loathing into 
the hearts of solid citizens. 

To the citizens, the motorways are a handy means of transport, but to the rock band they 
are a home and playground.  Sure it’s insane, but who can remain normal driving thousand 
of miles a month to bring fantasies to all the Angies throughout the country? 
In the Blue Boar service area the hot little boppers were a long way behind, just tension 

pains in the back of my head from being drunk hours before, gritty eyes and a plate of 
sausage, egg, beans and chips. 

I drank three glasses of milk to comfort my bone dry amphetamine mouth, and straight 
away started to feel sick. I was just about to stagger back to the truck when the Sect walked 
in, and we all hung on to talk to them. They had just driven from Manchester and looked as 
rotten as we felt. 

Very soon we had fallen to razzing each other, and the ritual insults could only lead to the 
tension release of a challenge to race back to London. 

‘Fuckin’ race yer, won’t we.’ 
‘Right, you’re on.’ 
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Then we were hurrying out to the car park, and scrambling into the truck. The two of us 
rolled side by side down the slip road, and on to the motorway. It was five a.m. and there was 
no other traffic about. At least while racing them we didn’t have to worry about Chas 
dropping off to sleep. 

Side by side, the two trucks went through the gears, and the clock moved rapidly up until it 
was swinging between seventy and eighty. The Sect were right alongside us, matching our 
speed, and between them the two trucks straddled the entire southbound carriageway. 

We went on like this for about five minutes, the window wound down so Chas could shout 
insults at the other truck. Then Connie wanted to roll a joint, so the window was shut, but we 
carried on side by side. We rushed up a slight gradient. under a bridge and over the crest of 
the slope and down again into a gradual dip. 

And into thick fog. 
Apart from Connie we were all peering out of the windscreen. It was like being tear-gassed, 

one minute there was a road in the headlights, then just white blurred nothing, racing past us. 
‘Fuck.’ 
‘A time warp.’ 
‘Sodding fog.’ 
Connie looked up from the back. 
‘How fast are we going?’ 

 Chas was peering intently into the fog. ‘‘Bout seventy.’ 
‘Are we going to slow down?’ 
Chas glanced at the truck still beside us. ‘They’re not.’ 
Connie lit the joint. 
‘I suppose that means we won’t.’ 

 There was one slight problem. We were in the slow lane, and if there happened to be a coal 
lorry chugging along at about thirty that was the lane it would be in. We would plough into it 
while the Sect would flash past it. 
Chas put his foot down to try to pass the other truck. We topped eighty, but they also 
accelerated and we stayed side by side. 
 It was crazy, but neither of us was prepared to drop back. We raced on, unable to see 
anything. 
Suddenly, out of the fog a red light appeared right in front of us. Chas hit the brakes and 
swung us to the right. We were all thrown around in a shower of the smaller pieces of equip-
ment. The Sect raced ahead, and I caught sight of a frightened motorcyclist staring at us as 
we skidded round him. 
 ‘Fuck, we’ve lost them!’ 
 Chas was furious, and he slammed his foot down to try to catch the other band, but up 
ahead we could see their tail light getting smaller in the thinning mist. 
  
 The weeks around when we were to release the single were filled with those little ego 
boosting trips that make you feel that maybe you really are somehow set apart from the herd. 
We did photo sessions, posters went up around Iondon, the record was previewed on Radio 
Caroline, and we did our first interview for a music paper. 
 The guy from Disc was a quiet little man with a Paul McCartney haircut and a face that 
reminded one of a rabbit. He puffed tentatively on the joints that we kept giving him, and 
looked profoundly worried about it. He took his job very seriously, and we didn’t help him 
too much, but he went manfully on with his questions. 
 ‘What do you think is the main influence on the band?’ 
 ‘Dunno, Bob Dylan?’ 
 ‘James Brown.’ 
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 ‘Otis.’ 
Jerry grinned. 
‘How about Aleister Crowley?’ The Disc reporter looked puzzled. ‘Who?’ 
‘He was a satanist and a dope-fiend.’ 
The Disc man looked unhappy but scribbled in his notebook. 
‘So you think drugs are important?’ ‘Definitely.’ 
‘For sure, you see so much more in everything.’ ‘Levels your head and clears your mind.’ I 
tried to cut off the comedy routine. 
‘Seriously, I think we are all going to find that drugs and music are going to change the 

world even more than the start of rock and roll did in the fifties.’ 
The Disc man frowned. 
‘You really think rock and roll has changed the world?’ Jerry looked hard at the reporter. 
‘Don’t you?’ ‘I don’t know.’ 
‘And you’re writing about it?’ 
‘But...’ 
‘Listen, kids watched Elvis and they knew. It confirmed what they had always suspected. 

That the stuff they were told in school, God, motherhood, apple pie and a fair day’s work 
were a con, they were bullshit, complete rubbish.’ 

Mac suddenly joined in. 
‘Rock and roll has become like a secret language, you either understand it or you don’t. It 

talks about all the things that our parents thought were forbidden.’ 
The reporter looked more and more bewildered, the interview was becoming a sounding 

board for everyone’s pet theories. As we ran on the guy from Disc tried to interject a 
question. 

‘How do you think all this relates to what you’re doing with the band?’ 
I looked round, the others seemed to be waiting for me to answer. 
‘I suppose you could say we are part of it, we show people things that they don’t normally 

think about. The dark things that this society has tried to forget. The things it’s tried to 
suppress by sweeping them under the carpet. 
 ‘I guess it’s something like voodoo, a chance for people to get their rocks off behind these 
bits of weirdness, to bring out all their nasties in a way that nobody will get hurt. You know 
what I mean?’ 

