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The Larbo story

Prologue
You probably picked this book up because
you either know Paul Larman and Cadillac or
just out of curiosity, maybe it’s raining and
you walked into the shop to keep dry.
Assuming you don’t know Paul or perhaps
know very little about him, I’ll try and give
you a brief insight about him and his life. For
those who think they know Paul, this may
shed new light on him. You could just buy
this book as a record of his life or use it as an
umbrella, who knows. You’ve possibly
realised that there must be something
interesting about Paul in order to warrant a
book, well, you’d be right. Paul is one of those
characters that even at a very young age
would get himself into all sorts of scrapes.
Always the loveable rouge, Paul constantly
finds himself, without trying, in the right
place, maybe at the right time, but invariably
at the wrong end of the stick of many tragic,
interesting, hilarious, dangerous and
sometimes sad situations. Paul has been on
the front page of the Sun newspaper having
nearly killed himself (accidentally of cause),
sacked by a superstar legend whilst on tour
and reinstated plus pursued by young ladies,
as any front man would expect. But it wasn’t
all roses.

experienced that front man quality that Paul
has. Paul was thrust into the role of front man,
and even though he has played it for all it is
worth, it has never sat too well with him. I
think this is natural. Most famous stars reject
(not that he is or even considers himself to be
a star) the out-of-hours limelight, but Paul
genuinely treasures his life and doesn’t trust
it to many people to portray his hard, well
paid for rock ’n’ roll life (I’m not talking about
money). As I said, I’ve known Paul a long
time, and I have been through a few scrapes
with him. We have helped each other and
built a trust and a love only time can give.
Paul has had a few offers to write his life
stories, but he has refused, feeling that it
could get out of hand, exaggerated, exploited
and he would be left with no reward. Paul
indicated to me a few years ago, he would
like me to put a book together, knowing I
would not take advantage of him.

If you are interested in rock ’n’ roll, not the
so-called modern rock ’n’ roll but the original
stuff when electric guitars were first used to
pep up pop music back in the 50s, then this
book might be of interest. Maybe retro is your
thing or memorabilia perhaps; it’s all here.
Paul never throws anything away, letters,
photos, newspaper clippings, instruments,
records, nothing. This book is a careful
cornucopia of all of these things plus tales of
his exploits and woes, or should that be
wows, well, maybe a little of both. I have
purposely not gone into the story of the drive
home late from a gig in Leicester when, whilst
I was driving and everyone else was asleep, I
witnessed a UFO floating above the
motorway. Well, it was late and I couldn’t be
asked to stop and wake everyone up, so I just
kept driving till I got to Southend.

If you find yourself in Paul’s presence for any
length of time, you will be regaled with many
a tale of when he did this and that with
someone, whilst on tour somewhere. He was
never without a small congregation
surrounding him, listening to every word. If
Paul were a sailor, he would be the one in the
corner of the pub with the beard and a pipe
in his mouth, beer in hand telling sea shanties
about mermaids and shipwrecks. Paul was
always good for a laugh to; he would be the
first to give the Black Ravens (the German
rock ’n’ roll band we were touring with) a
moony through the bus window while
motoring down the autobahn in a
seven-seated vehicle driven by ‘mad Mick
Satan’, crammed with five people, a drum kit,
amplifiers, guitars, a packed lunch and a crate
of beer, very hospitable them Germans.

Paul has pretty much lived this way all his life
and he’ll probably live like it till he dies,
I expect. I don’t mean like you and I, we living
and enjoy life when we can, I don’t mean that
sort of ‘live’. I mean the type where you push
the boundaries, do everything to the extreme,
life in the fast lane, you know, LIVE. The kind
we all want but dare not enter. Well,
hopefully I’ll capture some of what Paul’s life
is, was and will be, for you to, with any luck,
understand, enjoy and appreciate. This book

I’ve known Paul for exactly 40 years, played
in several bands with him over the years, as
well as backing some big (in their time)
a rt i st e s, b u t a s a dru mmer , I h ave n’t
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travelling unless it’s money up front.

may take a few days or weeks to absorb, but it has
taken Paul a good proportion of his life to put
together and I’m proud to be the one to present it
to you, I hope you enjoy.

After our Spain gig some years ago when Paul,
Dick and Dave had a hard time after not getting
paid and also getting kicked out of the hotel, Paul
vowed never to get caught out again like that. I
was in Spain at the time and even though I didn’t
get paid, I had somewhere to be, but before you
ask, I had already returned to my destination
some distance away unaware of any misfortune
at the time.

Where to Start/Introduction
Right, it’s 2am and I’m sitting here writing this
piece about Paul, or should I say I’m thinking
about why I’m writing this book about Paul. Well,
he asked me to, that’s one reason, but there’s got
to be more than that. I want to, well yes, of course
I want to, but why? It’s two in the morning and I
can’t sleep so what’s the first thing I think to do?
Yes, write this about Paul. So, who’s Paul
Larman? I’ve known him for 40 years and we
have helped each other through a few scrapes. I
talked him through his divorce with Barbara; that
was fun. I’ve never divorced anyone, but there I
was helping Paul, a seasoned divorcee. That
doesn’t answer the question why. Perhaps as an
artist, a retired musician and frustrated painter, I
want to find another outlet for my endless talent.
That doesn’t sound right, but I’ll go with that one.
That’s sorted that question, but why Paul, of all
my strange and interesting friends, why Paul?
Well, we did tread a similar path on the rocky
road towards stardom that never happened. I finally gave up after 40 years of trying, Paul, on the
other hand, is still there treading the boards,
breaking a leg every night. Even though he knows
the fame game is not going to happen, at least not
in those trousers, he has reached a point where he
is at least comfortable in the trousers. At least he
still has the trousers and he can still fit into them,
just.

Paul, by his own admission, does everything
wrong, drinks, smokes, does his own dentistry.
But he is still here doing it, he loves his life; living
alone, working a bit, playing as much as he can
and surrounding himself with things he loves
which includes memorabilia galore. He will
happily sit there of an evening, video of Elvis
playing in the background, brandy and coke in
one hand and a roll up in the other, sitting at his
dining table on the phone to Dick or someone,
teeth sitting on the table grinning at you, talking
about the old days.

It’s hard to believe that with all that he has been
through he’s still sane, or at least he gives a good
impression of a sane man. He is not without a scar
or two, some physical, some mental, but haven’t
we all or is it just me? But he seems to have learnt
from most of his mistakes, misadventures and
experiences, which is more than I can say for
myself at times.

One thing I have noticed and I’m not sure if it’s
peculiar to the Southend-on-Sea area or a sign of
the times, but there are an awful lot of musicians
from bands of bygone days around. I picture
them all wandering the streets, aimlessly, like in
a zombie movie. That’s just in my head of course,
but there are a lot about; a musician from the
Rubettes lives next door to Paul, an old 70s bands
still giving it a go. Some are reforming to perform
again, even the Bay City Roller’s bass player did
some gigs with Cadillac more recently.

Paul has endued much in his life: a near-death
experience, several wives (not the same thing),
kids and not to mention working with some
famous recording artistes. But if I don’t mention
the Famous recording artistes, there wouldn’t be
a book to write, so I’ll ignore that last remark.

When I first met Paul, he wasn’t the man I see in
front of me now (metaphorically speaking), but
then I’m not the man I saw in front of me then, or
is that the man then I see in front me now?
Anyway, what was I talking about? Oh yeah,
Pete, no Paul, that’s right Paul grew up, did a bit
of something and now he’s here doing something,
now I’ve got it. Paul, what the fuck’s he up to;
well he plays a bit, in fact he plays a lot still, at his
age, blimey. No, seriously, he loves it, at least he
loves to play on his own terms which mean he
doesn’t play for nowt and he doesn’t do the

Occasionally Wilko Johnson can be seen stalking
the London Road dressed much like he does on
stage, looking out of place, or perhaps not, he
only looks comfortable behind a guitar on stage.
And there’s Digby Fairweather, famous jazz
trumpeter, he must be in his 50s, but he looks
older. I had singing lessons from his ex-wife; well,
she wasn’t ex at the time. They get a bit thin on
the ground after their mid 60s. Kenny Baxter’s
wife is another one; she’s still around, I think. I
saw her standing at a bus stop only waiting for a
blooming bus. She had a minor hit in the 70s; she
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meeting and playing together in Memphis T.
Rock, we went our separate ways and I didn’t see
much of him again till the late 80s, early 90s.

must be in her 70s now gourd bless her.

I could go on, but stop I here you cry, you get the
picture though. It’s got like you can’t throw a stick
without hitting an ex-star, wannabe, one-hit
wonder; I’ve been on tele, a child star type of
pedestrian. Where do I come in all this; I’m a ‘had
a go’, failed miserably, bitter and twisted; does
that sound about right? Well, close enough.

Back in the early 70s, I was still doing my paper
round and Saturday job at the butchers to help
pay for my drums. Paul was a couple of years
older than me, so was the rest of the band come
to think of it; seems I hung around with the
grown-ups, why they put up with me I will never
know. I looked up to Paul, he seemed
experienced, well to me he did, plus he had some
cool friends. I was a long-haired hippie, but now
I was being introduced to all these smartly
dressed Teddy boys and rockers (and some Hell’s
Angels, but don’t tell my Mum). I never did the
Teddy bit, but Paul was well into it and I was well
impressed.

So what am I getting at? Nothing really, just
trying to paint a picture of Sarfend (or Southend
if you’re posh), the place Paul and I grew up in,
the place we seem to be bound to; Sunny
Southend. I bet you want to live here now too. It
does have a lot going for it, but just watch it if you
want to park your car, there’s a spy car or parking
patrol officer just round the corner observing
everything. That’s enough of the homestead, back
to Paul.

I went on to do the funk, pop and jazz and stuff,
Paul stayed with the thing he loved. I joined
Cadillac or should I say Paul and I revived
Cadillac in the early 90s and went through quite
a few personnel changes which included at times,
Dick Callan, an old Cadillac musician. I played
with Cadillac for over ten years, but Paul carried
on with the band with just the odd deviation.

One shouldn’t feel sorry for Paul; he wouldn’t
thank you for it. Actually, he’s doing ok. He
knows what he wants and he pretty much gets it
too, that’s not a bad place to be.

Right well, here I am again. It’s another early rise,
but its 3am this time and my thoughts go back to
Paul and this book. There’s not a lot more I can
say about him really, after our first original

If you enjoy, do let me know; if you don’t, write
to your MP, thank you.

The Author has done his utmost to research all the facts presented to him during the process of putting this book
together and apologises for any inaccurate or misleading information herein.

iii
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enough painting pictures for you,
you’re probably dying to get to the
bit where Paul starts playing guitar
or something, just remember, things
were a little grey and you’ll be okay,
oh and the poor used to swear a little,
but with posh voices then. That’s
1960, now on with the story.
Families then, had little imagination
when it came to naming their
children. I was named after my
Uncle; Paul was named after his Dad,
Paul. Some parents had no
i m a g i n a t i o n at all naming their
child after their surname: Johnny
Johnson, or even worse, when they
have a sense o f h u m o u r : I v o r
Bi g g on . But I digress, again.
Paul’s first memory of rock ’n’ roll
(that sounds more on track) was
while having a haircut from a mobile
barber (and conveyor of boiled
sweets) whilst sitting on a pile of
books, on a chair in the kitchen of the
family home, in Rochford, Essex.
Short, back and side was the haircut
of the day. I think he was a little
young to sport a quiff or DA at that
time, but I’m sure he would soon
desire to grow his hair and show his
love of Elvis by greasing his hair and
combing it in the manner of his hero.
He wasn’t able to sit still during his
haircut due to an Elvis track being
played by the barber. I can just
imagine this six-year-old boy
rocking his head to the music that
was probably meant as a distraction
from the operation in hand. It was
from that point something clicked in
his brain and has never left him. It

Chapter one

From toddler to
Rocker
Paul, the Young Rocker

I would like to set the scene for you;
it’s the late 50s, early 60s, so let’s call
it 1960. Colour hadn’t been invented
long then so everything was still
a little grey, most cars had big wheel
arches and steam trains still pulled in
to Southend Central. I can, even now,
remember aeroplanes at Southend
airport looking like giant Tonka toys.
They had big fat bodies to take cars
and things on holiday; I guess cars
needed holidays in those days too.
British Rail had a delivery service;
you’ve got to remember I was very
young then, so memories are a bit
blurred now. They had these threewheeled funny looking motors that
pulled trailers with big parcel on,
again, toy-like. Come my birthday, I
was longing for one to pull up
outside my house with a parcel for
me, it never arrived. So, that’s
6
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stop Paul’s drive to play, so maybe
he was too young to know what
happened or perhaps Paul had a
great deal of self-drive and was
determined to reach the stage where
he could say – ‘I’m a muzo’. That
term wasn’t used in those days, but
if it had been, I’m sure Paul would
have said it.
Later, Paul’s Dad did buy him a
proper guitar, but again, not really
knowing anything about guitars and
music, bought a solid electric guitar.
So what’s wrong with that, I hear you
say . N ei t h e r Pa u l n or h i s Da d
understood why, when Paul
a t t e m p t e d to play the instrument,
no sound would emanate from it.
Some research was needed, and soon
after Paul’s Dad entered the house
with a big smile on his face and said,
‘go and fetch my slippers from the
shed’. Not sure why slippers would
be kept in the shed, (perhaps to keep
them cool or to keep the flies out of
the house), but Paul, being an
obedient child, went to fetch them
only to find a blooming (that’s what
people said in those days) amplifier
sitting on the shelf. Paul was over the
moon. He ran to get his guitar keen
to try it out. ‘Er! How does it work?’
questioned Paul. Paul’s Dad, once
again, had no clue whatsoever. He
didn’t know a cable was needed to
join the two together in order for the
amp to reproduce the sound
r e s o n a t e d by the strings on the
guitar via the magnetic pickups
mounted below the said strings on
the body of the said guitar.

