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			Foreword

			When I was first asked to write this foreword, I must admit I was a little intimidated. Not because of the subject matter itself, but because I assumed that it would be just as hard for me to discuss The Bee Gees on an impersonal level as to attempt the opposite. I then had an epiphany of sorts: it turns out I do it all the time. I reference them often when I’m producing or engineering a record for someone, working on my own material, or even when I’m teaching a class on the music business, songwriting, or production.

			The Brothers Gibb are naturally ingrained in me, but not specifically as family. I’ve realised that I’ve always been able to separate the music and the talent from my personal relationships. I judge their achievements for what they are. This is important because I feel that’s what every musician, performer, producer, and especially songwriter, should do. I’m often asked – usually because I am related – how The Bee Gees have influenced me. My response is always, ‘How are they not influencing you? And if they’re not, then you need to start listening’. Of course, I’d be lying if I said there weren’t personal exceptions. Losing my uncle Andy and the music his brothers wrote relating to that, will touch me forever. There are certain songs that connect to my parents’ divorce, and naturally, many others that occurred at pivotal moments in my life. My dad playing me ‘Nights On Broadway’ is one of my earliest memories, and I have a humorous virginity story related to ‘You Win Again’ that I won’t share here. I could go on and on.

			Don’t get me wrong – as someone who chose a career as a musician, songwriter, and producer, I did have the luxury of a front row seat to not just some of the best recordings of all time, but the opportunity to discuss those elements with many of the people involved. Of course, that includes the Gibb brothers themselves, each with their individual perspectives – and legends and great minds such as Arif Mardin, Albhy Galuten, Brian Tench, Femi Jiya, and so many others over the years. Another question I often get is ‘How do you live up to your family?’. The teenage ‘artist’ in me definitely felt like I was in their shadow, but the adult answer is ‘You don’t’ or ‘You can’t’. The truth is, nobody can live up to them. The Bee Gees are a truly unique phenomenon.

			There are no other artists in history that have achieved what they accomplished. Not only because of their history of decades working together, but also because they were the first to achieve so many milestones. At the height of their career, when many or all of their hugely successful predecessors or peers had either broken up or faded away – for example, The Beatles or Elvis Presley – they went on to become the biggest artists of a generation. They broke world records, including the greatest number of songs in the top ten at one time; the number of weeks on a top ten singles chart; and, of course, the biggest-selling album of all time until it was surpassed by Michael Jackson’s Thriller a few years later: itself a record that might not have existed without the impact the Gibb brothers had on pop culture.

			The obvious downside of being the first to achieve something, is that there was no rule book. It meant they were also the first artists to experience a public backlash for their success. Sadly, in my opinion, they were unfairly labelled as the face of ‘disco’: a genre I personally believe they weren’t even a part of. That ‘rule book’ they were never given ended up becoming the one they inadvertently wrote. It served as a road map for so many other artists in the years to follow, including myself – the knowledge that things can turn on a dime. Understandably, being the first to experience something like this, the brothers were hurt – professionally, artistically and personally.

			Nonetheless, where others might have disbanded or quit entirely, The Bee Gees persevered and endured – and as they had before, they reinvented themselves. They wrote and produced countless hits for other artists and then regrouped as performers, only to have more and more success in the decades to follow. If my father and my uncle Maurice were still alive today, there would without a doubt be new Bee Gees records still being released. Regardless of that, to this day – and depending on the chart or list you’re looking at – you can often see them listed as the most successful songwriters of all time. I believe that is the achievement and legacy they would care about the most. Their songs are still being covered or re-released, documentaries are being made, and movies are in the works.

			This book – the first of a forthcoming series – is important for so many reasons, and I’ll name a few. I feel others will hit you as you read. One is that it needed to be written and should probably have been written a long time ago. To reference my earlier point, there are no other artists in modern history to have written and recorded together over multiple decades, so breaking that down doesn’t just deserve to be documented – it is vital.