The reporter. who had been scribbling furiously in his little book, looked up and nodded. 
He didn't look as though he bad understood a word. Jerry decided to throw his bit in. 
 ‘I suppose we let people be evil by proxy.’ 
 We were going to hear that quoted a great deal over the next couple of years. 
 The reporter split after a polite interval, saying he would contact Jimmy’s office for a 
photo, and left us sitting looking at each other. We had never really got into what we thought 
we were doing with the band before, at least not in such literal terms, and it took some 
digesting. It was Mac who broke the silence. 
 ‘Is that what we’re up to then?’ Connie grinned. 

‘We were making it up as we went along.’ 
‘Sounded good though, didn’t it?’ 
‘Fucking amazing.’ 
Jerry was looking thoughtful. 

 ‘Maybe that’s really what it’s all about. I mean, we must have had all that stuff knocking 
around inside our heads.’ 
 I could see his point. 
 ‘It all, like, ties in with what Jimmy’s always on about It seems to me that all we’ve done 
is put it into words and refined it a bit.’ 
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 Jerry was nodding in agreement. 
 ‘Maybe we should start working on this evil-by-proxy bit. We ought to be putting a lot 
more weirdness into the act. We’ve got to start creating some kind of legend.’ 
 
 The Disc interview came out the following week. The reporter had missed the point of 
most of what we had been saying, but he put us across as a kind of mean, sinister bunch of 
wild boys, and he had at least managed to get in the evil-byproxy quotation. Jimmy thought 
the whole thing was wonderful. 
 It also shifted Jerry’s brain into high gear, and he began coming out with outrageous ideas 
to make the stage act more depraved. 

‘We could have a row of dancers in kind of thirties Berlin drag, you know, black stockings 
and suspenders.’ 

‘It would be expensive.’ 
‘Sure, but it’d be pretty weird.’ 
‘Yeah, but we can’t go dragging a dozen half naked scrubbers round with us.’ 
‘I don’t see why not.’ 
Fortunately Jerry’s ideas came and went so fast that he didn’t do too much about them apart 

from talking. 
‘Listen, why don’t we get a load of dolls, fill them with fake blood and carve them up with 

knives?’ 
‘Yeah sure, anything.’ 
Although Jerry didn’t put his schemes into practice there did seem to be a lot more violence 

coming into the act. Jerry seemed at times to fight with his guitar as though he hated it, 
himself and the audience. It spread through the whole group, and even the R & B songs we 
still played took on a kind of swamp magic blackness. It also seemed to catch on with audi-
ences, and more and more of them began to turn up to watch the spectacle. 
 

The first week the single came out we rushed out to score the music papers. Of course we 
were not in the charts, but we did get reviewed in Melody Maker and Disc. 

Melody Maker called it a ‘hard driving possible hit, with an eerie sound and traces of a 
Dylan influence’, while Disc talked about ‘a creditable first effort by the band who seem to 
be trying to corner the market in nastiness’. 

And that was it. All we could do was to play Standing at the Side of the Road at all our gigs 
and hope it caught at least six bob’s worth of the punters’ imagination. 

Jimmy seemed to be working as hard as he could on it. We were getting plays on Radio 
London, Caroline and Luxembourg, but he hadn’t yet made too much headway with TV, and 
both Ready Steady Go and Top of the Pops were holding on to see if we would do anything. 

Our faces did stare moodily out of the doomy photographs that Presence used in their 
music press ads, and more and more kids were coming to see us. So much so that we had the 
reputation of being able to fill a good size club on our own. Our money gradually got closer 
to the elusive three figures. Our spirits were dampened a little when on the second week of 
release we still hadn’t made it into the charts. 
 We talked to Jimmy about whether he could buy us into the charts but he seemed to think 
that on our first single he’d rather spend money on promotion than chart rigging. 
 I suppose it was the disappointment of our nonappearance in the top thirty for the third 
week that caused Jerry to cook up the whip joke. 
 We were playing at a college in Reading, double-billed with a bunch of fairly successful 
John Mayall copyists, and the hail was filled with about seven hundred students and local 
mods. 
 The blues band had exhausted their repertoire of Elmore James numbers, and it was time 

 65



for us to go on for our final set. 
 Their presentation had been typical blues band sloppy, and we decided to do everything 
really fast. Jerry, Mac and Alan tuned their guitars in the dressing room and we literally ran 
on, banged in the plugs and stormed into Standing. 
 It’s hard the soles are out of your shoes, 
 It’s hard when stuck with the highway blues, 
 It’s hard motorcycle poet don’t come,  
 It’s hard when you can’t speak to anyone, 
 It’s even hard to carry your load  
 When you gotta face the people 
  Standing at the side of the road. 
 We rocked through it. staggering and jerking, pushing out as much energy as we could. In 
the solo Jerry tucked his guitar into his crotch and with his right arm flung above his head he 
did a long James Brown heel and toe slide, holding down a long sustained note by 
hammering the strings down on the fretboard with the fingers of his left hand. 
 We did a nifty finish and took great pains to tell everyone that it was our fine new single. 
We did two more songs and then went into our really long version of Who Do You Love. 
Connie would start it with a long piece of Bo Diddley drumming while the rest of us stood 
around in a group looking mean. Eventually we would fan out, Jerry and Mac would hit a 
screeching chord and let the feedback hang while I started screaming. 
 

The words of Who Do You Love lend themselves perfectly to gothic swamp violence. 
 I  walk forty-seven miles of barbed wire 
I use a cobra snake for a necktie 
I got a brand new house on the roadside 
Made from rattlesnake hide. 