was hard for Paul to remember the
exact track now, but he believes it to
have been ‘Don’t be Cruel’.
For Paul, music had now stopped
progressing. We all seem to reach a
stage of music that we just love and
stay in that time for a while.
Sometimes we eventually find a new
style of music and move on, but
occasionally we just love that style so
much, it’s impossible to move on
because nothing compares, nothing
captures that bit of magic you find in
that music you love. Even to this day,
when you speak to Paul, you can still
hear in his voice the love he had for
rock ’n’ roll as a boy.
Paul’s Mum, amused by his reaction
to the Elvis track, went out and
bought the record for him not
knowing how it was going to shape
his life. He was so obviously keen,
even his Dad went out and bought
what he thought was a perfectly
good guitar so Paul could learn. His
Dad, trying to be helpful, arranged a
guitar lesson too. The day arrived
and the two of them went to the
teacher’s place of work and knocked
on the door. ‘Hello, what do we have
here then?’ said the teacher. ‘This is
Paul, he is here for a guitar lesson’,
replied his Dad. Paul showed him his
guitar with pride, ‘what the **** is
that?’ ‘It’s my guitar.’ ‘That’s not a
guitar, guitars have six strings not
four, that’s just a toy, I can’t teach
you with that!’ The two of them,
feeling very embarrassed, made
their way home never to return. I say
they were both embarrassed, it didn’t
7
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This particular guitar, as Paul recalls,
had a socket not too dissimilar to an
aerial socket used for the television.
Now Paul would have to wait until
Christmas to receive the crucial piece
of equipment that magically
transformed this magnificent silent
tool of Paul’s desire. Curiously, it
was about this time that his Dad
banned the amplifier from entering
the house ever again, strange
coincidence I don’t think.

drummer (unknown), Paul’s first
band was formed. This band was
called FBI, short for Funny Bloody
Idiots, I think, but don’t quote me on
that.
Regrettably, it seemed there was no
time for girls due to the hard work
associated with playing music. In
order to rehearse and perform the
music they loved, Paul had to build a
makeshift trolley with the name of
the band advertised on the side. He
walked miles pushing that trolley
with the band equipment on it; this
soon became a bind for them. Paul
lived near Southend airport and the
gigs where in and around Southend,
approximately two to three miles
away, not far by van but there
and back pushing an old
pram was no joke (certainly no
babe puller even
though it was a
convertible
with
wire wheels and
everything, a real
sporty number).
The first ever gig for
this band was at the
Lady of Lords youth
club in Leigh. At this time,
Church youth clubs seemed to be
great source of gigs. Live music for
the young would have been novel to
t h e m a n d t h u s t h ey wer e ver y
tolerant to the odd mistake or two.
The second was in Eastwood; this gig
has a sad memory for Paul. Even
with all the hard work involved with
playing in a band, somehow, Paul
managed to get a girlfriend called

F BI
Paul’s First Rock ’n’ Roll Band
Paul was now fully
equipped to have guitar
lessons. Fortunately,
the school Paul attended
(sometimes) had a
music teacher that
taught guitar. Paul
had two rivals that also
wanted to learn guitar,
Dave Burgess and John
Dennis. This worked to
his advantage: because of Paul’s
competitive nature, he would
always try to outdo the other
s t u d e n t s when it came to ability.
Having learned this new skill of
creating a splendid racket, Paul and
Dave Burgess decided it was time for
the big lights, the rock ’n’ roll life and
stardom awaited, plus it was a good
way to pull girls. Along with
8
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Diane Cadman; he probably has a
different name for her now. It was at
this gig Paul discovered his best
friend, Ricky Higgs, snogging Diane
while he was playing on stage; the
thought of losing his best friend was
devastating. After loading the trolley,
oiling the squeaky wheel, pushing
the gear home and offloading it in the
back parlour, Paul had a quiet sob to
himself, thinking of the last words
she had said to him, ‘I don’t want to
be with you no more, I’m with Ricky
now’. This didn’t change Paul’s drive
to play and get on with rock ’n’ roll;
in fact it hardened him towards
women. Looking back Diane used to
come round to his house to borrow
two shillings at first, then five
shillings and so on. Paul would give
her everything he had because he
loved her. Maybe it was a good
lesson in one way and a bad lesson in
another, who knows, but it was a
hard one.
The gigs continued, but now they
had an engineer. Lester Pendrey
joined the merry bunch, tagging
along and helping push the trolley.
This, however, was only because he
was the only person they knew that
could change a fuse or wire a plug;
this was a great advantage for a
working band (I write tongue-incheek).
They say (whoever they are): be kind
to people on your way up, because
you might meet them on the way
down. This saying doesn’t quite fit
this bit of the story, but it’s the nearest one I can think of. The band

played at a youth club in Southend
called the Wormhole. No money was
on the table but a hat was passed
round at the end of the show. Well,
five shillings would go into the hat,
passed on, and then two shillings
would be taken out. By the time it got
back, there wasn’t much left in the
hat. That wasn’t the proverbial
saying bit, it’s coming up now. One
of the other bands performing at the
Wormhole on another night was
Lavender Blue, a much older, more
experienced band than Paul’s. Some
years later Paul was on his first or
second divorce and needed a
solicitor. On entering this solicitor’s
office adjacent to where Paul worked,
he found himself sitting opposite
Eddie, the guitarist from – you’ve
guessed it, Lavender Blue. Eddie
hadn’t changed in all that time; little
round glasses and still very thin.
‘Don’t you remember me? I used to
stand in front of you while you were
playing your Vox guitar with the
fuzz box plugged into it’, said Paul to
a bewildered Eddie. There, you see,
not the best proverbial saying, but
you can see my line of thought,
perhaps, oh never mind, forget I
mentioned it. Anyway, this small
fuzz box plugged straight into the
guitar and the lead plugged into that.
They cost about five pounds, Paul
was fascinated by the sound it
produced. They are, I imagine, worth
at least twice that now.
Paul would go to great lengths to see
rock ’n’ roll bands perform locally
and also starting his collection of 78s
9
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and vinyl records. Memories of the
Cricketers pub (pre Club Riga) are
many. Sneaking in, by helping the
band off load their equipment into
the venue earlier in the afternoon and
sitting back stage, waiting hours for
the band to start their performance,
was a regular occurrence. Bands like
The Impalas, The Rocking Devils,
and so on, would be performing and
for Paul, they were performing just
for him. This was cementing his love
for rock ’n’ roll and also moulding his
character on and off stage. But Paul’s
first and foremost love was then, like
now, Elvis Presley. A lot of the bands
Paul was watching at that time also
had an element of Elvis in them. So
all that plus the hardship he endued
at home and school shaped the guy I
am looking at now.
Eventually, the organisers of the
Cricketers venue (The Canvey twin,
described as looking like two dwarf
Yul Brynners and built like brick
shithouses) learned of Paul’s own
rock ’n’ roll band; the Rockin’ Aces
and invited them to perform

alongside the Impala’s for £25. Paul
has now hit the big times, earning six
pounds two and sixpence.

The Rocking Aces
Up until then, Paul and friends
thought they were doing very well
thank you very much, earning the
princely sum of £5 between them at
the skating rink, Southend. Before
the band became The Rockin’ Aces,
Paul had to meet up with Dave Cook.
This event took place in a music shop
called Wades in Southend one
Saturday morning. Dave was a
like-minded lover of rock ’n’ roll
even though he didn’t look much like
what one would expect a rocker to
look like, you know, drape, sneakers
and a quiff, not even a leather jacket
with tight drain pipes to his name.
Dave had long, blonde, straight hair,
a Val Doonican sweater and baggy
jeans. He was, however, into that
Chuck Berry style of playing which
fitted with Paul’s idea of what a rock
’n’ roll player should be. He
apparently acquired
two
identical
Epiphone guitars by
ways I can’t say. They
were
sunburst,
semi-acoustic, but he
seemed to like the
g u i t a r despite a
guitarist playing at the
Long Bar, Southend
not wanting to use it,
even though his own
guitar had broken.
10

Paul's book layout up to date Dec14 -3_Pauls Book Layout 1 17/01/2015 17:32 Page 11

The Larbo story

T o g e t h e r w i t h drummer Vick
Farron, u s i n g a n o l d Broadway
kit and singer Nicky Rainer, otherwise known as Nicky Preston, the
band was ready to perform.
The Rockin’ Aces were playing every
Friday night at the skating rink, Pier
Hill, Southend. The Saturday spot
was taken by The Mickey Jupp band
featuring later to be, Bill Legend,
drummer of T. Rex.
As their popularity grew, partly due
to Nicky the singer being the spitting
image of Elvis Presley, there came an
understanding of the way music
within the band was constructed. The
band realised something was needed
to complete the ensemble. Not
knowing a tremendous amount
about the need for a bass player or
even what they did, they felt, as
every other band had one, it was time
to increase the number of the band by
one and find out.
This was, or so they thought, the
band sorted and ready to take on the
world. Indeed, for a time the band
enjoyed the fruits of their labour.
They had found a bass player,
slightly older than the rest of the
band, but by all accounts a capable,
experienced player, willing to add
the new dimension to the band. In
order to get access to the stage with
the band equipment, it was necessary
to enter the rear of the building,
which was higher up Pier Hill, down
many
stairs,
across
the
skating/dance floor and up onto the
stage. What the bass player
neglected to inform them was

that he is wheelchair-bound. Not
being put off by this, they carried all
the band equipment and him in his
chair all the way down the stairs,
across the skating/dance floor and
up onto the stage. However, during
their half-time, forty-minute break,
he had to be left on the stage until the
next set. He did stay with the band
for a while, going through the same
process each time; that’s dedication.
As time progressed, the bass player
left the band and it was back to
playing without a bassist, but this did
mean an increase in earnings.
This was the start of the way things
were to be for Paul, but there was one
additional momentous event that
was to shape Paul’s musical career.
This started one night as they were
getting ready to play at the skating
rink. The singer hadn’t turned up,
apparently he had had an accident on
his moped; driving it straight into a
skip, breaking all his teeth. It was
known that Paul knew the lyrics to
the songs as he used to sing through
the mic when no one was looking.
Paul used to shy away in the corner
the rest of the time, just concentrating
on playing his guitar. The rest of the
band loved to jump and show off
their skills but they didn’t know the
words and they couldn’t sing. So, no
choice, Paul had to sing. In order to
get him to sing, however, it took half
a bottle of gin. This enabled him to
shake of his shyness, but in the
morning he had a stinker of a head
and he couldn’t remember what
happened the previous night. So, this
11
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was how it was, and this is how it is
today, still nervous of getting up in
front of everyone singing, and still
using the age-old means to combat
the problem.

meet at Alan’s house and give it a go;
I can remember it as if was yesterday.
I was a fresh-faced, all be it,
long-haired thirteen- year-old lad,
still doing a paper round and had
a Saturday job at the local butchers,
which sometimes interfered with
gigs. Paul and the others were at least
two years older than me, but we
seemed to gel. Alan and I played all
sorts of music
including folk, a bit of
Bonzo, maybe a
l i t t l e r o c k ; this
intrigued
them
both, but also
bewildered Paul a
trifle.
Memphis T. Rock was
formally known as
Bograt,
basically
comprising of me and
Alan Watkins and
various
other
S h o e b u r y n e s s musicians. When
Paul and Dave Cook joined the band
we all thought the name Memphis T.
Rock suited the band, now that we
are performing rock ’n’ roll at places
like the Long Bar and the
Fishmongers Arms. When we played
at working men’s clubs, we went
under the name of Cherry Wine in
order primarily to be accepted by the
clubs. We did have return gigs at the
clubs, so we must have been liked by
someone. Paul reminded me that we
had an agent called Hawkwell Band
Agency that got us gigs like the Irish
working men’s club. At one of these
gigs, I tripped getting onto the stage,

Memphis T. Rock

Band members:
Paul Larman- Bass and vocals
Dave Cook- Lead Guitar
Alan Watkins- Guitar
Colin Gilbert- Drums
Martin Erye- Bass Guitar

Bograts to Memphis

Paul recalls how we first met. He and
Dave frequented the Chris Stevens
music shop and so did Alan and
myself. Both Paul and Dave, like us,
were in between bands and were
open to new ideas. So we arrange to
12
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head-butting a cymbal causing much
poring of blood, impressing the audience, thinking- he must be t o u g h .
O n e o f m a n y w o u n d s received
for the love of my craft.
When we played the clubs, we were
under a sort of contract with the
agent, mentioned above. Over the
years, when talking about these
contracts, we would always
comment on a phrase used in the
contact, - ‘come less one bouncer’.
Years we have quoted this, not
knowing what it meant. Today, I can
reveal we have been misquoting it. If
you care to observe in the picture, it
actually reads - com (commission):
less one balance, which sheds a
completely different light on the
matter. I don’t even remember any
bouncers, just us and the smelly fish
van.
OK, now the fish van is out of the
bag, I should tell you more I suppose.
No one in the band wanted to play
the bass and all my limbs were busy.
Somehow, from I don’t know where,
Martin appeared. Martin wasn’t a
bass player, but he was keen and his
Dad had a place where we could
rehearse; a one-armed bandit factory
in Shoeburyness. I used to sneak out
of my house after going to bed, and
we used to rehearse all night.
Martin’s Dad also had a wet
fishmonger’s in Southend; this meant
we had access to a ‘Bandwagon’. This
seemed like a good idea at the time,
free transport, however, someone
had to travel in the back and guess
who that would be, yes, Mr

Mu g g i n ’s: me. So I u sed t o b e
covered in blood and scars and
smelling of fish, no wonder I never
got the girls, but I was tough looking.
Paul, or Should I Say Bubsy

I feel I should explain something,
when we first met Paul, he
introduced himself as Bubsy. So, we
and everyone that knew Paul seemed
to call him Bubsy, no problem. Only,
some years later I’m told by Paul,
that he has never liked this name and
what’s more, he doesn’t even know
how or why he was called it in the
first place. The only thing he can
think of is his father has the same
name, so it saves confusion if they
called him something else, baffling
isn’t it. So we stopped calling him
Bubsy and everyone else seems to
have followed suite. The name has
gone out of fashion to the point that
Paul is taken by surprise when he
hears the name now, this is why you
haven’t and won’t hear it being used
in this book unless it’s appropriate to
do so.

