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: interviewed
Marhﬂ Stone at
- the B]oonzséuzy
\ Hat of his friend
- | Alex Broccz,
whose Atlas Press translates
obscure French surrealistic
texts into EHg']IS]] There has
a]W&ys been SOIHeijng’ other-
W()r]a/]y about S tone, and here
he was — a s]igét lg'gure in his
trademark hlack heret My at

A()Iﬂé’ in a room WAOSé‘ every

crevice was cramin ed with rare
Aoo&s. 7 Ae ]ast 01[ L‘Ae true

Bohemians.

As the wine and cigarettes
zl]owec], he relaxed into the
eXfraora]iuazy jzz'stozj/ of a life
devoted to music and his search
for wisdom. Martin's artistic
career has taken him from the
ear/y blues hoom, z‘ArougA soul
and A‘ee—W]Jee]iﬂg psycéea/e/i‘z
and bhack to hasics. As we
L‘a]/eea& he would eXcz'fea/[}/ find
a song on the (unique) cassette
of his 1[()1't]100m1}1g CD, warm
and Friend] music,

embroidered wit Suitar Area/es

like sheet bgﬁ tning.

Stone himself was on a
]Jg/J tning visit over Hom Faris,
and frac]eing him down took on
the nature of an lain Sinclair
novel: lots of false leads, near
misses, strange coincidences. It

seemed appzj‘ipﬂla te to walk up

tfrom Tottenham Court Road *

tube station to meet AI'H], past
Swea/euéorg’s house and a
Hawksmoor church. Our
actual First meeting had heen
on film, for Channel 4’s “The
Cardinal And The Corpse’ in
which Stone starred as a kind
of wizard, 5111'1[1[1'Hg out rare
AJ'A/I'Og'I'd p]u'es, and [ was
typecast as some kind of weird
scholar...

[ was amazed ILAG’H, as now,
Ay the s]:larpness of Stone’s
memory; his wit, the a/epf/J of

his énow/ea/ge and his total lack

of any kind of pretension or
se/z[-zlmpon‘ance.

The words hereafter are
Martin Stone’s own.

I was born in Wolzingham in
Surrey, and my mother’s side
of the family were Welsh. [ used
to go to this third-rate POS]’I
school Uohn Whitgi{'ts) — I
was a little swot and I got
moved into the year above me
with the ‘Lig Loys’. I noticed
they were different some]now,
they wore very pointy shoes
with three buckles on the side
and smoked cigarettes behind
the tuck shop in the lunch
break. I was pliaying Shadows
tunes in my first group and
getting beaten up at Young
Conservatives dances at
Dulwich when dreadful p1H
popping oi es did a major gate-
crash. My ¢ lassmates were not
1mpresse(1 with this — they
were exchanging Thelonious
Monk EPs, Blue Note singles
and wine-stained Samuel
Beckett plays — I was this
‘mod jerlz’. I got in with them
somehow and started going to
folk clubs: Davey Graham,
]ohn Renbourn, girls with l)ig
jumpers and funny malze—up,
but I was also going down the
Loc™ every Monday. Monday
night at the Locarno Baﬂroom,
Streatham High Road: Tamla,
blucbeat, Shirley & Lee and
finaﬂy Jimmy Reed, John Lee
Hooker and Bo Di&dley. I
didn't feel inferior at school any
more, | could play ‘Pretty
Thing’ and I owned a
Telecaster. At this point I saw
ablack Les Paul at a junle shop
in Peckham for £25.00. I asked
my dad to lend me the money
— he said, “You've a]ready got
one guitar, how many can you
play at once?” I still miss that

Les Paul. My friends in the
S]naclows—type roup The
Swinging Penclu%ums didn't
seem to want to go much
further than the occasional
Beatles of Searchers cover, so
[ started checlzing the Melody
Maker classifieds in early 64
and turned up at an audition
at a scout ha]f in Kennington.
Some]ao&y wanted an r'n’b
uitarist and they got about a
Eun dred. The roup were dire
beyord belick. b

to me was this amusing fellow
called P]flihp Li’chman, later
Snaleefinger and now of course
sadly dead. He saicl, “OK,
you're better than me but I bet
you can't sing!”, and I said
“No". So we left the scout hut
and formed Juniors Blues.

Around this time [ left school

and went to work as a junior

ut next in line

reporter at the Croy&on
Advertiser. It was hell. [ wanted
to be Mucldy Waters and have
all these “women standing in
line” ; instead | was covering the
Women's Institute Donlzey
Der]oy for seven quicl a week,

and Juniors Blues had no gigs.