 I was hunched over the mike stand, making Count Dracula gestures with my hand and 
jerking my body to the beat. 

Tombstone hand and graveyard mind 
I’m just twenty-two and I don’t mind dying. 
I suppose Positively Fourth Street and Who Do You Love are the two songs I would most 

like to have written. 
I go out to town, use a rattlesnake whip 
Take it easy Arlene, don’t give me no lip. 

 I swung round and punched a cymbal. The three Dex I’d taken before going on were 
beginning to get to me, and although my hand was bleeding I didn’t feel anything. 
 I threw the mike stand to one side, and Jerry and I advanced on the audience. While he 
began his solo I held my bleeding hand under the noses of some chicks in the front row. 
 Then everything got quieter and I did a kind of Elvis, legs apart middle of stage, cradling 
the mike. 

The night was dark, the sky was blue 
Down the alley the ice wagon flew. 

It was at times like that I wished we could carry lighting with us. It would have made so 
much difference. 

Who do you love? 
Who do you love, babe? 

The band began to build up behind me and into a long, long instrumental passage where Jerry 
and Mac really stretched out while I camped around playing maraccas and occasionally 
shouting into the mike. For some time we had been using smoke bombs, one of Jerry’s 
schemes that actually proved practicable, and when I came back in with the Who Do You 

 66



Love chorus, it was the cue for Chas to start setting up the bombs behind the amps. 
 After we had been roaring through the chorus for some time, I gave Chas the signal to start 
them going. 

Who do you love? 
Who do you love? 
Who do you love babe? 
Who do you love? 

 I caught Chas’s eye and gave him the nod to light the smoke bombs. 
Who do you love? 
Who do you love? 

 A sharp line of stinging pain flashed across my back. I wondered if I’d been electrocuted, it 
didn’t feel like the normal kind of shock. I swung round and saw Jerry, standing in the smoke 
that billowed from the back of the stage. He was brandishing a six-foot stock whip, the kind 
you can get in Indian novelty shops. 
 He swung it again and I threw up an arm to protect myself. The whip curled around my arm 
and I grabbed the end of it and jerked. The whip came out of his hand, and he staggered back 
against his amps, grinning like a maniac. 
 I seized the handle of the whip and swung it over my head and turned back to the audience. 

Okay you fuckers, who do you love? 
 I tried to crack the whip over the heads of the first couple of rows and they immediately 
tried to push back away from me. Meanwhile the crowd at the back had begun to push 
forward to get a better view of what was going on. The middle of the hail became a crush of 
struggling people. 

I said who do you love? 
 The smoke bombs had about run down, and the thick white chemical smoke was beginning 
to thin out a bit. I kept swinging the whip around my head. 

Who do you love? 
Yeah, who do you love? 

Hearing Jerry’s voice join in I turned to look at him. He was at the front of the stage, his 
guitar held over his head, the volume cranked right up so a howl of feedback threatened to 
rupture his speakers. His eyes were closed, and he was yelling into his mike. 

Who do you love? 
Who do you love? 

 He suddenly jerked, turned and lurched back into hi5 speakers with such force that Chas 
had to jump and grab them to stop them crashing over. 
Again and again Jerry threw himself against the speakers a~ though determined to destroy 
both himself and them in an orgy of electronic rape. I swung the whip towards him, trying 
inexpertly to make the speakers stop the force of the blow. 

Connie, Mac and Alan had fallen into a single funereal beat while this little drama had been 
going on, and jerking in time to it, Jerry slowly sank to his knees. 

Then Connie erupted, standing up and just walking through the kit so drums seemed to roll 
in every direction. He went on walking straight off the stage, then Mac and Alan propped 
their guitars against their amps and followed him off. Jerry stood up, let his guitar fall, I 
threw the whip at the back of the stage, and we too ran for the wings. Chas cut the power and 
for a moment there was silence. Then the audience started to roar. It wasn’t like applause, it 
was a kind of animal reaction. 

I flopped into a chair in the dressing room. One thing was clear, we weren’t going to do any 
encores. 
 

The routine with the whip was so successful that we kept it in the act after that first night, 
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and began to work more and more effects around it. One of the first was for Jerry and me to 
get extension leads for his guitar and my mike so, whenever possible, we could jump from 
the stage down into the audience, clearing a space in the front rows for a strange face to face 
confrontation as we advanced on them like a nightmare Wyatt Earp and Doe Holliday, 
laughing as they retreated. It was like an electronic version of the dragon in a medieval 
mumming play, plunging into the crowd and forcing them to retreat in mock terror. 

We also began to camp it up a good deal more, limp wristed, hand on hip gestures, lots of 
rings and dark eye makeup. We managed, however, to avoid overdoing it and falling into 
cheap get-you-ducky-I’ll-hit-you-with-my-handbag poofism that a lot of bands, particularly 
in the North. used to get a cheap laugh. The image we tried to project was a combination of 
Brecht, Berlin in the thirties, and characters from Beardsley prints. I suppose that sounds kind 
of pretentious for what was really just a rock and roll band, but at the time we took ourselves 
very seriously, and the methedrine convoluted our thinking to such an extent that we began to 
picture ourselves as apocalyptic horsemen riding into these provincial towns and presenting 
the kids with a pageant of evil that held out tantalizing hints of de Sade and Nazi mysticism. 
Like I said, we took ourselves very seriously. 

Not that we had everything our own way, there were occasions when the audience would 
hit back at our assaults on their fears and prejudices. 

There was the incident in Plymouth when we were lucky to escape with our lives and 
equipment in one piece. 