60's to 50's

Bograt were playing a lot of 60s
music including the Rolling Stones,
Canned Heat, all that sort of stuff.
When Paul joined, we still did this
material but Paul knew mainly the
50s stuff and it was easier for us to
learn what the singer already knew
rather than for the singer to learn
new lyrics. And so we became a rock
13
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’n’ roll band, phasing out the 60s
material, and getting additional
venue opportunities.
We were all still cutting our teeth at
this time with no help from anyone.
My drum kit was made up from old
bits and pieces, painted and covered
in sticky back plastic, yes, as used on
Blue Peter. I had made the stool in
metal work at school and the bass
drum skin was pigskin measuring
22½", so I couldn’t replace it if it
broke.
I remember Paul’s guitar being what
was a cheat one at the time, worth
money now I expect. So I guess what
I’m trying to say is, we were a down
on our uppers, scraping the barrel,
broke, not having two pennys to rub
together to make a fire, band. Despite
that, we still managed to sound loud
and offensive.
Looking back now at the photos, we
didn’t look too bad, Paul was
wearing the white drape that he wore
in Cadillac. With a little shove and a
poke, we could and should have
shaped up, we could have done ok,
we could have been contenders, I
guess, couldn’t we? Who knows, or
cares, we have all moved on and I’m
sure benefited in some way, Paul did
I know. It was a stepping stone to
Cadillac plus we had fun while it
lasted, we got through some scrapes,
witnessed some spectacles along the
way and to top it, we ended up in the
Biarritz talent final in Colchester.
Memphis T. Rock didn’t win it and to
be honest, a little, ‘how’s ya Father’
did go on in order for us to reach the

final. I can’t swear to it and I may be
doing us an injustice, but we did beat
some good acts at the Long Bar on
our way to the top, ha, ha. The land
lady at the time did like us a lot, all
the Teds called her ‘Mum’ for reasons
unknown, her name was Olive and
she was tough and big. No Ted or
Hell’s Angel could cast a shadow
over her, but we were on the right
side of her and she saw to it that we
got to the finals, I think. The Long Bar
and the other rock ’n’ roll venues
were tough gigs, there were always
fights and shit going down. In those
days shit meant trouble or shit, not
like now. Shit can mean pretty much
anything now!
I’m not saying there weren’t drugs,
there was plenty of that, but I can
only speak for myself, when I saw all
the crap out there, I didn’t want to
pump it in to me. That’s that lecture
over. So, I’ve established we didn’t
take drugs, but we did kick and have
a great time and didn’t get pregnant,
we were doing ok. Even though we
didn’t win the talent competition,
MTR did have a chance with a
London manager that was at the
competition to see another band.
Oh and we met Tony Blackburn
apparently, though I can’t remember
that myself.
The Piggy's Club

The Piggy’s Club was a great little
venue in Southend run, at least in
part, by Bob Fish, who later joined
14
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the successful singing band Darts. At
the time a local journalist named
John Howard did a lot of write-ups
about us in the paper and managed
to get us a gig at this club. We
thought, at the time, it was great to
play a club that had bands like
Kilburn and the High Roads and
Alexis Corner, we must be good. It
was only after we had set up that it
dawned on us that England were
playing the semi-final that night and
no band wanted to compete with
that, if they were in their right mind,
we obviously weren’t. But on the
other hand, we played at the Piggy’s
Club, hoorah!

were the top act, no way. The Ray
Ellington Big Band, formerly of the
Goon’s radio show in the 50s and 60s,
was set up on stage. It was a big stage
but would he let us set up in front, no
way mate. We had to set up in front
of the stage until they had done there
bit and gone, then we could continue
our set on the big stage. The only
good thing I suppose was that no one
could hear us when we were playing
in front, so we could repeat the set
again, oh joyous days. Johnny
Johnson and his bandwagon were
playing on the other stage but we
shared a changing room (most
unpleasant bunch). A steel band was
also playing and an escapologist that
couldn’t stop spinning, hanging
upside down from a rope in a sack 20
feet in the air. That didn’t go down
very well, but we did for those that
could hear us anyway, which would
have been those close to the stage,
about ten people I reckon, maybe
five, it was a big noisy place. We
survived; even being kicked off a seat
by Johnny Johnson in the dressing
room didn’t faze us. P a u l d i d
borrow the one and only toilet key
and forget to return it though, poetic
justice I would say.

The Meat Market and the Baron

The Baron was a pianist (that thought
he was the next Jerry Lee Lewis) and
needed a backing band; we obliged
on several occasions. One reason, or
maybe the only reason, we did this
was because he promised gigs. At
first, he sat in with our gigs, but later
got us the biggest gig we ever did as
Memphis T. Rock. However, he was
a pain and after being late for a gig
one night, we dispensed with his
services, but we will always have the
big gig to remember.
This biggest gig was for St
Bartholomew’s Hospital. It was there
anniversary or something. They
hired Smithfield’s meat market,
blocking off the roads and building
three stages, which meant they could
hold about 10,000 people. We were
on centre stage; this didn’t mean we

Memphis T's demise
So that was the life of Memphis T.
Rock, pubs, clubs and now a London
manager, sounds like we were on our
way, but no. The London manager,
John Sealy Associates, had promised
15
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us Germany, not the whole of it, just
a tour you understand. We did
attend some gig put on by the
management and they did look
impressive, I must say. We were
promised Germany but it just didn’t
appear, so being young upstarts, we
said all or nothing, so we had
nothing. That pretty much marked
the end of Memphis as I recall. I had
heard about some of Paul’s exploits
but it wasn’t until the 90s when we
re-acquainted and I subsequently
joined Cadillac myself, but that’s
another story for later. Of course
there was other things that helped
the termination of the band, one
being ‘girls’. Girls ah, love ’m, hate
’m. I choose to love ’m, but they can,
it seems, cause friction among the
boys in the band. Dave had one such
girlfriend that, without knowing it, I
hazard a guess did cause a crack in
the band’s veneer. We mustn’t
ponder over these things, but the girl
issue does pop up a few times in the
life of Mr P.

16
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Like all good stories start; once upon
a Wednesday afternoon in the days
when things were in black and white,
when butter was butter and marg
was margarine not just someone’s
name (and tasted ’orrible, the spread
that is).
Memphis T. Rock had gone its course
and everyone went their separate
ways. I tried to rekindle a connection
with the London management Memphis T. Rock almost had. I had sat in
on a rehearsal with this band called
Next and they had asked me to join
them. The two main singers were
with Benny Hill’s Angels and I had
clicked well with the band, but due
to miss placed loyalty, I was with
Memphis T. and there was no room
for any other band. We soon split
after that (boll**ks) and I didn’t see
Paul and the other band members for
some years after that.
Paul, it seems, being a big follower of
rock ’n’ roll and frequenting the Long
Bar in Southend, had, on one of his
visits, been asked to sit in with this

Cadillac
Calamities and
Follies
Band members and guest musicians:

Paul Larman- Bass and Lead Vocals
Dick Callan- Lead Guitar
Pete Pritchard- Bass Guitar
Kevin Maddocks- Piano
Leroy- Drums and Vocals
Jimmy- Drums
Stan- Vocals
Les Bailey- Drums
Ian Rivers- Lead Guitar
Bob O’Connor- Drums
Rusty Lupton- Piano
Colin Gilbert- Drums
Paul Macgready- Sax
Jacko- Sax
Tommy Husky- Sax
Pete Nash- Piano
John Chapman- Sax
Johnny Gunner- Vocals
Steve Weston- Piano and Harp
Dave Taylor- Piano
Steve Hooker- Guitar
Greg Hobson- Lead Guitar
Alan Tracey- Sax
Dave Dix - Sax

17
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new band called Cadillac from
London. This was a bit of fun for Paul
but he thought no more of it, even
though the band had taken his number, just in case. At the grand age of
19, the thought of playing in a band
couldn’t be further from his mind,
enjoying the social side of the rock ’n’
roll fraternity, he was taking pleasure
in life, as you do. Well, Paul was up
for a jam, singing some of his beloved
R ’n’ R, but getting a call to actually
join the band was a bolt out of the
blue plus it was very well timed.
At that time Cadillac consisted of:
Dick Callan, guitar (later to join
Matchbox) Kevin Maddocks,
keyboards (later to become fish giant)
Rod, bass guitar (later to need his car
interior cleaned), Stan, vocals and
what’s his face, unknown drummer?
Paul had never really thought of
himself as a singer, a guitarist maybe
or even, if it came to it, a bass player,
but not really a singer. As long as it
was rock ’n’ roll and he was being
asked, he was happy, though a little
scared. It was a big leap into the
unknown. Paul was aware of how
much he loved the music, but this
was the mid 70s; rock ’n’ roll had had
its day, surely. That, as it turns out,
was not the case and Paul wasn’t
going to let thoughts like that stop an
opportunity like this pass.
So with a promise of an equal cut
plus 15 posters which had to come
out of the gig money, Paul was game
and ready to throw caution to the
wind and do the gig which was
looming in two weeks. Paul had
noticed, at the gig at the Long Bar,

the singer (Stan) had a music stand in
order to read all the lyrics; how
unprofessional was that was the
general consensus, but Paul had the
same dilemma. Memphis T. Rock
was primarily a rock ’n’ roll band,
but also did a lot of experimenting
with other music; Paul only knew
about three songs of Cadillac’s set by
heart. Not wanting to repeat the
previous singer’s mistake, Paul had
to come up with a plan to overcome
or closer to the point, disguise this
problem.
The solution turned out to become a
path to a kind of trademark for Paul.
He knew he had to write out the
words in order to get him through
the gig, that was unavoidable, but
how to avoid looking unprofessional,
that was the thing. As luck would
have it, the stage at the Fishmongers
Arms had curtains and a pelmet, so a
scheme was hatched. Paul pinned the
notes on the curtains, pelmet and on
t h e f l oor , so wh e n h e n eeded a
reminder of the words, he would
leap towards where the words were
hidden, making it look as if it was
part of the act. Not needing the
words any more, Paul still does the
splits (just joking) and reaches to the
sky as though to read the hidden
notes, but of course we know Paul is
just make them up as he goes along
now (lol).
Getting back to this ‘first gig’, things
weren’t clear-cut, or a done deal,
Paul thought. There was friction
within the band that night; the
members of the band were not what
you call, in line for a Pope award and
18
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idea at the time. This soon wore thin,
sitting around while Kevin went to
work or out with his girlfriend, just
to save a few bob. So Paul decided he
had had enough and Kevin agreed to
take him home as it was two weeks
until the next gig at the Lyceum in
London.
Two weeks later, the band all
assembled at Kevin’s house ready to
get to the gig by 4pm in order to set
up and rehearse. There was no sign
of Kevin and his girlfriend and his
Dad didn’t know where he was, in
fact they hadn’t heard from him since
he had taken Paul home two weeks
ago. It seems they both thought he
had gone off on one of his fishing
jaunts like he quite often did and
nothing was out of the norm, after all,
no news is good news. But on this
occasion it wasn’t the case. As they
were waiting and puzzling over this
conundrum, Kevin rang and said he
would meet them at the gig. Well, he
turned up with stitches in his hand
and stitches in his chest. Apparently
coming back from Paul’s he had
fallen asleep at the wheel and hit a
lamp post and he had been in
hospital for two weeks without
telling anyone. That night as he was
playing, the stitches where coming
undone and there was blood
everywhere. Hillary (Kevin’s
girlfriend) fainted and Paul thought
it was the end of Cadillac once again,
but no, it was just another little hiccup to befall the band and take in its
stride.
Paul and Kevin had become good
friends; Paul would stay at Kev’s
between gigs on an old fold-up camp

the sticky brown stuff was about to
hit the wind machine, big time. Dick
Callan, for reasons only known to
him, made some remarks to Kevin’s
girlfriend, Hilary. In turn, Hilary had
a blazing row with Dick’s girlfriend.
As far as Paul was concerned the gig
was good, objective obtained. He had
pulled it off, the white drape and the
leaping about the stage had paid dividends. On leaving the stage, the
fight was in full swing. Kevin apologised profusely, handed him his £15
cut and the 15 posters and left Paul
standing there having to explain why
Dick had smashed his amp through
a fence panel round the back of the
pub. So Paul stood there with the £15
in one hand and the posters in the
other and that was the end of that.
Recall and Kevin Maddocks
d i sa p p ea r a n ce

Okay, that’s that, short and sweet,
well not sweet perhaps, but it was
short, or so he thought. Two weeks
later came a telephone call from
Kevin, ‘Everything’s calmed down
now, I’d like you to come up and do
it again. Our next gig is at the
Fishmongers, see you there’. All Paul
could think was: thank God I didn’t
throw the posters away.
Paul had been staying at Kevin’s for
a while, gigging in the evening and
biding his time during the day as it
would be cheaper to do this rather
than trudging all the way back to
Southend only to have to get all the
way back to London. He didn’t have
a day job so this seemed like a good
19
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bed in the corner of a dark and
somewhat smelly room at the back of
the house. Paul managed to ignore
the odour and sleep ok until very
early one morning when he woke to
this strange chopping sound from
across the dark room. He cleared his
eyes and slowly focused to see Kevin
with his back to him cutting
something with a large knife on the
table (that’s something on the table
being cut, not Kevin on the table
you understand). ‘What you doing
Kev’, he asked nervously wondering
if he had stumbled into some horror
movie. ‘Just preparing some bate for
some fishing this morning’. Big sigh
of relief, ‘Do you want to come’,
replied Paul who didn’t fancy
braving the elements just to dip a line
in the water for an hour or four. ‘No
ta,’ and left him to it, promptly falling
asleep again content in the
knowledge he was safe in his bed.
It was after the accident that Kevin
offered Paul a job at his car sales
business so he had something to do
between gigs. This worked out ok.
Paul often recalls how lucky Kevin
was, like the time he had a car up for
sale at £350 but marked it down to
£250 because it wasn’t selling, but a
chap called and wanted to buy it not
knowing it was marked down and
paid the £350 for it. This was not
unusually for Kevin.
Sometime later Kevin decided he had
had enough of the rock ’n’ roll
lifestyle so set to and wrote a book on
his beloved carp fishing and
managed to sell millions of copies
setting him up in a very lucrative
business in that field.