			Another – and this is me being a little ‘nerdy’ as an engineer/producer – is that this book breaks down every record, track by track, with backstory and details from a time when studio technology was changing almost daily. Producers, artists, and engineers were striving tirelessly every day to come up with new sounds and new standards. Who better to follow than the career of these brothers and the teams in which they worked? They were present at the infancy of modern recording and were a part of the innovations that took us into the digital age; perfectionists who achieved that goal of discovering and changing sounds. 

			I once witnessed a session where my uncle Barry was producing a vocal part my father was singing. It sounded flawless to me, but Barry wasn’t happy. He made Robin do it again, and honestly, I couldn’t tell the difference, but Barry was ultimately satisfied. They then swapped roles, and Robin began supervising Barry’s performance. Identical story. Those brothers understood things about each other, heard things in each other, and drove each other in a way that’s probably impossible for most people to understand – all of this from three brothers who couldn’t read or write music but instead relied on gut feeling, intuition, and passion. 

			My last point is that this book gives an insight into the brothers’ process and so much more. It’s something that will appeal to multiple audiences. If you’re interested in recording and the history behind it, you’ll learn something. If you’re interested in music history in general, you’ll learn something. If you were already a Bee Gees fan and thought you knew a lot, then I guarantee there are many things you’ll discover – maybe even something about a closet favorite song of yours that wasn’t a huge hit. Finally, if you weren’t a fan to begin with, or didn’t know too much about the history, then I believe there’s even more of a reason to read. I promise it will make you want to listen.

			When I was initially asked to write this, the premise was for a single book from the authors that would cover the entirety of The Bee Gees’ career. Since then, it’s evolved into multiple volumes that will cover different eras, which in my mind, is absolutely the right decision considering everything I have previously mentioned. The career of these brothers is so unique, long and extraordinary, that a single book or documentary couldn’t do it complete justice. Once I found out there would be a book series, I went back to rewrite this and tailor it for this specific volume. Other than the addition of this paragraph, I decided not to. While some of what I wrote is not related to The Bee Gees’ 1960s era, I believe it serves as an introduction to the series and who they were as artists and professionals, regardless of the decade. Because I was not alive for this period of their career and have no fly-on-the-wall experience of it, I can appreciate this era through stories that have been passed down to me, but mostly as just a music lover and audio geek witnessing music history unfold just by listening. 

			This was the beginning of a decades-long career covering revolutions in recording technology; a time when managers and labels nurtured and developed talent because they had nothing to lose; dramatic shifts in how radio and promotion, in general, were handled; the early days of artists being able to write for themselves as well as other people; the ups and downs of being a family while dealing with fame and success for the first time – an incredible insight into not only what was the dawn of the modern music industry, but also a pivotal understanding of the dynamics and evolution of these three brothers and what The Bee Gees ultimately became.

			The three authors that have come together to create this project have left no stone unturned. In addition to getting to the bottom of all the information they could about these tracks, sessions and albums spanning multiple decades, they’ve also created a narrative that will make you feel closer to The Bee Gees and undoubtedly have a new perspective on the music, the story, and the legacy. I may have been intimidated to write this at first, but I sign off being proud to have been asked.

			Spencer Gibb

			(Yep, my dad was Robin fuckin’ Gibb)

			Austin, Texas, USA

			May 2021

		

		
			I first met Barry, Robin, and Maurice Gibb in 1964 on the set of the popular Australian TV show Sing, Sing, Sing, which was hosted by legendary Australian rocker Johnny O’Keefe. I was there with my band Billy Thorpe & The Aztecs, and together with the Gibbs and JO’K, we performed The Beatles’ arrangement of ‘Money (That’s What I Want)’. It was amazing to hear Beatlesque harmonies coming out of the mouths of such young people. They were very friendly and funny, doing and saying silly things, but also driven and determined to be successful in the music business. Little did I know then that I’d eventually get to know them much better.