It was a college gig, but lacking a big enough hall of their own, the students had rented 
some kind of council building, the assembly rooms, town hail or some such place with 
marble pillars and rotten acoustics, I forget its exact name. 

A couple of local groups filled the first half, and after an interval when a student DJ played 
Motown records, we came on for the last hour. 

There were about eight hundred people, and after about fifteen minutes we had them 
leaping about merrily. It seemed like a good situation, and we cooked along with a healthy 
collection of college chicks in front of the stage, until about twenty minutes before we were 
due to close the show there was a kind of commotion, right over the far side of the hail by the 
main entrance, and in marched a team of about thirty teddy boys. 

It was so weird. They weren’t actually in the full Edwardian drag. They had heavy greased 
DAs, quiffs and sideburns, but their suits were the kind of bum-freezer Italian that came after 
the original drapes, and their feet were strapped up in winkle pickers rather than crepe 
creepers. Despite this it was still a pretty strange sight at a college dance in the year Bob 
Dylan fell off his motorcycle. 

The teds made a slow circuit of the hail, stumbling a bit, as though they had just been 
thrown out of the pub, and eventually homed in on the group of chicks in front of the stage, 
after picking up pints of beer from the bar. 

For a while they stood there looking at us in what seemed like dumb amazement, then after 
a while their attention turned to the women. With much haw-hawing and nudging they started 
a clumsy campaign to get themselves some girl students. 

Although their conversation was inaudible, it was obvious that their proposition was that 
the chicks should stop watching these dirty homosexuals, and come off with some real red-
blooded men like themselves. The girls responded by telling the teds to fuck off, and at that 
they turned brutishly sullen, and lacking any other immediate target, they began to direct their 
resentment towards the band. 

Their first move was to press to the very front of the stage. where they leaned on the edge, 
leering up at us, swilling their beer and making smart remarks. As each of them finished his 
pint, he banged it down on the front of the stage, I imagine in the hope of tripping one of us 
as we moved, and very soon there was a neat row of beer mugs right across the stage where 
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the footlights would have been if the hail had run to any. 
I suppose the incident might have ended there, except that Jerry and I, full of speed and self 

confidence, took it into our heads to mince along the front of the stage and delicately kick the 
glasses off the stage and on to the floor. 

As the first ones bounced at the teds’ feet they turned mean. One of them grabbed a mug 
and hurled it at Jerry. He ducked and it hit his amplifier. Quickly he stooped down, grabbed 
the mug and slung it straight back at the line of teds. Although it missed them, and, in fact, hit 
a student in the second row, it seemed to be the signal for all out war, and the teds started to 
come over the edge of the stage. 

I grabbed the mike stand and swung it at the head of one who was climbing over on to the 
stage right in front of me. The cast iron base hit him a glancing blow on the forehead and he 
fell back with blood pouring down his face. Beside me Jerry had booted another square in the 
jaw, but despite our initial advantage there were clearly enough of them to beat the shit out of 
us easily, and seeing Chas and a bunch of stewards swarming to the rescue, I decided it was 
time to be somewhere else. 

Luckily, the door to the dressing room was just at the back of the stage, and I ducked 
through it just behind Connie and Jerry, slammed it behind me and fell down the steep flight 
of stairs. 

Inside the dressing room we bolted the door, and stared at each other as the sounds of battle 
filtered down to us. 

‘Jesus Christ, I thought they were going to kill us!’ 
‘They still might, if they break in here.’ 
‘What’s happening to the fucking gear?’ 
‘At least we got the guitars off.’ 
Connie looked up in alarm. 
‘My fucking drums are still up there.’ 
‘You want to go and get them?’ 
‘No way, you can get new drums. New bones are hard to come by.’ 
Mac pointed at Jerry. 
‘It’s that bastard’s fault, what did you want to hurl a pint pot at a fucking army of hostile 

teds for?’ 
Jerry shrugged. 
‘It seemed like a good idea at the time.’ 
‘That’s what they said about starting World War Two.’ The conversation was cut short by a 

terrible pounding on the dressing room door. We all froze. 
‘Oh God!’ 
The pounding came again, then, to our relief, we heard Chas’s voice. 
‘Open the sodding door.’ 
Connie pulled back the bolt and the door swung open. Chas came in followed by two 

coppers. One of his eyes was swollen and rapidly starting to close. The policeman looked 
round at us. 

‘Show’s over lads. You’d best stay in the hall, though. Just until we’ve cleared the street.’ 
 Connie looked at Chas.  
 ‘What’s happened to the gear?’ 

 Chas was tenderly fingering his eye. 
‘It’s been knocked about a bit but most of it’s okay.’ 
‘How about the drums?’ 
‘They’re okay, I managed to pull them out of the way.’  
The policemen left the dressing room, and we all followed them out. The stage was a 

shambles, but on examination, it seemed that there was little more than superficial damage. 
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One of Mac’s stacks had been knocked over, and the drums were in an untidy heap in a 
corner at the back, but nothing seemed to have really been smashed. Mac stood in front of 
Jerry’s speakers. 

‘Fucking marvellous isn’t it, he starts a whole bleeding riot, and his gear doesn’t even get 
touched.’ 

Jerry grinned. 
‘Me and God have an understanding.’ 
Chas peered around with his good eye. 
‘I reckon we were fucking lucky.’ 

 
 
 It was only later that we found out just how lucky we had been. It seemed that after the teds 
had been thrown out of the ball by the police and stewards, they had rampaged round the 
back and found one of the local groups’ vans. Thinking it was ours, they’d smashed the 
windows, and then climbed inside and stomped on their gear and instruments until it was a 
complete write-off. The thought of how the little band must have saved for years to buy their 
stuff only to get it wrecked on account of us, really upset us for at least an hour. 
 