Kevin would send Paul the books he
had written, but he didn’t see him at
all. Out of the blue, Paul was
contacted and invited to attend
Kevin’s 40th birthday party which
was being held in his big house in
Bedfordshire. The house was
surrounded by acres of land and two
l a r g e f i sh i n g l a k es, K evi n h a d
certainly fallen on his feet. Kevin was
a very successful fishing magnet by
now, producing fishing books, tackle
and organising fishing holidays at his
private lakes. Kevin was a much
respected carp and catfish specialist
renowned around the world and still
is to this day.
Well, that’s that. Paul is now a fully
paid up member of Cadillac. Over
the years members of the band have
changed, but Paul stuck with it. Dick
Callan rears his head now and then
but as Buddhism tells us ‘everything
must change’ except Paul. From this
point, I will be writing short stories
from the life of Cadillac, tales of joy
and misfortune, so hold on to your
seat and don’t forget to breathe, you
may just notice the fishy smell.
These stories were told to me by Paul
in no particular order, so I have
written them in the same manner.
The Spare rib incident/Not very
Rock ‘n’Roll

I have told you about Kevin and his
love of fishing which led him away
from Cadillac into a more profitable
lifestyle. I’ll just tell you of Rod, the
bass player, and how he came to
leave the band.
Paul, as you know, lived in Rochford
20
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and the rest of the band lived in or
around London. At this time Paul
had no means of transport and Rod
gave Paul a lift home occasionally. It
was on one of these journeys
homeward that sparked off Rod’s
displeasure with the band. Rod was
a computer man and sported a
bowler hat to work and to gigs for
some, to this day, unknown reason.
He was also very proud of his
beloved car and didn’t approve of
eating, smoking, farting or
movement in it by anybody. One
night, after the gig and very hungry
as you would be Paul fancied a
Chinese. Paul, despite having had a
drink or two, was carefully eating his
heavily sauced spare ribs but decided
he had had enough. Disposing of the
waste, he rolled the window down
and threw said wrappers, bones and
sauce, out of the open window. Not
calculating the speed of the car and
the wind factor he discovered the law
of ribs in to wind doesn’t go and had
the lot come straight back into the car
covering the back window, seats and
worst of all, the bowler hat, with
barbeque sauce and spent ribs. Paul,
himself covered with sauce and
finding it a little amusing, realised
Rod hadn’t noticed the shenanigans
in the back of his car – result. I’m not
sure what Paul thought the outcome
of this would be but he didn’t have to
wait long to find out. The very next
day he received a call from the wife
of Rod. I would hazard a guess that
Rod wouldn’t have been able to
contain himself if he had made the
call himself. ‘Rod is no longer in the
band and he thinks you are all vile

slobs’, came the message. ‘OK then’,
said Paul timidly, not knowing what
else to say. Rod bit the dust, never to
be seen again.
Tommy Huskins (Sax) has to go

Tommy, at the time, was the oldest
member of the band, though age
never came in to it then. He ticked all
the boxes and was a good rock ’n’ roll
player. Tommy was with the band
prior to the Chuck tours, but when
the opportunity came for Cadillac, a
sax player was no longer required.
They couldn’t turn the chance down,
so they had to tell him the good news
and the bad news. They were playing
at the Three Raddits, Manor Park
when it came out, but they didn’t
want to sack Tom, why should they?
So they offered him a paid holiday,
just sit on your arse and take the
money and everyone else will do the
work. This would have normally
been jumped at, but it was Chuck
Berry. Tom didn’t take it sitting
down and blew his top but had no
choice and finally accepted it. The
funny thing is Tom later played with
Chuck as a session man in his own
right. He also got the opportunity to
back Chuck Berry with the House
Shakers some years later after
leaving Cadillac.
Another time, on their way back
from a tour in Europe, Tom was in
his usual state, pissed as a fart, as
Paul puts it. At the customs gate Tom
said, ‘We’re the **cking British’. He
was giving all this out the window –
‘**cking French’. So customs stopped
them (surprise, surprise) saying,
21
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‘right, let’s have all your gear out’.
The response from inside the car was,
‘Cheers Tom,’ and ‘we’re the British,
you people just turn round and run
away from fights’. The customs
officers were not amused; Dick had
Tom down on the floor trying to shut
him up. They were there about two
hours taking everything apart while
the customs men sat sipping there
wine, cos they can do that you know.
Lee Allen (tour manager) was the
other side of the gate waiting, having
gone on before them, saying, ‘we’ve
got to get on’, of course they didn’t.
But even this wasn’t the reason for
Tom’s departure. This obviously
came later, when they were playing
again and touring the UK. Paul, by
his own admission, drank a little in
order to get the bottle to sing on
stage. Tom also drank and drank,
and when he had the chance he
drank some more. This didn’t affect
his performance at first, but as he got
worse, for whatever reason unknown
to the band, a certain incident
happened that meant he had to go.
It was during Peter Gunne; Tom left
the stage with a string of spectators
in toe doing the Conga, good bit of
showmanship up to that point.
However, he left the building and
didn’t return. I don’t know what
happened to the people he led away,
but he was found later in a pub up
the road having missed the second
set. His excuse: he got lost. Being
drunk in a strange town, he didn’t
know how to get back and didn’t
even know the name of the venue.
That was the last straw, time to go.
Paul told me more tales of Tom’s

drunken lifestyle, but they are too
graphic to repeat here. He did
survive to play again, but not with
Cadillac. Later there was a chance to
reunite for a big gig but by then Tom
was in his 70s, well he was in his mid
50s when they first played together
over 20 years earlier.
He’s still alive, living in Brixton and
sober, but he can no longer blow the
sax.
Muzo Auditions

Cadillac, it seems, had a musician
audition policy. It was a simple one
that e n s u r e d a g o o d w o r k i n g
relationship. A musician could be the
greatest player they had ever heard,
but if they didn’t fit in with the
wacky lifestyle and humour of the
band, they would be rejected. If,
however, they fitted but the playing
wasn’t 100% but ok, they were in,
and when you’re spending a lot of
time sitting in a van, driving from gig
to gig, you need to get along, boy do
ya.
Not particularly funny or amusing, I
know, but I thought you would like
to know. At least it was short and if
you were thinking of trying to join a
working band, it’s handy to know
too.
This rule didn’t quite work out when
it came to the manager on-board
incident in the gay bar gig, pray, read
on.
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Lee by the end of the gig.
The band arrived at the gig
thoroughly pissed off with Lee so
when he announced to the bar staff
that he was the manager, they told
them that he was just there roadie
and they should just ignore him, so
they did. In fact they told him to piss
off even though he continued to
claim his position within the band.
Cadillac did have it rough at times
and this to them was justified, their
way of retribution, all be it short and
sweet.
To say Cadillac were naïve would be
stating the obvious and the gay bar
gig was no exception. The band had
no problem with the gay scene, but it
would have been nice to have had
some advance knowledge and then
the things that took place would have
been understood more readily.
During the performance, men got up
onto the stage and started dancing
close to them. Paul thought they
were just having fun or were a little
worse for drink. When another guy
started to muscle in, he simply
thought the first guy was a stage
bouncer. It was only afterwards that
Paul realised that they were
earmarking the one they wanted.
Paul got a little vague after this point,
and I didn’t pursue the matter.
After their one hour set they
approached Lee Allen with
intentions of homicide. Dick did the
nasty on Lee (which I cannot repeat,
you’ll have to get Paul to tell you
himself); it was after that point that
they found out it was a gay bar and I
believe it was the last gig through
Lee Allen. The journey home was

The Gay Bar and the Manager

Cadillac had many adventures all
over Europe, but there’s one they
could have done without, actually
there were a lot they could have done
without and this is up there with the
best. Things were very rocky with the
manager and it wouldn’t take much
to tip the scales and who knows what
would happen. Gigs became scarce
from Lee Allen. There was a chance
meeting with him in the Lyceum
ballroom in London; he was there
with his mother and wife. Dick had
had a skin full so it was no holes
barred; he cornered him on the
staircase. Paul never did find out
what Dick said to Lee, but a week or
so later a gig was offered in Belgium.
The only condition was, Lee had to
go with them in the van; wrong move
on Lee’s side. He would be a captive
audience for the band and he had
nowhere to go. You probably guess,
there was no love lost between them
and Lee; there had been some shit
gigs in the past and some rough
deals, so things were a brewing.
The band played along with it, a gig’s
a gig after all. En route to Belgium,
the band had a little harmless fun.
Tom by this time was a bit of a
drinker (nudge, nudge), so the rest of
the band kept tapping him on the
shoulder until he could take no more.
He turned and said, ‘The next time I
get a tap on the shoulder, I’m going
to punch Lee Allen in the face’– red
rag to the bull time. Need I say more;
tap tap, punch, punch. ‘What’s
wrong, what did I do?’As it turned
out, I think they all wanted to punch
23
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they knew Steve Marriott of the
Small Faces. Obviously, they didn’t
deny it; in fact they lived off it all
week, getting free drinks every night.
Of course they had to promise to tell
Steve about the barman and his bar,
like that was going to happen.
The band had invested in some really
fancy satin country and western style
shirts for this really fancy gig;
unfortunately they were purloined
the first night from the dressing
room, so it was back to the tatty old
T-Shirts. These shirts were a special
order from a Carnaby Street
company. You go for a measure up
and they get them ready the next
day. It was a Chinese company of
course, I’m not sure a British
company would oblige that quick,
but I could be wrong. Anyway, they
were gone and that was that, very
rock ’n’ roll.
Great start to their Paris gig, but it
gets better (not). Following there
posh Paris gig was The London Bus;
the Paris equivalent to the London
Palladium. Before starting they were
advised by the owner, ‘I think there’s
going to be trouble tonight’. ‘What
do you mean?’ asked Paul. ‘Two
weeks ago someone got up onstage
and shot the singer,’ he replied. The
club policy was not to call the police
because the club would get charged
for the pleasure, great inspirational
talk thought the band. Not perturbed
(much) the band played on. Two
songs later a group of guys came in;
greased back hair, black leather
jack et s, wi n k l e- p i ck er s an d a n
attitude that was not too friendly to

pretty unpleasant for everyone all
round.

The Paris Gigs

The Paris gig, well what can one say,
maybe one of their poshest gigs to
date. Demis Roussos, Andy Williams
and Cadillac – strange combination.
Here they were, turning up at the
Nashville Club Paris in their rusty
1969 Transit van, supporting
Artemios (Demis) Ventouris Roussos
and Howard Andrew ‘Andy’
Williams. It doesn’t get any better
than that, but it does get weirder.
When they rolled in, rough as shingle
(as the French say), Paul noticed this
geezer in a smock sitting there larger
than life with a glass of wine in his
hand – ‘what-oh Demi’, ‘yoh Demi,
how’s it hanging’, you know, the
usual star chatty stuff. Demis took it
in his stride, ‘greetings earthlings,
another glass of wine’.
The stage was one of the most
elaborate they had ever performed
on, all jungle and palm trees, the
works. Of course, Cadillac weren’t
performing with these stars. They
were there as the warm-up before the
main show and Paul admits they
didn’t stay to see them sing either,
choosing rather to go out to see the
Paris nightlife. Cadillac was there for
the week and they wanted to take
advantage of the great blues clubs
and drinking establishments.
In the true tradition of Paul, the band
managed to find a great bar, but the
drinks were in excess of £60 a bottle.
When the barman realised that they
were an English band, he asked if
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the A14 road ahead. At the time I put
it down to a police helicopter shining
a light on some incident below. On its
own I would have forgotten it and let
it lie, but it was strange how we
never past anything on the road and
the flying object seemed to
disappear. End of story, but no. As
we were travelling the M11, same
journey, again in the distance I could
see what I thought was an aircraft
approaching the airport at Stansted.
Nothing strange there, but time
moved on, the craft in the sky didn’t,
it seemed to just hang there. It must
have been five or ten minutes before
we eventually past the object which
was about 50 feet off the ground just
off the motorway to the left, with the
undercarriage lit up ready for
Christmas.
The rest of the band were asleep in
the back of the motor, the only other
witness was the roadie and he was
too frightened to agree to stop or
even except what had happened. I
was tired and just wanted to get
home so I agreed to just keep going.
On arriving at the first destination I
woke the band and told them about
the journey’s events which Paul
remembers to this day, despite not
being compos mentis at the time.
Paul also thanked me at the time for
not stopping to investigate the alien
encounter which, in a way, I
personally regret now.
As this bizarre conversation
continued (this was one of many
bizarre chats we had), Paul related an
occurrence he had had on the way
home, late, after a gig. By this time of
course he had a motor of his own.