M apprenticeship in the folk
ant‘f’ jazz. clubs &uring school
&ays had alrea(ly set me down
the road to dope &epravfc and
['spenta lot of time in Atlantic
Road, Brixton scoring wee
and hash. At that time white
Loys who liked to smoke were
quite rare on the grouncl and
we were known genericaﬂy in
the West Indian scene as
‘Oxford Johns’. Somehow,
somel)o&y revealed that this
particular Oxford Jo]nn played
guitar and next [ knew I was in
a seven piece soul/bluebeat
group — the only Whitey —1

on't imagine we were very
goocl but 1 got a wonderful
musical education from it. Also
around this time I started

hanging around The Swing
Shop, drummer Dave Keuy’s
1egen(1ary jazz emporium — a
meeting place or all the
beatniks and jazz. and blues

weirdos of South London.
Dave Keuy worked there and
his sister Jo-Ann was often
there. I fell in love of course. 1

found a Crown album called
‘Singing The Blues’ l)y B.B.
ing an is orchestra.
Orchestra? What is this crap?
Blues isn't playe(l E
orchestras! That's Mantovani
and Joe Loss! They playecl me
about three seconds and 1 said
OK, I'll take it. I sat at home
forever learning those solos

note Ly note and | ]sought every

B.B. King album. 1 })ought
Freddie King, Albert King,
Clarence ‘Gatemouth’ Brown,
T-bone Walker. I found out
that if you tuned the Vox AC-
30 up full and rested the neck
of the Telecaster on top you got
infinite sustain and weir

harmonics. At some nowhere
gig a ]aig monster came up to
me and saicl, “wanna join a real
band? You're playing The
Twisted Wheel in Manchester
tomorrow nig}lt...” Goodhye
Croydon Advertiser. That was
The Rockhouse Band, a
wonderful adventure. We
backed a lot of my idols as they

J toured England, and I had a

fellow blues fan there: Keith

Tillman, one of my favourite
bass players and an extremely
eccentric person. [t all came to
tears though of course and
Keith and I formed Stones
Masonry, the first reall
authentic blues band 1 hacfr
Chris Youldon on horrifying
spine—chiﬂing vocals, and no
money.

So anyway, Keith and Chris

and 1 are Langing our heads
against a wall trying to be the
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most authentic blues band in Savoy Brown turned into a
Britain when Harry Simmons, psyche&elic group in
actua]ly Henry but later Harry, Charlottenlund. We got back to
asked me to join Savoy Brown. Englancl and told Harry that
I'm skint so [ say yes, Keith is his brother Kim (Simmons)
clisgustecl and accuses me of and Bryce, the other straight
seuing out. | actuaﬂy loved it member of the l)ancl, were out
but it only lasted ’cllrougll the and we got Chris (Youl(len)
first album. We fot a summer- back on vocals. And we needed

1ong residency in more ampliﬁcation to get the

Char]ottenlund, north of feedback.

Copenl'lagen. We shared a

house in the woods, a short We did a little tour of the West
walk down to the gig every Country which was cut short
night — LSD city! Harry the Ly being busted in Barnstaple
manager’s brother Kim and the Ly some terril)ly enthusiastic

singer Bryce (Portius) declined members of the local
to take the stu{'];, but the rest consta})ulary: the first ever (lrug
of us went out on 40 minute arrest in Devonshire history!

sychedelic jams with tons of Harry sacked all the (lruggies
Eeec”)aclz. Before all this imme(liately, got his brother
happened I had been at my back in and went on to make a
friend Pete Green's p]ace and lot of money. The roadie and 1
he said, “Hey Martin, we've got got busted for about a millionth
a pro]alem. Listen to this!” and of a grain of marijuana. By the
he playe(l me a cassette of Jimi time we came to trial, the top
Hendrix. “He just arrived in cop in charge of catching us
London a weck ago. We're in “vile criminals” had retired.
trouble here!” I t]—loug]nt , “time After the case (thirl:y nicker fine

to let loose...” and that's how each and a suspen(lecl sentence)

he said, “no hard feelings lads,

['ve got a puJo now - come and

ave a drink on me”. We just
happene(l to have a bottle of
]iqui(l LSD that we'd not put
onto blotters and it just
happene(l to fall into the ‘winter
warmer’ (punch) he had on the
bar. Hope you had fun! There
was enoug]rl there to kill an
army!