 The ‘evil-by-proxy’ act didn’t always work out as badly as it did in Plymouth. In most 
places it seemed to go down quite well, with the audience getting off behind the same kind of 
creepy thrill that, I suppose, was the underlying element that caused the success of horror 
movies, the big dipper and Hitler. 
 For a start, we began to lose a lot of whips, as they became an immediate target for the 
souvenir hunters who seem to swarm over the stage looking for discarded drumsticks and 
other fetish objects left lying about by the group. 
 The second and more noticeable result of the changes in the act was that we began to attract 
really strange women. It seemed that as the band’s performances became more perverse, we 
stopped getting the usual plump little scrubbers, like Angie. who just wanted to screw, and 
instead a new kind of weirdo started to hang around the dressing room, watching us in 
fascination as we towelled ourselves off and packed away our stuff after we had finished 
playing. 
 Although they came in all shapes and sizes, the new kind of bird invariably conformed to a 
set type. They were intelligent enough to improvise baroque fantasies, but not so intelligent 
as to be really smart, and they seemed to have a tendency to awkwardness. A high proportion 
had authoritarian, often Catholic upbringings, which they were trying hard to get away from, 
and the product of this seemed to be a universal need to be degraded. Where the Angies 
wanted to be fucked, this new set of girls wanted to be fucked over, provided it was accom-
panied with a few gothic trappings. 
 Jerry revelled in this new kind of attention, and again and again he would return from gigs 
with a new prize, and his room would resound with slaps, moans and the crack of his belt. 
Now and again the door would open and either Jerry would emerge, wrapped in a dressing 
gown, to get a drink or some dope, or some anguished little lady would rush through into the 
bathroom, usually naked, as Jerry had a perverse habit of not letting them borrow a shirt or 
blanket to cover themselves with on these trips, and Connie and I were treated to a fleeting 
display of the red marks across their backs or bottoms. 
 Not that we sat around in a state of celibacy, passing moral judgements. The rest of us were 
more than happy to bring home our own quota, and if the ladies expected us to beat them, tie 
them up or indulge in anal intercourse, we were not about to blow our image by refusing. 
 I suppose the high proportion of these sexual oddities that we had begun to attract had the 
effect on us of bringing out our own sadism and general weirdness, which was never really 
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all that latent. 
 The hangups of all these chicks, as they paraded through our homes and dressing rooms, 
distorted our view of reality with their constant presence. Our sense of any kind of norm 
ceased to function much beyond them, and it began to seem as though the whole world 
wanted us to abuse and inflict injury on it. In simple terms, what had once seemed perverse 
and bizarre now began to seem normal, and since we had a strong attraction to the bizarre in 
the first place, our mode of living got rapidly stranger and stranger. 
 The increasing  numbers of masochistic women making a beeline for the band became a 
group joke. 
‘It’s easy to tell, just squeeze their nipples till it hurts and see if they moan and lay back, or 
ask you to stop.’ 
The horrid little test was Jerry’s uniquely coarse way of summing up the situation, but in 
practice nearly all of them lay back and moaned, and it became the quick and easy way of 
separating the freaks from the ones who just wanted to get laid in the usual way. 
 I suppose the only thing we could say in our defence was that ‘ye never actually forced 
anyone into a position that they didn’t claim to be able to handle. The trouble was that many 
of these girls rushed in trying to make it so very clear that they were groovy rock and roll 
women who could take anything that we were ab1e to think up, but usually wound up 
freaking out. An extreme example of this was Sophie who showed up after a gig, came home 
with Jerry, but, unlike most, stayed for about four days instead of the usual one night. 

Sophie was small and very pretty, she had thin, boyish hips, minute breasts and long dark 
hair. Her face had that kind of imbalance in favour of the mouth and eyes that Brigitte Bardot 
made the ideal for the fifties and a million other chicks have exploited clear through to the 
present day. 

I didn’t take much notice of her on the way back from the gig apart from being dimly aware 
that there was some little chick cuddled up with Jerry. I hadn’t connected with anyone at the 
gig who seemed suitable to lug back to London for a night of thrills, and I climbed into the 
truck, dropped a couple of Seconal and crashed out. 

The first thing I knew about Sophie was the next morning when I was woken up by a voice 
asking me if I wanted a cup of coffee. 

I opened one eye, and saw this small attractive face, with huge brown eyes and full sensual 
lips, framed by dark brown hair. She was wrapped up in one of Jerry’s bed sheets. I rolled 
over, and fumbled for a cigarette. 

‘Do I want what?’ 
‘I was going to make some coffee, do you want some?’ 
My mouth tasted like a sewer and I had to think for a minute about the idea of putting hot 

coffee in it. 
‘Yeah, why not.’ 
She jumped up, looking pleased at having some task to perform. As she reached the door 

something suddenly struck me. 
‘Hey listen, who are you?’ 
‘I’m Sophie, I came back with Jerry last night.’ 
Memories of the small clutching figure in the truck came dimly back. 
‘Is Jerry still in bed?’ 
‘No, he went out earlier with what’s-his-name, Connie, the drummer. They said they were 

going to score.’ 
I nodded, that meant they’d be out for most of the day. When we weren’t working the same 

night, scoring could be quite a lengthy process. 
Sophie slipped out the door, and I lit a cigarette. As usual I coughed for a few minutes as 

the first smoke of the day attacked my lungs. The fit of coughing forced me to sit up in 
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bed, and afterwards it seemed too much trouble to lie down again. 
I glanced round the room feeling blank, and noticed that it was raining outside. As a reflex 

to that piece of information, I leaned over and switched off the electric fire. As I was watch-
ing the element turn from dirty grey to bright glowing orange, Sophie returned with two mugs 
of coffee, set them down, and then sat beside me on the bed. 