be honest. Armed with knives, they
started to attack one of the dancers
on the floor. The fight took off but
there was no back stage exit for the
band. The fight took to the stage, exit
band. They managed to get to the
dressing room and blocked the door
off with tables and chairs, anything
they could get hold of, hoping this
would deter the trouble from
continuing into their last sanctuary.
They asked the owner to call the
police, 30 minutes later he conceded
and the place was filled with
policemen and ambulance men.
Needless to say, there was no third
song, but ha, they got paid, so happy
days.
The band did an odd venue in France
called Palais Des Glaces. After a
hearty meal of veal (a meat
previously untried by Paul), the band
took to the stage but without an
audience. On inquiring, it turned out
that the band were videoed and
piped to the room above. As they
looked up, the audience were
dancing on a glass floor right above
their heads, lovely view, but not the
easiest way to entertain.
Palais Des Glaces features in the
poster picture section. The Cruisers
were performing there backing Jack
Scott.
The Aliens and the Ducks Are Coming

During one of our chats, I reminded
Paul of the gig in Leicester where, on
the journey homeward at about 3am,
I had two strange sightings. The first
was a beam of light that came from
this craft hovering in the sky above
25
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This incident was at 3.30 in the
morning on the A127, where he
thought he was just seeing things
when he saw a tanker in the distance
across the road, but slowed down
anyway. It was just as well because it
was a crashed UFO, no not really,
though that would have made better
reading. However, it was, as he
thought, an overturned petrol tanker
across the road.
Another time (animal lovers turn
away), similar time of day, and I
think Paul’s brave admitting to this,
he thought he saw ducks cross the
road in his little Viva van. I don’t
mean the ducks were in the Viva van,
no, Paul was, well you know what I
mean. Anyway, he ran over the
ducks and continued home. In the
morning, his Dad saw the van and
thought he had been in an accident.
There was blood all over the side (of
his Viva van). Reality set in and
he realised that even late into the
night and worse for, let’s say, a little
alcohol, some things that you think
you see, you actually do see, and they
aren’t a mirage as first assumed.
Paul and I agree these were a couple
of ‘strange anomalies’ one
encounters after gigging into the
night and enjoying some of the wet
stuff that comes in a glass or a bottle
or a can or barrel (though you
wouldn’t drink it from the barrel, but
you know that). We moved on to
another subject skipping the one
about the flying craft with a beam of
light shining to the ground below.
We’ll save that for our grandchildren
to ponder, when we are past
everything but storytelling and
incontinence.

The Hikkie Problem Solved

Though before I do move on, there’s
one short tale I could slip in here
which, in a way, is an after gig
episode and I think has a humorous
side as well as a sad side.
This anecdote starts at the gig, when,
as I’m sure (not) you can understand,
girls like to say hello and shake the
singer’s hand. It was during one of
these friendly encounters Paul
received a hikkie to the neck. This is
one thing (but not, obviously the only
thing) hard to hide from your true
love.
The next day, whilst at home with
said true love, said true love received
a telephone call from Dick saying,
‘Sorry Lorraine, we didn’t mean it’.
Up till that point, Lorraine wasn’t
even aware of the hikkie to the neck.
‘We held him down and gave him
the hikkies to make you jealous but
realise the error of our ways’, he
continued. She went for it, close call.
Was it humorous or just sad, you
decide, but it happens to us all, well
not me, perhaps because I was just a
drummer and Paul was a singer, lol.
Six Days a Week

Cadillac were now doing six nights a
week in the south, but when they
were playing six nights a week in the
north, the manager would find a
local promoter to give them six
lunchtime gigs, playing with the
strippers. Whilst there they asked the
promoter what was going on the
days they weren’t playing as they
had little to do. There are only so
26
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many flea market and shops you can
wander around before getting bored.
So when the band was told, ‘There’s
the strip clubs,’ they replied, ‘well,
b ook u s f or t h e m t oo, u n der a
different name’. At least they would
earn £60 instead of sitting around
doing nothing, or worse spending
money.
They used to share their dressing
room with the strippers so they were
there when they were dressing. Dick
approached one of the strippers and
said to her that Paul was shy and not
to think he was being roughed
turning his back. Well, rag to a bull.
So then they would pick on him by
saying ‘hello Paul’ and rubbing their
tits in his face, ‘don’t be shy’;
probably not the worst time in
the career of the band. After a couple
of years, Paul got to know the
strippers quite well and they came to
realise that Paul wasn’t as shy as
Dick made out.
During their time in the northern
clubs, they met a comedian from The
Black Abbots band. He was the
drummer of the band; he told Paul
that he had gone solo as you got
more money on your own and you
could do three or four venues a night.
The clubs would pay the same
amount to the bands as they paid
individual acts, so it made sense, and
thus Russ Abbot, comedian, was
born.

Bob O’Conner

The Larbo story

At one point whilst Kevin was still
with the band and Rod was on bass,
Cadillac needed a drummer.
Bob O’Conner (of the Wild Angels)
filled the roll. Paul recalls Bob was a
very capable drummer or as Paul describes him, a proper drummer due
to the way he held his sticks
(traditional grip). The first gig with
Bob was at the Pelican, no rehearsal,
but as a rock ’n’ roll musician, he
knew all the numbers. Later at the
bar Paul and Dick were remarking on
Bob as he arrived in his gold 1959
Eldorado Cadillac, with a white roof.
As he was setting up his drum kit,
the one with the Confederate flat on
the shell (as pictured on page 46),
Paul said to Dick, ‘Jesus Christ, he’s
getting on’, well Bob was about
29/30 at the time, ‘Look at that old
geezer, do you think we’ll still be
doing this at 30’. At that time he was
the oldest person they had in the
band; little did they know they
would still be doing it at 60
themselves.
The sad part about Bob’s time with
the band was that he ran off with
Dick’s then girlfriend as did Mac
(with a different girlfriend), one of
t h e sa x p l a y e r s. Di ck was ver y
unlucky in love, even until recent
years.
The Wild Angels were an establish
rock ’n’ roll band, but unlike
Cadillac, only played the college
circuit and large venues. They had
also released a few albums but were
not well known on the rock ’n’ roll
circuit. Bob recollected a gig by the
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Paul's book layout up to date Dec14 -3_Pauls Book Layout 1 17/01/2015 17:33 Page 28

The Larbo story

inspired The Wild Wax Show to go to
America and find Hank Mizell who
was working as a mechanic in a
service station. After some
convincing, Hank agreed to come to
the UK and play some gigs. Even
though Cadillac helped initially with
the Hank Mizell promotion, when he
entered the charts they weren’t asked
to do the TV and subsequent gigs;
this pissed them off, as you can
imagine.
Hank Mizell (born William M.
Mizell, November 9, 1923, Daytona
Beach, Florida, U.S. – died December
23, 1992) was an American singer,
guitarist and songwriter. He is best
remembered for his rockabilly single
‘Jungle Rock’ (1958), which was
obscure on its original release but
reached number three in the UK
Singles Chart in 1976 (wikipedia).
Jack Scott (born Giovanni Domenico
Scafone Jr., January 24, 1936,
Windsor, Ontario, Canada) is a
Canadian/American singer and
songwriter. He was the first white
rock and roll star to come out of
Detroit, Michigan. He was inducted
into the Canadian Songwriters Hall
of Fame in 2011 and has been called
‘undeniably the greatest Canadian
rock and roll singer of all time’
(wikipedia).
Charlie Feathers (1932-1998) was an
American country music and
rockabilly musician (wikipedia)
picture page 49.
After the success of Hank Mizell’s
‘Jungle Rock’, other American
artistes were brought over to tour the
circuit like Jack Scott and Charlie
Feathers; this is where Lee Allen

Wild Angels when Keith Moon
turned up and wanted to get up and
play on his kit. Well who can refuse
Mr Moon, if you excuse the pun? Bob
could do nothing but watch as Keith
kicked his drums off the stage, his
pride Slingerland drum kit all the
way from America, custom build. As
Keith walked off the stage, one of his
entourage handed him £2000, which
cushioned the blow somewhat.

The Rock ’n’ Roll Circuit is Rockin’
In the mid 70s, even though you had
the punk scene at its height and the
glam rock on the way out, there was
a very healthy rock ’n’ roll circuit
going on. Shakin’ Stevens was on the
rise, playing the Lyceum and bigger
venues, the likes of Jack Scott and
Charlie Feathers were brought over
from America to play their old
numbers. This was the start of some
good or at least interesting times
from Paul.
The lively rock ’n’ roll scene had
produced a great interest in obscure
records. Ted’s and Rockers scoured
the old record shops to find songs
from artistes that had barely made a
name for themselves in the 50s. Some
artist that had made a name and
subsequently left the rock ’n’ roll
genre to pursue other fields were also
made popular again.
Cadillac featured the song ‘Jungle
Rock’ in their set, unlike any other
rock ’n’ roll band at the time. The
song caught on and the original song
then made it into the charts. This
28
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made popular in the TV series called
Budgie with Adam Faith); it all went
down a storm.
Paul recalls Charlie approaching him
on stage during a song and saying
something to him which he can’t
remember. As Paul moved away he
t r i p p ed over a g u i t ar l e ad a n d
catapulted over an amp bashing his
head en route. Charlie then looked
over the amp and said, ‘Hey man, I
think that is fantastic, how do you do
things like that?’ leaving Paul lying
dazed on a bunch of cables squashed
between the amps and the wall.
The tour was going well (always a
bad sign) until reaching Leicester
were a goodly crowd was waiting for
the gig to start. Once everyone had
paid and the band was set up ready
to start, news arrived that the
promoter had done a bunk with the
cash. Legs Barrett was managing Jack
Scott at the time and said that Jack
would not go on without a guarantee
of payment and waited in the car.
The band explained to him that
perhaps he should just honour the
gig, grit his teeth and play as the
crowd would rip the place apart if
they didn’t go on. Jack was not
impressed and drove off leaving
them to explain to the audience why
they wouldn’t be seeing Jack that
night.
They went on stage and told the
audience that even though Jack
wouldn’t play for nothing, they
would play for free which inspired
immediate applause and the band
had a great night despite not getting
paid. On finishing the night the
audience had a whip round which as

(rock ’n’ roll promoter) came in. This
time they got the gig, but even
though it was a great honour, it came
with its problems. The venues were
set, the audience sat and the old
artistes were sorted; what could go
wrong. Jack and Charlie were in
shock with the large interest in them.
‘Are we here to do rock ’n’ roll?’ they
asked, ‘well, yes!’
So a quick run through the numbers
that Cadillac seemed to know better
than Jack and Charlie was needed.
‘Shall we do “Washed in the Blood of
the Lamb”?’ ‘You’ll be slaughtered if
you do that,’ relied Paul, ‘you would
be better to do LeRoy.’ ‘Oh LeRoy, I
nearly called that Greaseball,’ replied
Jack.
After explaining that they were
playing to Teddy boys and they
didn’t want gospel songs, things
started to come together. Jack and
Charlie weren’t major stars in the 50s
and hadn’t toured the UK before, so
it was all a new experience for them.
They had the same problem with
Charlie Feathers but with the added
matter of Charlie’s son Bubba on
guitar. This was soon remedied by
not plugging his amp in and telling
him it’s coming out the front, all is
fine, blag-blag.
Although the band was still a little
worried about the lime green suit
warn by Charlie, it seemed to go
down okay and the tour was on the
road. Jack remembered the numbers;
great, then it was Charlie’s turn. He
came on with his lime green suit and
white hair, standing seven foot tall
and his son with his long hair and
Budgie jacket (Budgie jackets were
29
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walks on stage to perform, that’s fair
enough, they were used to playing
with, dare I say; prima donnas (to
coin a phrase). First gig is in
Hamburg, the band are keen and
ready to go, car arrives; good start,
driver offers them a cigar and tells
them he is off the heroin, here we go.
The driver once worked with the
Troggs, but even though he had
managed to kick the drugs, he was
now downing a bottle of Brandy. It
was even too early for Paul to have a
drink; this driver had polished off the
whole bottle during the 30 mile
journey to the venue.
That too is rock ’n’ roll I guess, what
the hell.
Paul describes the dressing room as
being covered in pictures of Hitler
and troops taken at the venue during
the war. The venue was used for
concerts and bicycle rallys, but not at
the same time. Tony Harvest
(promoter) explained to the band
some of Chuck Berry’s less than
usual ways and that Chuck had also
brought his own bass player friend to
perform at some of his gigs. This
meant that Paul had to play a regular
guitar instead, which was fine, he
could play some rhythm. ‘What
guitar do you play,’ they asked him,
‘a Strat of course.’ An hour later a
brand-new white Strat was handed
to him, brilliant! They asked what
numbers Chuck was going to play –
‘Whatever he’s going to play,’ was
the answer, same old, same old.
The band thought they would start
setting up, get their levels and have a
little practice before the show. As
they were doing so they were told

it turned out amounted to £200/300
more than they would have got if the
promoter hadn’t absconded with the
taking. Legs Barrett wanted a cut, but
the band told him to take a running
jump, as he had left them to face the
music, no way!
Jack Scott returned home and the
band continued with the Charlie
Feather tour in Tottenham where a
rehearsal was organised pre gig. The
band arrived and were set up by one
o’clock and there they waited and
waited and waited, but no Charlie
Feather. Eventually Charlie turned
up at 8.30pm, Paul remembers that it
was one of Lee Allen’s promotions.
He walked in the dressing room and
both Dick and Paul refused to play,
they had had enough. He hadn’t
even had the decency to call to let
them know. After pleading with the
band they agreed to do the gig. There
was one funny thing about the gig
though, Charlie came on with cheers
from the audience and said, ‘It’s great
to see all you teddy bears. You eddy
bears are fantastic. I didn’t realise
you had all these teddy bears in
England.’ Paul and Dick let him stew
for a while, getting funny looks and
comments from the Teds, before
whispering in his ear, ‘They are
Teddy boys not teddy bears’, small
consolation, but you have to get it
where you can.