[ seemed to have racked up a
bit of creclﬂ)i]ity meanwhile, but
didn't havea jol). I'd been voted
No. 3,000,000’:1’1 best guitarist

.___r - -

]3y ‘Melocly Maker’. T used to
know Georgio Gomelsley, and
he told me he had this group
The Action who were re-
thin]eing their music and
wanted a guitarist. Wow! [
could be a pop star! [ reaﬂy was
quite daunted — they’d been
in the hit parade for chris'sakes
— I only p]ayecl 12-bars.
Weircuy though they liked me
and I learned to play pop and [
loved it. After a few gigs we were
somewhere up North and the

dressing room door burst open
and The Who march in. “Hello
1a&s, great show!” 1 thought,
“Oh my Lorcl, [ must be
famous now...”, but ac’cua]ly we
were too cleverdick for our own
audience. Those poor little
mods in their fur-trimmed
Parkas were not expecting The
Action to tell them the world
was going to end when a rogue
asteroid hit the Earth in a
couple of weeks because we
didn’t love each other. Or they
didn't want to hear a forty

minute version of ]ohn
Coltrane’s ‘India’. They wanted
‘Land Of A Thousand
Dances’, ‘Bal)y You've Got It’
etc. On reﬂection, may]se tl'ley
were right.

Anyway, we recorded a lot of
stuff, some with George Martin
at AIR — what a genius. He
sai(l, “that solo would sound
good recorded backwards.” 1
said, “olzay, let me go away for
about two years and I'll work
out how to do it backwards”.
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“No no,” he repliecl, “it goes
like this — “ and he just went
to the piano and playecl it note
for note in reverse. A salutary
experience.

Reggie ang was a great pop
singer anda great pop presence.
[ remember giving Roj) Stewart
a lift back to his mum's house
in Holloway with him ’celling
Reg how he was the best white-
laoy singer in the world; but he
was alrea&y on his way out of
The Action. I think the final
crunch came on the way back
to London from somewhere far
away. We stoppecl in a
motorway cafe, Reg decided he
didn’t want to eat with the ple]as
and tried to take his egg ‘n’
clrips back to the van. The
checkout girl said, “that’s not
allowecl, you've got to eat it
inside” and Reg brandished his
white plastic knife in her face
and said “I'm leaving, OK?".
Next minute he was locked up
and we had to wait until
morning to bail him out. This
was not cool — we were peace
‘n’ love llippies, and lucleing

tired to boot. Exit Reg. Where
was he when punlz l'lappene(l?

Reg later made a solo album
with Migllty Ba]ay ona couple
of tracks. Reg was one of the
great singers. | don't really
know what l’lappened. to l—rim;
he had an accident and fell
down stairs , but as far as [ know
he's still alive. Mick Taylor was
on some of the tracks as well.
When Brian Jones left the
Stones, tl1ey asked Alexis
Korner to suggest people and
mine was one ot the names put
forward. This got printe& in
The Evening Standard and
everyone descended on my
parents’ place, because the only
way tlley could reach me was
’cllrougll my Musicians” Union
car(l, and that had my parents’
address printe(l on it. All these
journalists turned up at my
parents’ place and asked to
speak to Martin Stone. “He
(lfoesn’t live here” “Oh, do you
know him?” “Yes, he's my son”

“Where does he live” “Don’t

lenow, what's all this about?”
“Well, he's going to join The
Rolling Stones...." —a few
(lays later 1 pl’lone(l my
mum and she sai(l, “This
can’t be true , what a terrible
story!”. She tllougl'lt it was
the most sllocleing tlling in
the worl&, the most awful
tlling that had ever
ha penecl to me. Actually,
it Eicln’t llappen — I never
went to the audition. I did
play with Brian, but it came
to nouglﬁ.