‘Your kitchen’s in a terrible mess.’ 
‘Yeah I know, nobody does much about it.’  
She handed me my coffee. 
‘I could clear it up for you later.’ 
‘That shows great domesticity.’ 
‘I quite dig washing up.’ I smiled. 
‘That’s a taste none of us exactly share.’ 
I took a sip of coffee, burned my mouth, and put it back on the floor. She looked anxious. 
‘Don’t you like the coffee?’ 
‘It’s a bit hot to drink yet.’ 
The conversation had reached one of those lapses that happen when people who don’t 

know each other try to exchange bright remarks. I stared out of the window, and Sophie 
seemed content to wait for me to say something. Finally, unable to think of anything else, I 
threw a weak, sidelong leer. 

‘Did you have a good time with Jerry last night?’ 
She nodded enthusiastically. 
‘Fabulous. We got into this incredible whipping scene.’ 
‘Jerry’s like that.’ 
‘It was weird, but I really dug it. Would you like to see the marks on my bottom?’ 
I’d met some weird chicks, but never one who was so eager and innocent about being 

debauched by rock musicians. Before I could answer, she’d jumped up and unwound her 
sheet, and swung round to reveal a mass of angry red stripes across her arse. 

There’s something quite erotic about being presented with a backside that someone else has 
been recently beating on, so early in the morning. I did my best to remain super cool. 

‘Do they still hurt?’ 
‘Not really, they’re a bit tender, but they don’t actually hurt.’ 

 She turned round. 
‘Do you have a long mirror?’ I pointed. 
‘There’s one in the wardrobe door.’ 
She skipped across the room and twisted about in front of the full length mirror, inspecting 

the marks on her butt. 
‘Proud of them?’ She laughed. 
‘They’re quite spectacular.’ 
She went on admiring herself, and the vision of this naked young woman cavorting round 

the room began to have what I suppose was the desired effect. I sipped my coffee and let her 
work at it for a couple of minutes, and then gave up trying to be aloof. 

‘Sophie.’ 
‘Yeah?’ 
‘Why don’t you stop jumping around, and come over here?’ She immediately climbed into 

the bed and snuggled up against me. 
‘I was afraid you didn’t like me.’ I stroked her hair. 
‘I think you’re very nice. I can’t get horny directly I wake up., 
We rolled about together for a while, kissing and fondling each other, then with almost 

professional expertise she slid down inside the bed and began busily licking and sucking. 
I was still sleepy enough to be happy to lie back and let it happen, and there was still 
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enough speed running round in my bloodstream so that there was little chance of her bringing 
me off for a long time. 

After a long while she surfaced and smiled coyly at me. 
‘Was that nice?’ I stretched. 
‘Great.’ 
She rubbed herself against me. 
‘Maybe you’d like to whip me too?’ I lifted my head. 
‘Huh?’ 
She let her eyelids droop, and peered at me from underneath them. 
‘I could go and get Jerry’s whip from his room.’ 
I suppose at that point, my mind could have boggled. This weird little girl demanding to be 
beaten twice in  

the same twenty-four hours was strange by any standards. But I suppose in order to be 
shocked, you have to have some kind of definite sense of normality to hold on to. Instead I 
just stroked her breast. 

‘Why don’t you do that?’ 
She scrambled out of bed, and disappeared through the door. I lay there sliding into 

surrealism. It was either that, or trying to understand what Sophie was seeking to prove, and 
trekking through the swampy territory of her mind was something that I just wasn’t ready for. 
The temptation to try and get inside her mind and find out exactly what she was experiencing 
in this bizarre situation was cut short by her coming back into the bedroom. In her hands she 
had the short riding crop that Jerry had bought in an Edinburgh antique shop, one day when 
we were playing there, and also a length of braided silk dressing gown cord. She stood at the 
end of the bed with a strange vacant expression on her face. 

‘I brought the whip.’ 
She seemed to love using the word. 
‘And I brought this...’ 
She held up the length of cord. 
‘...He used it to tie me up with.’ 
I sat up in bed. There was no more time to think, she had started her ritual. 
‘I don’t think I’m going to tie you up. I’ll trust you to keep still.’ 
I climbed out of bed, and stood beside her. She handed me the whip, and looked up at me 

with a fleeting expression of nervousness. 
‘Lou... I mean, you won’t hurt me too much, will you? You won’t hit me on the bottom? I 

don’t think I could take that.’ 
I smiled at her. 
‘If I hurt you too much, tell me to stop. Kneel down.’ 

She knelt in front of me, and I brought the riding crop down across her back. A nasty 
excitement took hold of me, and I hit her a few more times. She moaned and arched her back. 
I struck her across her breasts and she gasped. 

‘Lou!’ 
 I hit again in the same place. 
 ‘Please!’ 
 Again. 
 ‘Please! Not my tits! It hurts too much!’ 
 I paused, and then deliberately lashed out once more. She cried out and doubled over 
hugging her chest. I picked her up and laid her down on the bed. As I slid down on top of her 
she opened her eyes. 
‘You’re more of an evil bastard than Jerry.’ 
 We must have dozed off for a while, because the first thing I remember after balling Sophie 
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was waking up to find Jerry and Connie grinning down at us. 
 ‘Look at the cunt, in bed with my chick, cool as you like.’ 
 I sat up in bed. 
 ‘She seduced me, guy, honest. I was a victim of her feminine wiles.’ 
 Jerry picked up the riding crop from the floor, and grinned at me. 
 ‘Looks like it, doesn’t it.’ 
 