Chuckle Berry Tales

Cadillac was now off to Germany to
back the one and only Chuck Berry,
but they were advised that they
probably won’t meet him till he
30
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playing rhythm guitar, minding his
own business doing his stuff and
then the bombshell; Chuck brought
Dick forward for a solo. ‘Don’t bring
me forward,’ thought Paul, but
forward he brought him. What to do,
he’s on the spot now; think, think.
What would you do? No, he didn’t
do that, he did a Chuck solo; that’s all
he knows, but not just the solo, he
also did the worst thing he could
possibly have done next. Yep, he did
the Chuck duck strut, the famous
Chuck Berry walk; that didn’t go
down at all well. Chuck turned to
him and gave him the ‘cutting throat’
sign, he was history. Paul got the
sack on the first night, but fortunately
for him the bassist position came up
and was offered to him, so he was
back on the road the very next gig;
relief.
This wasn’t the end of Paul’s troubles
regarding Mr Berry; at the end of the
night Chuck would do his bye-bye
bit and walk off the stage. One
particular night he done this as usual,
but this time he had left his jacket on
the stage. Paul describes it as a smelly
old jacket that he hadn’t seen him
change since he first met him, but
Paul thought he was doing him a
favour by taking it off the stage
to return it to him at the hotel. As
Paul was returning to the dressing
room, jacket on arm, he met Chuck
en route. ‘What are you doing with
my jacket,’ said Chuck, ‘You nickin’
my jacket’ (in an American accent).
Paul tried to explain, but Paul was
once again in Chuck’s bad books.
After that Paul veiled he wouldn’t lift
a finger to help Chuck, not even if he

that ‘he’ had arrived, but they
wouldn’t believe it until it happened.
As it happens, it happened; Chuck
strolled on to the stage in a way that
only he could. On tapping Paul on
the back he said, ‘You’re Labour’,
then he strolled over to Dick, ‘You’re
Labour’. It’s starting to sound like a
talent show (it could be you). He
completely missed Rusty on the
keyboards and went over to LeRoy
on the drums and said, ‘You’re
Conservative’, then walked off, that
was the first meeting with the great
Mr Berry. ‘Is that it?’ Tony said,
‘You’re lucky; he doesn’t usually talk
to anyone.’
That’s the introduction over.
Right, the rules of engagement are,
explains Tony, ‘If Chuck points to the
ground, it’s in the key of “G”.’ ‘Is that
it?’ asked Paul. ‘That’s all I can tell
you and oh, let him start the numbers
then come in when you think you
know the key. If Chuck raises his leg
and it goes down, no matter what
you do, stop, he’s the boss.’
The venue had a system set up in the
dressing room; it was a signal box
with three lights, green, red and
amber. When it was red you just
stayed in the dressing room, when it
was amber you got yourself ready
and when it was green you had to
come out of the dressing room, run to
the stage, run up the side to where
you stood; Chuck and the others had
been there four hours and they had
to run to the stage at the last minute,
what was that about?
Now they play. The gig’s going well,
but as you may have guessed; not
always a good sign. Paul’s happily
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left £50,000 on stage, he wouldn’t
touch it; sod him.
Every night people would ask Chuck
if they could come backstage after the
gig and get his autograph which he
would agree to. Cometh the end of
the night and the people would
come, but Chuck would go. The band
would be left with the baby,
explaining that he was no longer
there; Chuck had left the building.
This was the routine, without fail.
They got to Berlin and it was Chuck’s
birthday; he was about 56 or 58.
Chuck’s daughter was there; it was
her that announced the news to the
band that day. For his birthday 56-58
topless, leggy girls walked on to the
stage with a cake, singing ‘Happy
Birthday to You’. He looked so
surprise yet the band knew he had
arranged the whole thing himself.
There were lots of what we would
find peculiar happening during the

tour. For instance, he would send
Tony into the hotel to measure the
size of the bed before he would
accept the room, plus he had a video
camera in his room, but they don’t
know why he needed that.
Chuck would often entertain a
woman between gigs. One day the
Munich press and TV station were
waiting to interview him, which the
band thought doubtful as he was
flying in a helicopter around the city;
‘He’ll be here in a minute, it was
arranged,’ someone said. ‘I don’t
think so,’ replied Paul, ‘if you stand
outside, you can see him fly by, you
can see him waving’, but they
wouldn’t have it. Paul and the band
knew what he was like by now and
took nothing as gospel.
Paul had a double bed in his room,
with a gift on each side of the bed.
There was a mini bar in the room too,
but was advised against using it
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The band was having a pre-gig drink
in the Grand Hotel when someone
announced that the Wild Angels
were on tour. The penny dropped
pretty quickly; Lee hadn’t told
anyone that the Angels had split and
Cadillac were taking their place –
great! Another Lee Allen balls-up.
At the first gig people turned up and
everyone said, ‘Hi Les, where’s the
band’, so Les had to explain that the
Wild Angels had broken up and he
was the drummer now and this was
the new Wild Angels. Needless to
say every gig was a disaster, ‘what’s
happened to Mel Gray’ the singer; it
took a lot of convincing which in the
main was unsuccessful. Ten gigs all
the same; explaining why the band
was not the band, but they were the
band, but not.
There was another twist to the tale;
when they returned home they
found that The Wild Angels hadn’t
actually broken up at all, there hadn’t
been enough money on the table, so
they had refused to do it. Once again
Lee Allen had let the cat out of the
bag, the Angels were wild at Cadillac
for impersonating them and Les lost
his job as roadie. That’s rock ’n’ roll.

because it was expensive. Dick had
sent out for 20 Marlboro cigarettes at
2am which arrived on a silver platter;
the bill was £60. Paul asked for a fag
but Dick said, ‘you’re joking, they’re
£3 each’; he found this very amusing.
The band had a way round one of
these problems; they would carefully
remove a drink from the mini bar,
empty it, then fill it up with water
and put it back.
Breakfast in Paradise – The band had
a bed and breakfast deal and the
hotels had everything you could
want with brass knobs on. Paul
would have the full continental, but
whatever Dick put on his plate, he
had to have two fried eggs on top,
which he had trouble conveying to
the waiters. They sat there at their
table to eat breakfast and looked up
to see Chuck sitting across the room
staring at them with this fixed half
grin on his face (don’t ask me what
the other half was doing); possibly
the spookiest moment of the tour.
The Wild Angels Travesty
The Wild Angels had a tour of
Scotland planned but had regrettably
split beforehand. The Angel roadie,
Les Bailey, who was previously
drummer with CSA was asked to do
it, but they were unable to either. So
it befell on Cadillac which they
accepted. The arrangement was that
Les played the drums with the band,
which they agreed.
That was pretty straightforward
don’t you think, but Lee Allen was
involved and so there’s a twist to the
story, again!
33
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basically sound, but due to the
lifestyle and the people that
surrounded him, he was always
setting himself up for a fall.
This came over quite strongly whilst
doing the Cruisers phase of the
interviews. I could be reading too
much into it, looking too deep, Paul
was under stress most of the time.
That week it was one of his sons in a
car accident and having to get up the
next morning at four to drive to
Scarborough to pick up some
motorbikes.
The Cruisers came about during a
lull in Cadillac gigs. Dick had joined
Matchbox to make up his money, so
Paul and LeRoy felt it was a good
move to supplement their income
too, by joining The Cruisers.
Dick wasn’t too pleased with this
state of affairs, but couldn’t really say
much; he then joined a band called
Dynamite as well as Matchbox. This
was by no means the end of Cadillac,
just a small diversion; however, it
was a different field of rock ’n’ roll to
Cadillac, but nothing they couldn’t
handle. Paul described it as more
do-wop, Cadillac was more your raw
guitar driven, raucous rock ’n’ roll.
Paul Hudson was the writer, lead
guitarist and lead vocalist and
founder member, but Paul often
touched front stage to give the band
more edge. The basis of do-wop is
the vocal harmonies which Paul
admits wasn’t easy; LeRoy had some
experience in this field having
worked with Gordon Scott of
Matchbox and it did mean
continuing in the style of music Paul
loved.

Chapter Three

The Cruisers, Big Time

Band members:

Paul Hudson- Lead guitar and vocals
Paul Larman- Bass and vocals
Albie- Sax
LeRoy- Drums and vocals

By now, I had been sitting
interviewing Paul on many
occasions, listening not only to what
he said, but also to the way he said it
and I got a strong sense of what
Paul’s about. Paul can sound cynical,
bitter maybe and at times very hard,
with a soft outer layer, but above all
a great sense of what is right. Of
course, what is right for one is not
always right for another, I
understand that. Paul’s philosophy is
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fee came to a head during their first
single; Paul refused to do just Paul
Hudson songs. Paul and LeRoy were
doing two or three days a week, eight
hours a day recording Hudson songs
and getting nothing out of it, no
session fee, no royalties, nothing, and
it was time to record some of their
songs for the album and a single. ‘We
either do it now or we don’t do
anything at all,’ said Paul. ‘But you
don’t have any songs,’ said Hudson.
‘Yes we do,’ replied Paul – no they
didn’t thought Paul. Paul and LeRoy
made their excuses and left for lunch,
we’ll play you a song of ours when
we return. So they went off and
quickly wrote a song – ‘Three Nights
of Rock ’n’ Roll’ which was
reluctantly recorded by Hudson. As
things would have it, when they
were driving to a gig in the van one
evening, none other than Alexis
Corner only played Paul’s song (the
B-side) on his Radio 1 programme
rather than the A-side and really
loved it, which was one up for Paul
and LeRoy.
Paul explained to me how good a
musician Hudson was, writing his
songs; any style, he was right on the
button. His guitar playing was
brilliant, his vocals were perfect, he
could hit any harmony. Paul
admitted that he struggled getting
the 5th or 9th, so Hudson would
switch from singing the lead part to
the harmony when Paul was unable
to find the note. But despite all that,
it was Paul that had the charisma and
Hudson just didn’t understand why
he didn’t.
There was one occasion when

The band, as you might expect, had
good times and rough times. Every
silver lining has a cloud so they say,
for example, the album. Paul Hudson
was contracted to Feelgood Records,
which was an RCA label and had a
retainer of about £10,000 a year. The
rest of the band had to rely on gig
money and any small recording fee
they could get. The first recording by
the Cruisers was made by Burt
Rockhouse and recorded in Holland.
The band reluctantly took a fee with
no royalties, but when Paul was
asked to go to France in order to
make a promo video for free, he flatly
refused; why should he do
something free of charge so someone
else could make money? As I have
pointed out before, that’s not how
Paul works. Paul Hudson tried to
persuade Paul to go, without luck,
but he didn’t tell Burt Rockhouse that
but instead that Paul was an alcoholic
and was too ill to come. Paul found
that out when Burt phoned him to
see how he was. Burt offered Paul a
chartered flight from Southend
airport which riled Paul even more as
Paul said, Burt couldn’t afford to pay
him anything, yet he was prepared to
pay for Paul Hudson’s girlfriend (see,
the girlfriend thing raises its ugly
head again) to go and now he could
afford to charter a plane to fly him
there, see Paul’s problem. This does
seem to be a typical thing in the
music business, but I guess it’s pretty
universal too.
The Cruisers had some great gigs but
this ‘all for one and sod the rest’
theme seemed to dog the band.
Forever recording without getting a
35
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‘Jonathan King knows nothing, it’s
our record of the week’, so result.
Paul admits to being in York Road
market buying hair spray at the time
of hearing it on the radio, but he had
to contain his excitement.
Unfortunately, due to the poor result
on Jukebox Jury, the record company
didn’t press the record, and when the
demand grew after the Radio 1 play,
they just weren’t ready. Anyone that
wanted it had to wait two weeks so
that was another disaster; who
would wait that long?

Hudson had written a song in tribute
of Eddie Cochran called ‘Let’s Have
a Party for Eddie Cochran’. The lyrics
were based around song titles and
lines from Cochran songs and it was
excellently executed. They were in
the process of recording it when
Dave Watson (the expense manager
that would always be at the
recording sessions) piped up, ‘I don’t
think you’ve got the gravel on the
voice. Paul, can you sing that?’ Yeah,
right, no problem with that, Hudson
gave a glare but couldn’t refuse.
When Paul had given it a run
through, Watson agreed that was the
one, that was the one to do. The
whole session went well, Watson
was over the moon. ‘Wild Cat Rock’
was also recorded with the addition
of a small voice by the lead vocalist
of a then charting Reggae band that
were recording at the same time, in
the recording room next door.
Excellent day’s work, but on
returning the following week in
order to mix the said day’s work, the
whole recording was strangely
missing, mysteriously absent, gone.
Fingers were pointed but nothing
was said. So, once again, Hudson had
his way, but it was a shame those
sessions never saw the light of day,
maybe one day someone, somewhere
may per chance find a dusty old reel
to reel tape with the title – The
Cruisers long lost tape written on it.
Jukebox Jury (BBC1) didn’t like the
new version of ‘Wild Cat Rock’
thanks to Jonathan King and Janis
Long, but this prompted Peter
Powell of Radio 1 to play it over and
over again to spite Jonathon King –

The Harp Lager Advert

Whilst with the Cruisers, the chance
to audition for an advert came up;
they were up against 15 or 20 other
bands all of which were queuing up
outside. The small audition room had
a table with several people sitting
behind it including a cameraman,
very nerve-racking experience to the
unseasoned auditionee. The guys
behind the table immediately
quizzed the band on their attire. They
didn’t realise that people actually
went round dressed in leather and
drape jackets, to be honest the band
had come straight from a gig wearing
their stage gear, so they were
instantly impressed with the band.
The audition was a strange
experience too, no musical
instruments, just stand there and sing
in front of the camera. Paul, and I’m
sure most musicians are used to
hiding behind a prop like a guitar,
mic and stand or drums; I know that
is what I did.
‘Go on then, sing and move’ – well
36
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domestic problems. The film was an
international box office hit, earning
4,378,500 admissions in France. The
music was written by Vladimir
Cosma, with Richard Sanderson
singing the song ‘Reality’. A sequel
movie, La Boum 2, was released in
1982.

how do you sing and move with no
instrument without actually
dancing? Well, their vocals got them
through and the rest is history, as
they say.
The rehearsals were in Camden
Town, the same place they rehearsed
for the Oh Boy Show, but the
recording was in a real pub hired for
the occasion. The windows were
blacked out and everything was set
to look like a typical night out down
the pub, or was it. It was all set, but
the lager wouldn’t froth; holy crap,
how do you get over that? – by using
a different lager, one that does froth,
of course. So that was how they
filmed it, using Carling lager.
There was one funny thing that
happened during the recording;
midstream the door burst open and
an elderly couple slowly strolled to
the bar and ordered a drink ignoring
all the cameras, cables and strange
people in the bar. The director asked
what they were up to, and they said,
‘This is our local pub, we always
drink here.’ Well how can you argue
with that? So they were given a drink
and added to the cast, problem
solved.