			In late 1966, despite having had big hits on the Australian music charts with Billy Thorpe & The Aztecs (in addition to several releases of my own), I left Australia for the UK, where all the music that was turning me on was coming from. I wanted to be where The Yardbirds, The Pretty Things, The Rolling Stones, The Beatles, The Animals, John Mayall’s Bluesbreakers, Them, and others were happening.

			Shortly after I arrived in London, I was happy to find that my friends, Australian rock group The Easybeats, were in town. I was able to track them down and they told me that the Gibb brothers had just arrived in London, and they had a phone number for them. I called and spoke with Maurice, who told me that they’d just been signed to a contract with a guy called Robert Stigwood at Brian Epstein’s NEMS Enterprises, and they were going to be recording in a few days’ time. He then asked me if I would come and play guitar during the session. I, of course, said ‘Yes’. What I didn’t tell him, was that I had no guitar, as I had sold mine to help pay the fare to London. Fortunately, Harry Vanda of The Easybeats graciously helped me out and lent me his cherished Gibson guitar.

			The address Maurice had given me was in the centre of London, at what turned out to be a world-class recording studio called IBC, where it was great to see the Gibbs again; there was so much to talk about. They told me about ‘Spicks And Specks’, which was released just as they were leaving Oz and that it was getting a lot of airplay. It was really good to reconnect with the guys. I also met drummer Colin Petersen for the first time at this session. Colin had played in a popular band in Australia called Steve & The Board, but we’d never crossed paths. He’d also been a child film star, starring in the title role in the movie Smiley. He was a great drummer, the perfect man for the job. That night at IBC, the five of us recorded ‘New York Mining Disaster 1941’, which would become an international hit when released only a month later. That night completely changed my life. The next day, I went out and bought a new guitar and returned Harry’s Gibson.

			At first, I was paid as a session musician, as there were contractual issues that needed to be dealt with, so I missed the group’s first photo and video sessions. But a very short time later, I became an official member of The Bee Gees. We always had a great time in the studio. There was lots of laughter, good vibes and excitement. We would try out many ideas, try different instrumentation – one had to tear the Mellotron away from Maurice – and we each had the freedom to play what we wanted, with all of us having input in the song arrangements and recording production. The songs that the brothers were writing were unique – songs such as ‘Lemons Never Forget’, ‘Indian Gin And Whisky Dry’, ‘The Earnest Of Being George’, and of course all the singles: ‘Words’, ‘To Love Somebody’ and ‘I Started A Joke’, to name just a few. We must not forget Bill Shepherd. Bill was the man that wrote all the orchestrations, which I thought were tremendous. ‘Less is more’ was his approach. It’s so fantastic that the chemistry between this group of people created songs that are remembered and still appreciated over fifty years later.

			Less than two years on, unfortunately, the non-stop whirlwind of constant travel, concert tours, recording sessions, TV and radio appearances, photoshoots, press interviews and business meetings caught up with us. By that time, the immediate and enormous success had taken a mental and physical toll on everyone – it really was ‘such a shame’. I felt, for my own health and well-being, that I had to leave the group. Robin quit a few months after, with the remaining three disintegrating later in 1969. The Gibb brothers reunited as a trio in 1970, by which time I had formed Fanny Adams and signed to MCA Records.

			Sadly, Robin and Maurice are no longer with us, but their memories live on. I’m proud to say that Barry and Colin remain friends of mine to this day. All the many things we accomplished during those two incredible years of my life are included in this fantastic book. I sincerely hope you enjoy reading about those years as much as I enjoyed living them.

			Vince Melouney

			Somerset, England

			May 2021

		

		
			Prologue

			The Bee Gees’ musical reach now extends across more than 60 years and a multitude of generations. Their influence and identity are contextual depending on when listeners happened to discover them. For some, they were the very definition of 1970s culture, rising to stratospheric fame on the shoulders of their contributions to the Saturday Night Fever soundtrack. Others unearthed their lengthy catalogue in the 1980s and 1990s when the group had already been declared industry icons as consummate contemporary pop singers, songwriters, and producers. 