 The same evening Connie took Sophie off to bed with him, and then, the next day, we split 
to a gig in Newcastle. We returned to find that not only was she still there, but the entire pad 
was clean and shining, and she was installed in Jerry’s bed, waiting to collect her reward. 
 After the trip to Newcastle we didn’t wake up until late afternoon, and by the time we had 
dressed, been out for something to eat, and generally messed around, it was already too late 
to go out anywhere, so on the way back from the greasy spoon we clubbed together and 
bought a bottle of Scotch, took it home and settled down in front of the television. 
 After we’d each had a couple of Dex and half killed the bottle, Jerry began to get that 
perverse look which usually indicated he was about to come out with some piece of 
weirdness. 
 ‘This is no way for three healthy lads to spend the evening.’ 
 Connie and I rolled over and looked at him. 
 ‘So, you got any bright ideas?’ 
 Jerry pretended to think for a while, then he swung round on Sophie. 
 ‘Hey baby, you’ve had all of us one at a time, think you could have us all at once?’ 
 Sophie looked up, she was in the first stages of drunkenness, and giggled. 
 ‘I don’t know, I never engaged in that kind of thing before.’ Connie and I laughed, and 
although Jerry joined in, he still had that twisted look about him. There was a pause while we 
all waited for him to make his next move in the outrage he had obviously already hatched 
somewhere in his mind. In the end were were rewarded for our patience. He stared for a long 
while at Sophie. 
 ‘Okay babe, strip off then.’ 
 Sophie looked surprised. 
 ‘What?’ 
 ‘Take your clothes off darlin’, that is, if you want to join in our little game.’ 
 Sophie’s eyes got a couple of sizes bigger. 
 ‘What game?’ 
 ‘We’re going to play orgies, stupid, so get undressed and stop rabbiting.’ 
 Sophie hesitated for a moment and then nervously started to tug her T-shirt out from her 
jeans. 
 She stood up to take off her jeans, and as she stepped out of them, Jerry reached over and 
gripped her leg. 
 ‘Okay, now you can undress us.’ 
  He let go of her and lay back on the carpet as Sophie crouched down and began to 
unbutton his shirt. 
 Jerry sprawled naked on the carpet while Sophie undressed Connie and finally me. It was a 
strange sensation, sitting round  in a brightly lit living room with two of your mates and a 
chick, with none of you wearing any clothes. I remember feeling a little sheepish, and 
wondering what exactly I should do next. 
 I needn’t have worried, as it happened. Jerry seemed to have the whole situation worked 
out, and began busily stage managing everything. 
  The scene that followed became twisted by all the drugs in my head into a long weird 
montage of moving flesh. I have a few memory flashes that are very clear. I have an intensely 
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clear vision of Sophie on all fours with a mouthfull of Connie while Jerry balled her from 
behind, and another of lying on top of her humping while she played with Jerry and Connie 
who sat crosslegged on either side of us. 

 
 For the rest of the episode, the details are really blurred up until the point when 

Sophie put an end to things by leaping up with a kind of strangled moan and rushing into 
Connie’s room, and not emerging until the next morning. 
 
 I was really surprised that she stuck around through the next day, particularly as it quickly 
became obvious that Jerry was determined to involve us all in even greater excesses. 
 When Jerry was in the middle of creating one of these perverse series of events, there was a 
constant air of suspense, and there was nothing the rest of us could do but wait for him to 
spring his next little treat. 
In this case, it came soon after Sophie had returned from the chip shop with our lunch, and 
once again it was her he directed his attention towards. 
 ‘You didn’t dig our little party last night then?’ Sophie swallowed her mouthful of chips. 
 ‘I just got a bit freaked out, I’m sorry. I was really out of my head, and it all got a bit too 
much for me to take.’ 
 Jerry shrugged. 
 ‘Don’t worry about it. I was just thinking, we could have quite a wild time if we had some 
more chicks.’ 
 Sophie looked relieved. I think she was afraid Jerry was going to demand a repeat 
performance. She smiled helpfully. 
 ‘Aren’t there any you could call up?’ 
 Jerry scratched his chin discontentedly. 
 ‘Sure, but calling up some chick ain’t exactly an adventure. It’s new bodies that’s what we 
want’ 
 Sophie looked piqued, she obviously took Jerry to mean that she was an old body. 

‘So why don’t you go out and pull some birds?’ Jerry shook his head. 
 ‘No, I was thinking more about how maybe you could go out and pull us some chicks.’ 
 Sophie’s eyebrows shot up. 
 ‘Me?’ 
 ‘Why not?’ 
 ‘You’ve got to be joking.’ 
 ‘Why, all you got to do is go out and bring back two more girls. Think about it, it shouldn’t 
be too hard.’ 
 There was a long pause while Sophie sat looking at her feet. 
 Finally she looked up. 
 ‘What kind of girls do you want then?’  
 Jerry shrugged. 

 ‘I leave it to you, they ought to be better looking than you though.’ 
 Sophie ignored the insult, and went to get her coat. 
 After Sophie had gone out of the door Connie and I both looked questioningly at Jerry. 
 ‘What the fuck do you think you’re up to?’ 
 ‘Having fun, what else? She’ll either come back with two more birds, or she won’t come 

back at all. It can only be interesting, one way or the other.’ 
 Connie lay back in his chair. 
 ‘Can’t argue with that, it’s all down to giggles.’ I couldn’t help grinning. 
 ‘Giggles or sociology.’ 
 We sat around smoking dope for about an hour, and then a feeling came on us that we 
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needed a few drinks, particularly if there was any likelihood of Sophie returning with two 
strange women. It took about twenty minutes of pressure to see who would go out for booze 
before Connie finally cracked, and stomped off to the off-licence. 