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/La_Boum

Vladimir Cosma is a Romanian
composer, conductor and violinist,
born April 13, 1940 in Bucharest,
Romania, into a family of musicians.
His father, Teodor Cosma, was a
pianist and conductor, his mother a
writer-composer, his uncle, Edgar
Cosma, composer and conductor,
and one of his grandmothers, pianist,
a student of the renowned Ferrucio
Busoni.
Richard Sanderson (born March 5,
1953, Taplow) is a British singer, best
known for his hit songs ‘Reality’, ‘So
Many Ways’ and ‘She’s a Lady’.
A pianist and composer, he was
known worldwide for his
performance of ‘Reality’, the song
from the movie La Boum. Since then
he has composed for many movies
and television films. He also wrote
music for a lot of television shows,
commercials and documentary films,
some 35 films in 20 years!
La Boum is the French film that the
Cruisers donated backing vocal on a
song called ‘Swingin’ Around’. They
did the track and took their session
fee with the blessing of their record
company and thought no more about
it. The film itself was quite a success;
in fact La Boum 2 was released in

La Boum

English title The Party or Ready for
Love is a 1980 French comedy film
directed by Claude Pinoteau and
starring Sophie Marceau, appearing
in her film début. Written by Danièle
Thompson and Claude Pinoteau, the
film is about a thirteen-year-old
French girl finding her way at a new
high school and coping with
37
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a n d di ed. P au l H u dson st ay e d
behind as he was close to Dave and
wanted to comfort his wife and
attend the funeral. On returning from
the tour, they thought it was time to
go to the offices to check up on their
royalty, but now Dave’s office had
now been taken over by Tony
English; they sat there for an hour
and nothing. Eventually they got to
see Tony and explained exactly their
arrangement with Dave Watson and
how they were due this money. Tony
claimed there was nothing in the
records to say they were due
anything, nothing at all. LeRoy blew
his top, but there was little they could
do
except
return
home
empty-handed. Roughly a month
later Paul received a cheque from the
record company for £500, but Paul
and LeRoy didn’t find this
acceptable. Along with the cheque
was a letter saying – if you cash this
cheque it’s an acceptance of
settlement. LeRoy said, ‘Stuff ’em’.
Paul Hudson said they should take it,
but Paul and LeRoy took £7000 as
final payment as they would have
had to have taken it up with the big
boss of RCA, Freddy Bienstock, in
America which for them was too
much to handle.
Paul did try to contact Dave’s wife,
but she wouldn’t talk to him
anymore on the subject and Paul
Hudson wouldn’t take the matter
any further. However, Paul Hudson
did call Paul later to tell him they
were still committed to two singles
that year, but Paul told him to poke
it, he wasn’t going to do anything
else for them; cutting his nose off

1982 on the strength of it.
I’ll tell you the tales of woe connected
with this story; all was good, the
song was average, but it hit the spot
for this French comedy, no problem
there. It was later when the film
company released ‘Reality’ with
‘Swingin’ Around’ on the B-side.
That’s good, more bunce for the boys.
Subsequently, it was changed to
‘Gotta Get a Move On’ (CosmaJordan) by Karoline Krüger. The
thing was, they had no right to
change the song without permission
from Feelgood record; the Cruisers’
record company. Feelgood records
said to them, ‘Let it peek in the charts
and then we can tap them up for
some money’, which is exactly what
they did. Not only did the single go
to number one, an album was
released and that also went to
number one, but they had to wait 18
months before the royalties came to
fruition.
At the time the Cruisers were under
the guidance of Dave Watson from
RCA; he was overseeing this little
process which he advised would
make them a nice sum of money. The
thing was, the band should get about
1% of the record sales; Paul quickly
did the maths, if it had already done
one million units, that would amount
to around £50,000 in royalties due to
the band, not a bad sum in the 70s;
jackpot they thought.
So the band bided their time and
waited 18 months. The time was due
to elapse while they were leaving to
tour Finland. Dave Watson left his
house to go to work; whilst sitting in
his car he had a massive heart attack
38
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Robert Lindsey (power to the people)
was there; he told them to ‘sit here
and get pissed as a fart, that’s what
I’m doing’.
Val Kilmer was going to sing with
the band, but he didn’t turn up. The
band had to go on regardless; it went
down a storm. The audience weren’t
accustomed to this raucous live rock
’n’ roll music, they loved it.
The Cruisers did the half an hour
plus an encore and the crowd were
shouting for more. As they returned
to their seats Robert Lindsey said you
must go back on. Paul Hudson
turned to Paul and Leroy and said,
we must go back on, but they said,
‘No, we’ve done our half an hour’. At
that Robert Lindsey had a
whip-round and he returned with
£600 for the band. However, as they
were returning to the stage the
manager came over to tell them that
they couldn’t play anymore;
jobsworth. Paul and Leroy returned
to the dressing room rubbing their
hands, ‘We’ll leave a tenner for Paul
Hudson.’

some might say. Paul Hudson didn’t
tell the record company this, but just
went in to the studio and did the lot
on his own; he has a lot to lose if he
didn’t fulfil his contract.
Top Secret

Top Secret! is a 1984 comedy film
directed by David Zucker, Jim
Abrahams, and Jerry Zucker, whose
previous picture had been the highly
successful Airplane! It stars Val
Kilmer (in his first feature film), Lucy
Gutteridge, Omar Sharif, Peter
Cushing, Michael Gough and Jeremy
Kemp.
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Top_Secret!

This was another film score the
Cruisers were involved with before
the royalities trouble came about.
The track on the Top Secret! film was
called ‘Straighten Out the Rug’ which
on the credits of the film Paul
Hudson was the only one to get a
mention, another bone of contention.
The Cruisers did get asked to do the
after-premier party that Hudson said
they wanted the band to do. Paul
said, ‘They want you! It’s your song,
you could have at least given us a
mention’. Paul Hudson later came
back with an offer of £2000 for half an
hour, by this time their friendship
was wavering a little.
The venue was a very posh one with
no expense spared. When they got to
the gig, all the equipment had been
provided and they got a seat at a
table with members of Coronation
Street, Crossroads and the like.

Oh Boy

The Oh Boy Show was first aired in
Britain between 1958 and 1959,
produced by Jack Good. The new
series also produced and directed by
Jack was aired in Britain in the late
70s and early 80s and featured
Shakin’ Stevens, Joe Brown, Les Gray
(Mud), Alvin Stardust, Freddy Finger
and many more eccentric characters.
The Cruisers auditioned for the
second coming of the Oh Boy Show;
this was done by singing a three39
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one would believe it anyway.
He arrived at the stage door, but was
first refused entry due to his
bedraggled appearance and the
vehicle he was driving; an old rusty
open-backed van. It took a little bit of
convincing but eventually he got in
and set up for another round of
rockin’.
Backstage there was a dirty, dusty
old bar set aside for the artistes, so
Paul finished his preparation and
with nothing else to do, made his
way to this room and sat there at the
table with Chuck Berry (not smiling
as usually) and Paul Hudson,
discussing the numbers they were
going to play. This was the very first
time Paul Hudson had played with
Chuck Berry, so Paul had to explain
how Chuck worked. No point sorting
out numbers, Chuck will play
whatever he fancied, whenever he
fancied it, so forget sorting out
numbers; tonight was going to be a
quick learning curve for Paul
Hudson.
Paul sat at a table in this backstage
bar, not a penny to his name,
frightened to ask for a drink in case it
wasn’t free, but worst of all no
camera. He swears to God, at this
table with him and Chuck Berry were
Muddy Waters, Eric Clapton, Keith
Richards and Mick Jagger, sitting
there, Paul not knowing what to say.
What can you say? ‘Hi, I’m from
Southend-on-Sea and it cost me £7 to
get here today’.
The show came to a close and he
didn’t get any money, but who could
he ask? – ‘Have you got a nifty fifty
Chuck’, I don’t think so. Paul

piece harmony. Paul, as I mentioned,
was unable to sing very high so he
took the lead line or root harmony
part. When it came to the higher
notes Hudson would take over and
Paul dropped to the lower harmony;
this seemed to work very well,
certainly good enough for Mr Good,
they were in.
The show was filmed at Granada
Studios in Manchester in the
neighbouring studio to Crossroads
and Coronation Street. You can see a
picture of a ticket for the show on the
picture page.
At the time when Paul did the Oh
Boy Show, he met most of the
Crossroads cast and had a very good
word for Kathy Staff (Last of the
Summer Wine) who took to Paul,
probably mothering him as Paul was
a young man then. He also learned a
little trick; if you befriend and
compliment the cameraman, he is
more likely to favour you on set,
hence, get your mug on the tele. I’m
not sure this, in reality, works
though.
Chuck Berry and the £7

Obviously, Lee Allen had no bad
feelings, because he was still giving
work to Paul albeit with another
band. One little job came Paul’s way
which was at the Rainbow in
London. It was a gig with Chuck
Berry but in order to get to London,
Paul needed to borrow £7 from a
work colleague for the fuel and a
quarter bottle of Haig, as he was once
again skint. This was done without
anyone knowing what it was for; no
40
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Hudson said, ‘I did say there was no
promise of money. It’s a friend’s gig’.
Some people would have given a
right arm to do a gig like that, let
alone for £7, but Paul had had his fill
of that sort of job and he wasn’t
rolling in it like these big stars, plus
his work colleagues wouldn’t believe
it either, so what’s the point of it;
chalk it up, chalk it up!!
The next time one of these friendly
gig came about, Chuck was playing
the Brentwood Leisure Centre. Paul
was wise to this by now and swiftly
kicked it to touch; he didn’t need that
sort of glory gig and I don’t think he
ever did really.
Paul explains: when you had do 20
shows, 50 shows, travelled here and
there, all over the place and put up
with so much shit, the need for it
went. When he was a kid, he would
have given £100 to play with one of
his heroes, but not then. He and Dick
weren’t the sort to have loads of
photos taken with Chuck and get his
signature, not at the time; they just
got on with it.

41
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Chapter Four

Cadillac re-invented

The latest performing Cadillac 2014
The Very Beginnings of the
Second Coming - 2013/14
Band members:

Paul Larman- Bass and Lead Vocals
Dick Callan- Lead Guitar
Dave Dix - Sax and Backing Vocal
Jacko- Sax, Vocals and keyboard
Roy Monroe - Drums
Cadillac was no longer or at least the
band had split and gone their own
ways leaving Paul at a loose end, but
still biting at the bit to play rock ’n’
roll. Meanwhile, Paul had met,
married and had offspring to look
after and a cosy home but all that was
42

soon to come tumbling down about
his feet. Paul and I were putting
together some musicians in order to
reinvent Cadillac and were happily
rehearsing at Paul’s home during this
time of disquiet. Paul was no
stranger to this sort of upheaval, but
I know it hit him hard. Paul has
always stood by family values and
done all he could and more for his
kids.
The band took many shapes;
sometimes the band had keyboards,
sometimes sax, but rarely both. At
one time we did have two backing
singers, piano and sax, but this didn’t
last, couldn’t last; logistical problems
and of course financial problems.
This didn’t mean we didn’t have fun
with the big band and we played
some excellent gigs too, with a good
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back line and promotion. It was
good, but the rock ’n’ roll days
weren’t quite as big as the old ones.
Having said that, there was a little
revival and we did back some of the
old rockers from the 50s/60s like
Charlie Gracie and Wee Willy Harris
and we did a rock ’n’ roll weekender
and visited some of the old venues
from the south to Manchester as well
as Spain and Germany, so there was
some interest still. One of the singers
that sprung from this Cadillac was
Johnny Gunner who went on to do
his own thing; this was when Paul
took a back step and let someone else
have the limelight.
More often than not though, the band
would be doing a pub or club and we
would use a minimum crew, but we
would put our all in to it, sometimes
using a drum riser and a backdrop
for the pro effect. I do feel the band
was taken advantage of as were most
bands and musicians, so nothing
changed there.
Dick Callan made an odd appearance
and it was one of these odd
appearances that we took the
opportunity to go into the studio and
record a few standard rock ’n’ roll
tunes. This was done at Mushroom
Studios in Rayleigh which was
owned at the time by the Dr.
Feelgood bassist, Phil Mitchell. Phil
was kind enough to record and mix
it himself. The idea of the recording
was to sell tapes (yes tapes, CDs
weren’t so big then and they were
expensive to produce) at forthcoming
gigs in Germany, needless to say we
still have a box full of them, if you’re
interested.