We [Tl’le Action]
sup orted The Byrcls at
Middle Earth just when tlley
were on the verge of going
country. | remember Richard
Tl’lompson was laaclestage,
mouth lranging open. | was

llooleecl, [ wanted to b

country and western musician.

e a

Fuck op music! So we
cllangej) our name to Migllty
Bal)y and eventually we turned
country rocle, altllougll not
really enougll for my tastes.
That single ‘Devil's Wl'lisper’
was largely what [ wanted to do ,
but that was at the end of
Migllty Bal)y. [ remember
going to see the Flying Burrito
Bro’cllers, all of us, we all went
to the Lyceum. Tiny amplil:iers
groupecl in the middle of a lluge
stage, Gram Parsons and Chris

Hillman Wllining away. |

tllougllt I'll never be Mu(l(ly
Waters, but I bet I could whine
like that if T really tried. Also
we all turned Muslim, except
for Bam King, and that killed
Migll’cy Ba]ay really. We
couldn’t just turn up at a gig
where everyone's swigging
Newcastle Brown. We weren't
saying “You're going to
Hell....” or anytlring: it just
seemed like a world that was
not relative to what we decided
we were interested in, and so

hence end of Migl'lty Ba]ay‘

[ felt that Migllty Bal)y never
really got it in the studio. We
were essentially a live band,
which is wlly we were called ‘the

Englisl'l Grateful Dead’. That

was the whole essence of it, if

it llappene(l on the nigllt then

we were l)rilliant, otherwise we

were not so brilliant. It was
erratic. Not to say we didn't
rehearse or that ’cllings weren 't
worked out, but we did tend to
go for the loose Grateful Dead
s’cyle. Personally, [ listened to a
lot of the West Coast music.
The guitarists who influenced
tllougll me were the blues
players, and then when I

iscovered country music [
listened to a lot of steel guitar
Flayers and tried to play their

ines on an ordinary guitar. |

loved Amos Garrett the first
time I heard him. The best
Englislq guitarist is Jeﬁ Beck,
not only ishea great technician
but he’s got tremendous
sul)tlety, humour and rnelO(ly.
Jimmy Page is alrigllt. Richard
Treece from Help Yourself is a
great guitar layer, altl'lougll I
haven't llearcF him for years and
years. Richard Tllompson’s the
only British guitarist ['m in
awe of apart from Beck thouglj;
a great, great guitar player.

[ suppose that ‘Day Of The
Soup’ LP that's announced in
the Bath Festival programme
must've been the Glastonl)ury
Fayre live tlling. There's four
and a half hours of that stuff
which never got mixed down.
[t wasn't very well recorcle(l, but
that's what that was gonna be
— akind of distillation of some
tremen(lously sell:-in(lulgent

stuff. [Sixteen minutes’ worth
of ’cllis, a number entitled ‘A
Blanket In My Muesli’, appears
on the ‘Glas’conloury Fayre’
triple on Revelation].

We were very prolilic. We lived
togetller most of the time, most
of the music was not me and
most of the lyrics were me.
Most of the melodies came
from Bam and lan and [ wrote
all the words. Tlley have a kind
of periocl charm. The songs
that turned up on the CD re-
release of the first Miglj’cy Ba]ay
album were demos for a
projecte(l allaum, tl'rey were
never meant to be released.
Altllouglj I can listen to them
now, we could’'ve done them
better. And of course Mox is
on some of them. He was a
l:igure around Lonclon, a wild
Scotsman with enormously
long hair who playecl
harmonica. He liked us and we
a(lopte(l lu'rn, took him on tour.
He now lives in France, I see
him from time to time. He's
become a very fine singer and
Guy
Stevens: what can | say about
Guy Stevens? A wonderful
person! | think the best tlling
was when we turned up at the
studio and lan Whiteman has
got this little case and Guy says
“what's that tllen?”, lan said
“it’s a flute” and Guy said “I
don't record flutes”! He was a
rock ‘n’ roller, he did not

player.

harmonica
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understand flutes or care about
them or want to record them.
I t]rlough’c that was won(lerful,
not that I dislike flutes it must
be said but I did understand his
perspective on that, y’lenow?
The last ’ching [ heard of Ian
Whiteman he was narrating a
programme on BBC2 about
some Muslim city. Bam of
course never became a Muslim
and I was the errant one who
decided to leave it, but the other
three members of Migl'lty Ba]gy
are still Muslims as far as |
know. They made that
Habil)iyya LP [‘H: Man But
Knew', Island Records
HELP7, 1972], that was
wonderful music, and T loved
the things ’chey did with
Richard Thompson [a tour in
7], who was at the time a
Muslim too of course.

Bam King: 'm a huge fan of
Bam, it was LasicaHy Bam and
lan who sang in Mighty Bal)y.
Bam has a very high, sweet
voice — very high register, a
beautiful voice and to my mind
one of the best r]rly’chm
guitarists. [t's a lead guitarist’s
dream to have a rhythm
guitarist who has no ego. That's
a]aso]utely wonderful, y’lenow?
[Bam King went on to the band

L.