			Before they mastered their crafts as performers, songwriters, and recording artists, The Bee Gees spent a decade climbing their way out of their commonplace working-class upbringing in Britain to forge a path for themselves as career songwriters and musicians. This volume will tell the story of the Brothers Gibb in the 1960s – a decade they began as fledgling performers and ended rather painfully disassembled as colleagues and family members. In between, they rose from obscurity to find bona fide success as internationally recognised artists. It’s a fascinating chapter in The Bee Gees’ story, and the music that evolved from it is equally compelling. 

			However, exploring the group’s 1960s legacy requires a few backward steps to unearth their family roots: beginning with Hugh Leslie Gibb, the family patriarch, born 15 January 1916. He was considered an ‘oddball’ in his family. ‘I liked music, and the attitude was that it would never do you any good’, he recalled of his aspirations. ‘The main theme then was to go to work, have a steady job, and bring your wages home every weekend. To deviate from that wasn’t right in their eyes. To be a musician was like the old days, you know, when they were considered vagabonds, and that’s all I ever wanted to do’. Much to the chagrin of his conservative parents, Hugh sought work as a drummer. While in his early twenties, he eventually gained enough experience and credibility to build and lead his own band. By 1940, The Hughie Gibb Orchestra was well-known on the circuit of Mecca ballrooms, playing mainly in the north of England and Scotland. 

			Hugh’s work also led him to his future bride, Barbara May Pass (born 17 November 1920), at the Stretford Trades & Labour Club in 1941. It was a match made in big-band heaven. Barbara was an occasional vocalist who happened upon Hugh’s gig on a night off. Mr. Gibb was entranced to the point that he left the stage to dance with her during their performance. After a courtship of three years, they married at St. Matthew’s Church in Stretford on 27 May 1944. 

			Their first child, and only daughter, Lesley Barbara, was born on 12 January 1945. Hugh’s work took the young family to Scotland, where they lived for a short while before returning to Manchester at the end of World War II. From there, the family moved to the Isle of Man – a small enclave in the Irish Sea – after Hugh was offered steady stints at the Douglas Bay, Alexandra, and Glen Helen Hotels on the island. 

			Hugh and Barbara’s first son, Barry, was born at 8:45 a.m. on 1 September 1946 at the Jane Crookall Maternity Home in Douglas, the island’s capital. Christened Barry Alan Crompton Gibb, the first of his middle names, was in honour of Hugh’s youngest brother, who died on 14 February 1929 of pneumonia, aged just ten months. The second was in honour of the Gibbs’ purported famous ancestor, Sir Samuel Crompton, who had invented the spinning mule in Lancashire in 1779. 

			Robin Hugh Gibb came into the world at 3:15 a.m., and his fraternal twin, Maurice Ernest Gibb, debuted twenty minutes later, on 22 December 1949, at the Jane Crookall Maternity Home. 

			Although the brothers would later recall their formative years on the Isle of Man with great clarity and fondness, that period was tumultuous for the family. The availability of work for Hugh’s band on the small island proved to be inconsistent. As a holiday destination during the summer months, it was a hive of activity, with mainlanders seeking a break from post-World War II recovery. However, during the winter months, tourists were exceptionally scarce. Even though Hugh was prepared to turn his hand to anything – working on board the local tourist ferry, The Thistle, which went from one end of Douglas Bay to the other; nursing at the local mental hospital; selling insurance; and delivering bread – the family’s fortunes would fluctuate wildly at times. After nine years as Manx residents, the Gibbs – now numbering six – returned to Manchester in 1955 in search of better opportunities. 

			Shortly after, the children were all enrolled at Oswald Road School: Lesley and Barry (recorded as ‘Barrie’ in the admissions register) in the Junior School on 5 September, and Robin and Maurice in the Infant School on the same date. Barry recalled having ‘a very bad experience at school’, evoking a memory of a teacher who he felt was ‘particularly unkind to children’ as the reason for dodging school and being chased by the truant officer, who would, on occasion, come knocking on the Gibb family’s door. Conversely, Robin recalled his days at Oswald Road School quite differently: ‘I enjoyed my time at Oswald Road. It was the first school where I made really good friends’. 