 He had only been back for about ten minutes, just long enough for us to have consumed 
maybe half of the first bottle, when the doorbell rang. I got up to answer it, and, to my 
surprise, there on the doorstep was Sophie, complete with two strange chicks. 

 Jerry looked up. 
 You did it then?’ 
 Sophie nodded proudly. 
 ‘This is Paula, and this is Helen.’ 
 We smiled and said hello. Jerry stood up and put on his most charming expression. 
 ‘I’m Jerry, this is Lou and that’s Connie. Why don’t you sit down and have some wine?’ 
 The girls took off their coats and sat down. They had a friendly, open to offers look, 

although it was, understandably, tinged with a little nervousness at being confronted with a 
roomful of strange men. 

 Helen was small and dark, similar in many ways to Sophie, only her face was longer and 
her eyes and mouth were in proportion to the rest of her, which gave her a rather more mature 
air than Sophie, closer to, say, Joan Collins than Bardot. Paula, on the other hand, was quite 
the opposite type to Sophie and Helen. She was a bouncy blonde, with short curly hair and 
the kind of tits and arse figure that Playboy has adopted as its own. 

Connie and I bypassed the first awkward moments by hustling about, getting the girls 
glasses, and Jerry started rolling a joint, then we settled down and passed it round. I noticed 
that both of the new girls took healthy hits on it with an air of both experience and enjoyment 
and didn’t come out with any kind of lame ‘oh-no-it-doesn’t-do-anything-for-me’ bullshit. 

We had just begun to relax when Jerry suddenly sat up and looked at Sophie. 
‘Are these young ladies friends of yours, or did you just pick them up on the street?’ 
Sophie grinned.’ 
‘We’ve met before.’ Jerry leered. 
‘So you can vouch for them.’ ‘Oh sure.’ 
‘That’s good, you can’t be too careful these days.’ 
Helen and Paula glanced at each other, made an obvious decision to make a joke of the 

exchange, and laughed, but a tension returned to the room, and I think that even they had 
become conscious that there was more going on than just a pleasant social afternoon of drugs 
and booze. 

Jerry didn’t erupt again for a while, and, in fact, turned on the television, and we sat 
around, getting stoned, watching the children’s programmes and making idle conversation. I 
began to think that maybe the drugs and drink had mellowed out whatever warped scheme he 
was planning when he sent Sophie out. 

As it began to get dark outside I forgot all about his pranks, and Connie and I began 
systematically moving in on Helen and Paula. By the time the first cop show came on the 
screen I was huddled cosily in a corner with Paula, while Connie and Helen had both moved 
into the same armchair and were idly stroking each other. 

After about another half hour, Jerry and Sophie disappeared into his bedroom, and, locked 
into a tiny world of cushions, TV and necking with Paula, I forgot all about him until he 
noisily emerged from the bedroom. I was mildly surprised to see that he was still fully 
dressed. 

Connie and I looked up as he stood in the doorway, obviously wanting our attention. 
‘Why don’t you all come in here, I got something I’d like you to see. Particularly the girls.’ 
We disentangled ourselves and trooped into Jerry’s room to see what he had to show us. As 

we went through the door Jerry pressed a finger to his lips, motioning us to keep quiet. 
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The room was almost dark, lit by one single candle, but dim as it was, Jerry’s little set 
piece didn’t lack impact. Sophie was spread-eagled on the big Victorian brass bed, fiat on her 
back with each wrist and ankle tied firmly to a corner post. She was completely naked and the 
marks of the beatings she’d had over the past few days were still very clear against her 
excessively white skin. 

For a very long moment the four of us stood looking at her in dumb surprise, while Jerry 
watched us with an evil smirk. Sophie had her eyes tightly shut and didn’t seem to be aware 
that we’d come into the room. Before any of us could speak, Jerry picked up his riding crop 
and struck Sophie a single vicious blow across her legs, just inches below where they joined 
pink flesh and her black triangle of hair. 

She cried out, twisted her body, opened her eyes and as she became aware of the audience 
around the bed they grew larger and larger. There was a monstrous moment of silence. And 
then she blew up. 
‘You bastards, you fucking perverted cunts, untie me, untie me, bastards, or I scream the 
fucking place down. You’re all crazy.’ 
 Jerry broke up laughing but reluctantly started to undo the cords that held her down. 
Directly she was free she leaped up, grabbed her clothes and dashed past us and ran for the 
bathroom while Jerry sat on the bed, doubled up with laughter. 
 Connie, the girls and I went back to the living room in an awkward silence that was only 
broken by Jerry’s laughter mingling surreally with canned guffaws from a TV comedy show. 
A few moments later, Sophie slammed out of the flat in tears. 
 The most amazing thing about the whole scene was that Paula and Helen didn’t 
immediately put on their coats and split. and, although they were acting very coolly towards 
Jerry. by the time the TV finished I was in a position to lead Paula off to bed. 

I didn’t have either the heart or nerve to put her through any routines, and we did it 
absolutely straight, and after it was all over she surprised me by propping herself up on one 
elbow and looking at me thoughtfully. 

‘I probably wouldn’t like it if it happened, but when I saw Sophie tied up like that, I felt 
really envious for a moment. I mean, there was something very exciting about being so 
totally exposed and helpless.’ 
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