ACE , and was also Lrieﬂy ina
group with Reg King called Clat
Thyger circa. 1972]

So anyway, Mighty Bal)y is
knocked on the head Ly
religion, ['m painting houses
for a iving and supporting a

houseful of Sufis. Snaleefinger
(Phil Lithman) came back
from California after his first
stint with The Residents and
moved into a house down the
road from me with my brother

Nigel. [ started to sneak over {

there to have some {‘un, playing
Tampa Red songs, Willie
Nelson songs — (lope smoleing
stric’cly not allowed. So one (lay,
fed up with })eing a hypocrite,
[ say I'm quitting all this: let's
start a group. That was the start
of Chilli Willi and the Red Hot
Peppers. At first we were very
‘down home’, Phil on cheap
acoustic guitar. He never
learned to })uy a serious guitar
actually, even when he was rich
he Loug]nt a $40 guitar! So he
had a shit guitar and a clapped
out violin and I was playing
dobro and mandolin. I think
our first gig was supporting

Help YOHI‘SG]{, I

remem})er w]rlere it was.

,
can t

Somewhere at the top of
Fulham High Road. We're

(loing an extremely
chaotic and wunder-
producecl record for
Revelation Records, who
did the triple Glaston})ury
album — now wort
fucleing fortune. The
Brinsleys were on a couple
of tracks, which gave it
enough puslq to make us
decide to go rock ‘n" roll,
so we recruited Pete
Thomas and Paul leey as
a rhy’chm section and
Diceman Baﬂey on every
instrument and we were
in business. The world's
first crappy English

western swing orchestra!

We got ourselves Jalee
L Riviera as a roadie, and
y one n1ght as we were
leav1ng Southampton a
pollce car overtalf
]alze throws a beer can
bouncing off the police car’s
roof and the cops carry on as if
nothing has happenecl. “Hey
]acleo, 'you wanna be
promoted to manager?”. [t was
then that we started cloing good
— we didn’t go straight to
stadium level, or even ballroom
level, but we played. every pul)
in Britain a million times an
the music press loved us. The
cecond Chilli Willi album
[‘Bongos Over Baﬂqam] was
one in two parts. We got Mike
Nesmith over as proclucer
‘cause we were fans of his as a
Monkee and his solo elpees.
That was the studio stuﬁ, and
that was a difficult time for us
all — including Mr. Nesmith
[ imagine. He turned out to be
a fervent Christian Science
believer, had a Bible on the
mixing desk and was generauy
the
humourless producer we'd ever

(]P We took Ronnie
Lane’s mobile down to ]a]ee’s
girlfrien(].ys farm in Cornwall
and recorded in the cowshed.
We had Ron Nevison, who
worked on ‘Pet Sounds’, as
engineer/prod.ucer with Ja]ee

most po-tace an

encountere

overseeing. That was a lot more we

n.

Jalze’s next plan was ‘The
Naughty Rl’lythms Tour’, a
reconstruction of the pop /
r'n’b pacleage tours of the 50s
and 60s: Dr.

Kolzomo,

a Feelgood and us taleing turns

at headlining. It quiclely
became apparent that the
Feelgoo&s ought to top every
night; the Willies were too
diverse, Kokomo were too disco
and the Feelgoo&s were too
good. We carried on for a bit
after tha’c, playing too many
forgetta]ale gigs, getting too
tired and irritable and finaﬂy
one stupid night we decided to
break up. Along the way we did
a few good things: playe(l with
Keith Richards and Friends for
two nights at the Kilburn
State, toured with T. Rex, got
called the best group a few
times in the papers and I even
got voted equal seventh best
guitarist in the world along with
George Harrison in the Melody
Maker poll. We also reformed
for one gig in the mid 80s and
at that point recorded two
tracles, so there are two
unreleased Chilli Willi tracks of
a much later date: ‘Streets of
Baltimore’ and a Doug
Kershaw tune, ‘Mama And
Papa Had Love'.