We have fond memories of this
recording, but not Dick; he was late
and we were at the time a little put
back by this. But when Dick arrived,
it was soon replaced by sorrow
because Dick had broken his
windscreen and had had to drive all
the way from London, in the rain.
His hands were so cold, it took him
some time before he was able to play
his guitar; oh happy days.
Talking of being taken advantage of,
there was this German promoter that
asked us to do a big gig in
Düsseldorf, I think. We had a coach
pick us up a long with a few other
old rock ’n’ roll bands from the 70s
and perform this gig that was
recorded by a professional video
company. The gig was fine and the
hotel was okay, even though we had
to sleep three to a room in a plastic
room. There was enough breakfast
served up to last us all the way home
on the coach too, that was all good.
This was all done on the promise that
we would get a copy of the video for
our own use, but it never came; he
said the sound quality was no good.
We asked for it anyway, but it was
not to be, another rock ’n’ roll
calamity.
We had done gigs for this promoter
before with Cadillac and we had also
done some gigs with the Rocking
Devil for him too, all great fun and
paid up. Paul believes that the
promoter wanted to keep the
recordings for when they reached
their top value, well we’ll see; chalk
it up, as they say.
Paul had his own personal roadie; a
young musician that just enjoyed
43
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this point; suspicions were mounting.
The venue was to be an open-air
arena, but it was raining quite
heavily, so the promoter found an
indoor venue which was used during
the day as an indoor market. It was
very big, like massive man and it was
like an enormous echo chamber.
On the bill with Cadillac was Tony
Conn. Tony Conn, you know, Tony
Conn; he did that, he played that,
you know, that American bloke. No,
we hadn’t heard of him either. He
was very proud of this magazine he
kept in a polythene bag. He got it out
very carefully and opened it to reveal
a picture of him as a young man on
stage and on the opposite page, Elvis
Presley; I think it was Rollin’ Stone
magazine. The magazine was ready
to fall apart at any time, so no one
was permitted to touch it, or breathe
on it.
Give Tony his due though, he did put
on a good act and the band that he
brought all the way over from America was very good too. He wore a
leopard-skin style jacket and he
walked on to the stage on all fours. I
noticed that the only place to hear the
band without too much echo was
right in front of the stage, any further
back and it would be hard to make it
out.
The performing area was set in the
corner of this large hall of glass, the
rain was loud on the roof and the
sound of the band bounced round
the building. Stalls were set up round
the edge of this area and it seemed to
be well organised, but I guess people
were put off by the rain, so the

hanging around deadbeat rock bums.
Paul would leave the stage after a gig
and go off to talk to his admirers.
This was fine, but it has a downside;
leaving your prized possession to
someone else to look after can be
dangerous, especially if they leave it
outside the stage door after the gig.
This is what happened at a Southend
venue and no one realised until the
morning, when by then someone had
found it and purloined it never to be
seen again. I believe Paul took personal care of his guitar after that.
The Worst Gig of All Time

A very nice gig was on offer in Spain
with money, hotel and food thrown
in, or so it was thought. I was due to
go on holiday to Spain, so I just
altered my plans so that I was within
a driveable distance. The rest of the
band which included Paul, Dick and
Dave (sax) had flights booked and
were due to stay for about four days
in total, for whatever reason,
convenience I guess. The band first
suspected trouble was afoot after
landing in Seville, 300 miles from the
gig. Then they had to travel by coach
like tourists to Jerez. On asking
where there hotel was, the promoter
replied, ‘Oh, there’s no hotel, you’re
staying at my friend house’, but the
friend let him down, so he put them
up in a hostel for the duration. They
were taken to the cheapest café in
town and the promoter didn’t eat
anything and we (we had met up
with them at this café) were served
up the most inexpensive meal on the
menu; things weren’t looking good at
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audience was thin on the ground.
We all played our part and the
performances went down well, but
trouble was a brewing. As soon as we
got off the stage we learned that we
weren’t getting paid. Tony Conn and
his band got paid; I don’t know what
his deal was, but I bet his hotel bill
was settled too, Dick did his biscuit.
Yes, you guessed it, the band were
kicked out of the hostel the next day
because it hadn’t been paid; bad to
worse. Two days of dossing around
followed with very little money for a
meal or somewhere to sleep. They
couldn’t go to the airport because
they had to wait for the coach to take
them plus they didn’t have the
money to change the flights anyway.
Left in a city that
didn’t speak English, with no money
or place to sleep, it must have been
miserable. I had left the night of the
gig, travelling the 300 miles back to
our hotel in Malaga and I thought I
had it hard. I didn’t hear of Paul’s
hardship until my family and I
returned home a week or so later. On
the bands arrival back in the UK,
Dick’s car was in the airport car park
needing a fair bit of money to gain its
release of which they had none. It
took a phone call and a kind friend to
drive to the airport and rescue them
from this final insult of the fiasco gig
that we mustn’t speak the name of,
ever again. So keep it under your hat
please.
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put to one side and forget, but as it is
part of our past it needs to be written.
It all started once upon a time but not
happily ever after; Paul and I were
scouting around for gigs and
happened across a club we thought
would be good for a visit. The night
we chose happened to be a talent
night or an open mic, not too sure,
but on entering whom did we spy
but Mick of the Rocking Devils. He
was playing along to a pre-recorded
cassette play, not the most reliable
audio players. As I remember the
tape was slipping and Mick was
losing it a bit. On talking to him he
told us that his brother (vocalist and
drummer with the Rocking Devils)
had died and the bass player had
gone mad leaving him to continue all
on his own. Well not all alone, he had
a daughter that was a singer, actress,
superstar like her Dad, more about
her later. As Paul and I were scratching around for work, we all agreed to
join the Devils which seemed like a
good idea at the time. We did clubs
under the name of the Devils and
when Cadillac gigs came up we
played under the name Cadillac, but
the line-up was much the same. The
Devils played clubs all over south
Essex but were pretty low-key; this
all took place in the 90s.
This was working ok, then a certain
German promoter, Richy, got wind
of this and asked Paul to do a tour of
Germany which Paul offered to Mick
playing under the Devils’ guise. Mick
jumped at this as he had never
played outside the UK before, even
though he claimed to be a recording
star and this would fuel his ego no

Chapter Five

The Rocking Devils
episodes

Band members:

Mick Satan- Lead guitar and vocals
Paul Larman- Bass and vocals
Debbie Devil- Backing Vocals
Colin Gilbert- Drums
Mr (Hank) Devil Himself

I started off on the wrong foot with
Mick the Devil (otherwise known as
Mick Satan, not his real name). I
made the fatal mistake of offering to
help with the finances and from that
moment I was the worst drummer in
the world and he didn’t speak to me
much after that point. In fact, Mick’s
general opinion of drummers and
bass players was pretty low, unlike
singers and guitarist like himself,
they were superstars. That’s enough
of my bitching; let’s get on with the
tales of joy and the German tour that
was the tour to end all tours.
The Rocking Devils’ sessions are a
period both Paul and I would sooner
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Another little likeable trait of Mick’s
was to turn his guitar down for the
soundcheck so the sound man would
have to turn it up on his deck. Then
when we started to play he would
turn his guitar up again blasting our
eardrums from the monitors. Mick
also disliked the attention Paul got
from the Black Ravens (the young
Germany band we were touring
with) and pretty much everyone else
that knew who Paul was, the tour
was about him not Paul. Paul would
play up to it as much as he could just
to annoy Mick, so Mick had no choice
but to sack him. But this then left him
with no bass player, oh no, he’ll have
to re-employ him, and that’s how it
went on.
One evening in Berlin, we were
treated to an Italian meal, pizza to be
precise. The Devils, the Black Ravens
and Richie sat round a large table
and had to order our pizza from a
German menu. We weren’t getting
any help from our German friends,
so it was potluck what we got. Both
Paul and I do not like spicy food at all
and hoped our order was for the
standard type. All the pizzas came
out one at a time with everyone’s
arriving before Paul’s. They were fine
a n d as we r ecei ved t h e m Pa u l
remarked, ‘I hope mine doesn’t have
any chillies on.’ Well, just as he said
that his pizza came through the
kitchen door and what do you think
it was? You guessed it, the pizza was
just full of chillies looking like a punk
rocker wig. There must have been 20
black chillies just sitting on top, that’s
Paul’s luck for you and of course
Mick made the most of that.

end.
I must explain about Richy; he liked
to collect stuff, be it records,
memorabilia or even bands and keep
it until it was worth money. As a lot
of the rock ’n’ roll performers were
(me not included) getting on in age,
anything previously owned or
recorded by said persons, thought
he, would after their demise be worth
money. So, for this reason, Richy
would organise tours and festivals in
order to gather any and all material
possible, including film footage taken
at these events. One of which was the
one Cadillac had done with Ian
Rivers on guitar and Alan Tracey on
sax which according to Richy was,
funny enough, not recorded very
well, even though it had been done
professionally, so we didn’t get the
promised copy, ka-ching. I don’t
mean to sound cynical, but that’s
how the music business is, dog eat
dog, not very pleasant.
OK, now you understand where
Richie was coming from I’ll return to
the Devils tour. In his ultimate
wisdom, Mick thought it would be a
good idea to have his daughter
Debbie sing in the band and join us
on the German tour. This turned out
to be a folly. Debbie, for whatever
reason, developed some kind of
throat cold which meant she was
unable to sing which in turn brought
out the prima donna in her and made
our life uncomfortable. My wife
consoled her and looked after her
which allowed us to get on with the
job, but she insisted on getting on
stage and miming along with the
songs.
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moony through the window, one of
many strange but true moments on
the road. Another one was on our
way back to the port in the snow;
Mick insisted he drove the vehicle
t h r ou g h ou t t h e t ou r , p r ob ab l y
because he didn’t want to be
cramped in the back like we were.
We could see he was tired and we
weren’t sure about his health as he
was a little overweight. Mick was
showing signs of fatigue and was
drifting across the road in the snow.
Luckily there wasn’t much traffic at
that time in the morning, but when
we tried to make Debbie aware of
this problem she just wanted to sleep
which wasn’t an option for us. Mick
found this very amusing. I did find
out that Mick had a stroke soon after
that tour, whilst playing on stage
with Paul and Debbie. I wasn’t
present because I had left the band
after returning from the tour.

Whilst in Berlin Mick received a
present from the German crew,
something he wanted to mark his
time in Germany. It was a Russian
woolly hat which we found very
amusing and proceeded to take lots
of pictures of with the Brandenburg
gates in the background. I think Mick
thought we were admiring him in all
his splendour, but we were just
having fun, making the most of this
less than ideal situation. Most of the
fun was had on stage, Paul and I
played off each other enjoying every
moment as if it would be the last. The
audience seemed to like what we
were doing; Paul would climb on top
of his amp and just sit there with his
head pressed against the ceiling. It
seemed to go down a storm. It was an
intimate venue; the bar was only feet
away from my drum kit. The club
had an American cowboy theme and
was owned by either a German
dressed as a cowboy or an old
country and western star, not sure.
Playing the Star Club was very
interesting; there was a Harley bike
backstage just outside our dressing
room which we were playing around
with. Mike was in the dressing room
waiting to give out signed pictures of
himself but didn’t understand why
no one was coming in, until he found
us entertaining everyone outside instead, more black marks in his black
book.
Another moment of madness was on
one of the long drives on the
autobahns along with the Black
Ravens rock ’n’ roll band following
in another van. It turned into a
dogfight ending with Paul giving a
48
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T h e P h o to C o l l e ct i o n
fbi and
The Rocking Aces

In the garden at home in Rochford
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At the well played Ice Rink, Pier Hill Southend on Sea
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Alan

Dave

One of many outside rehearsal

Paul

iii

Setting up for the Bierritz Talent Competition

Colin

Pictured relaxing outside at the Bierritz Talent Competition

Memphis T. Rock
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Memphis T. Rock Booked to play
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Paul’s Scrap book Cover
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Paul’s personal account
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Memphis T. Rock’s

first and possibly last advertisment in
the youth club’s annual diary
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by Memphis T. Rock
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Southend on Sea Carnival.Cadillac
perform on a float and their fans await.
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On tour with the ‘Chuck’

Gigging with ‘Shaki
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A few guitars from his collection
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Cruisers
Film Score involvements

The Cruisers had no involement in La Boum 2

Film score by
Vladimir
Cosma
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The Rocking Devils
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Cadillac Returns

Spain
Charlie Gracie & Co.

Paul and Johhny Guitar

formerly of Dr Feelgood
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The latest performing cadillac

Cadillac 2013-14
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Bonus tracks
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Handsome, tall, well off in every sense of the word
and well balanced are words never used to describe me. I’m just a person strolling through life
as if it was a walk-in movie. I’m usually found sitting on the sidelines, listening, watching with a vacant look about my facial area. I make the excuse;
I’m taking in the beauty of nature or some bazaar
supernatural blurb, but I’m actually listening to the
white noise in my head. So I took up the best job
for my abilities, I became a drummer.

I was told a drummer joke the other day which I
air now, so you can skip this bit if you like. This
drummer, fed up with his lot, decided to learn a
new instrument, so henceforth to a musical instrument emporium. On entering he spied two instruments on the wall and quickly requested the
storekeeper to sell him the saxophone and the accordion immediately. The storekeeper then
replied, ‘You can have the fire extinguisher but the
radiator stays’. Now as a drummer, I don’t understand this joke, please explain?

My Dad was an artist, the artistic type not the
other, but due to the war and family commitments,
his artistic abilities were not realised and duly stifled, but he kept painting and drawing away all his
life. I, too, seem to follow in this masochistic tendency, drawing, hanging around with musicians
and now writing, so please bear with me while I
rap my fingers round the QWERTY and try to keep
you amused whilst conveying the true story of my
mate Paul, one of the musicians I hung around.

My upbringing wasn’t too dissimilar to Paul’s really; I enjoyed playing football and also believed
(unjustly) I didn’t get much out of my schooling.
The difference was, I flittered from one thing to another, not really staying with anything long
enough to excel in it. That was until I found music,
but even that, I didn’t study hard enough. I just
wanted the fun side. So here I am, 40 years on,
doing the same thing, a new interest – writing and
travelling. What the heck, in for a penny as they
say (who are they anyway?)
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Pauls Mum and Dad with baby Paul 1955

Pauls Boys, Josh and Clay

Bizo Boys