After we broke up, Phil went
back to America to be a
Resident. They couldn’t play,
apart from Philip, but they
were terri]aly nice people. Tl’ley
always had these eyel)all heads
on so no-one knew what they
looked like, and when they
came to England they went to
stay with Pl’lilip’s mum in
Streatham. I met him down at
the pu]3 opposite Streatham
Common with all these blokes
who were ac’cuauy The
Residents (Wi’chout the
eye}JaHs). These 1egenc1ary

: ordinary, ordinary
E]olees Jalee worked with the
Feelgoods and then founded
Stiff Records. Paul Bass joinecl
Roogala’cor, Diceman invented
the world's Liggest magnet —
done Diceman! — and I
became a rare book seller. Then

| joinecl the Pink Fairies. [ got
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a phone call from Boss
Goodman, their manager and

an old friend. “Heuo, Martin.
We've just had an incre(lil)ly
weird idea — don't say no rig]rlt
away, think about it for a few

(lays. How'd you like to be a

Pink Fairy?” One second’s
thought, and “When do we
start?” [ was so please(]. to don
the black leather jaclzet and
shades! After that I had funny
little play’cime groups: Paul
Bass, Biﬂy Rankin (Eom the
Brinsleys), Bob Hall, Chris
Youlden. It was }Jasically blues.
We'd be playing off the back of
Leing “ex-Chilli Willi" ete, we
got fairly goo& gigs. [ remember
playing with the 101ers and
met Joe Strummer, a bit later
Igota call from him saying he
was gonna kill the 101ers and
start a new group, which
became The Clash of course,
and he asked me to join. So
for a couple of months
became a 101er, until we ran
out of gigs and The Clash were
rea(ly to go. After that I
though’c that's reaﬂy it, now ['m
gonna be a book dealer ‘cause
I'm a book collector and that's
a compulsive occupation, just
like playing guitar is.

‘White Céappe]] — Scarlet
Tracings’, the character
Nicholas Lane is a pseua/on 1y
tor Martin Stone/: | met lain
after I stoppecl })eing a rock ‘n’
roll musician and became a
book dealer. I was 1iving in
Bucleinghamshire, and after a
while T turned up at a book
market in Islington and the
stall was next to lain Sinclair’s.
We became great friends.
Basica]ly we were up against the
world: not book (lealers, but
fake book dealers! We both had
other things behind us, so we
had a tremendous a{:finity. We
ha(l this mutual/ mystical 1ove
of the East End of Lonclon, at
that time rather unstructure(l,
althougl'l lain has now put
some definition to it. We were
both book dealers l)y default. I
still deal in books — love it —
you never lose it once you've

got it, it's something you can
do forever.

[ did a few ’c}ungs after that, a
]ohnny Copeland tour, 1]1y
Boy Arnolﬁ) Albert Colli ins;
then I went to France. | got
very ill and went to France to
escape illness. Let's just say |

ended up with a busted book
]ausiness, half a stomach, half

a nose and an imperfect
memory. ['m finished with
cocaine now though.

So I go to France, and I
should've thought that was the
en(l, but I gota call from Larry
Wallis and he sai(l, “there’s
someone else 1iving in France
that you ought to get in touch
with”. It was Whreckless Eric.
Sol finaﬂy decided to call him,
but I was very rusty, you gotta
understand that, but I started
to play with Eric and we made

[ a Christmas record together

and toured. So Eric })asicaﬂy
Lrought me back into it. That
stopped eventuaﬂy, Eric had a
tour of America and couldn’t
afford to take me with him, and
I met this guy, a Louisiana
white—]aoy blues man, and we

found a beautiful violin player
and formed Almost Presley We

/[11 Jain Sznc/azrs 141‘51‘ nove/ had a French rhy’chm section.

Then I started this group called
The Tallahassie Rent Boys, |
stole the rhythm section of
Almost Presley and got Eric as
the rhythm guitar player, we
were (loing that and then Eric
had to go on tour for three
months. So now I've got this
new thing , I've become a singer
and it's the best thing ['ve ever
done in my life! We've been

laying in Paris, very rarely, and
Eave made an album in
America. We're called The
Homewreckers. Apparently
there's some group in
California  called  The
Homewreckers who've
hope{‘uﬂy broken up })y now, in
which case we'll be The Happy
Homewreckers. In terms of
writing and composing ['ve
learned to be very much the
businessman: I clock in at

10:00 o'clock in the morning

and try to turn that song into
some’c}ling that isn't crap. |
thinkit's a ’cerrifying experience
]seing on stage, but much less
terrifying than recording. ['ve
never enjoye(l that because it's
so permanent. | go to jelly in
the studio. Not this last time
though, that was just
wonderful. I'm happier with
this record than any’ching ['ve

ever clone .

Martin Stone was in z‘erviewea&
rather more eXperf]y than is
evidenced from this ramé/fng
ea/iz‘jng ]'05, éy Dr. BRIAN
HINTON.
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