			Living in a semidetached house at 51 Keppel Road in the middle-class south-Manchester suburb of Chorlton-cum-Hardy, the Gibb family was still struggling to make ends meet. Hugh was working two jobs, while Barbara also worked part-time. However, life for the Gibb children was one of fun, exploration, and occasionally, mischief. Barry: 

			We were street kids. Our parents had no control over us. I had a great fear of the law, which you did have in those times, but I was also very rebellious. Life on the street became more fun, and we wouldn’t come home until eleven or twelve at night, because in the summers, it didn’t get dark until eleven o’clock at night, so kids around my age didn’t go home. We’d be on the streets every night.

			Robin was disarmingly candid with his recollections: ‘I was a little swine actually. I didn’t know it at the time, but I look back now and I know I was. For the things I did, they put kids in reform school. I was the same as Barry; we used to go and set fire to golf courses and things like that. We never did anything that could have harmed people, but we did a lot of damage to open land. We were very young and came from the kind of area where we weren’t the only kids like that. My best friend, who lived down the road from us in Northen Grove in Manchester in ‘57, went with us. We used to go into houses that had been vacated and do a lot of wrecking. My friend was found the following day walking down the road and was picked up and sent to reform school because he’d had a previous record. Barry and I went to court, and we were put on probation’.

			Maurice, however, always made it clear that his elder brothers’ problems with the police did not involve him: ‘I was the goody-goody really. I never got into any bother. Once, I stole a bottle of orange juice at the store, but I got caught. It was the first and last time I ever nicked anything’.

			Abandoned car wrecks and advertising billboards were all fair game to the boys. But Hugh and Barbara’s blissful ignorance of their sons’ activities came to a sudden end when the local police came knocking, citing Robin as the culprit who had burned down a shed at the back of a butcher’s shop. With threats of being sent to reform school, the brothers’ well-documented activities as junior arsonists, were no more.

			Thankfully, Barry, Robin, and Maurice’s attention turned to other less-destructive hobbies, at least for now, and their parents’ adoration of music began to surface in their young sons. 

			As far as anyone knows, the origin of The Bee Gees’ prodigious singing can be traced back to one of 51 Keppel Road’s bedrooms. Barbara arrived home one day (although sometimes Hugh would appropriate the story) to competing noises from their television set being watched by her father-in-law, Hugh Gibb Sr., and what she thought were singing voices playing on a radio elsewhere in the house. ‘We used to bring Hugh’s father over to our place to watch the cricket’, she remembered. Asking if Hugh Sr. wanted her to turn the radio off, he nonchalantly replied that the voices weren’t coming from a radio but from his grandsons and further revealed that it wasn’t the first time he’d heard them singing. A mystified Barbara went into the bedroom and, sure enough, she discovered nine-year-old Barry with six-year-old Robin and Maurice, sitting on the bed harmonising effortlessly. Robin mused later that ‘Our father Hugh was a band leader, and he played the piano and the drums brilliantly. Neither of our parents were aware that we could sing in harmony’.

			Barry remembered vividly the day the three brothers discovered their gift: ‘The three harmonies, as such, was a beautiful sound. We wanted to do that; we started finding out what harmonies were. It was all instinctive. It wasn’t a matter of looking at music or learning in school, though you did sing in assembly’. Singing together was more than just good fun, even at this young age. As Robin theorised, ‘It was a bonding experience learning harmonies and practising in the echoed surrounds of the gents’ lavatories in department stores, and even up sewerage pipes – anywhere the acoustics were good’.

			To assist in the music-making, or perhaps to imitate Elvis Presley, Barry tried his hand at crafting a guitar from the bottom of an old cheese barrel: nailing a piece of wood to make a neck and using household fuse wire as strings. 

			Observing all this, compelled Hugh and Barbara to give Barry his first guitar for his ninth Christmas, in 1955. Guitar lessons from a neighbour – a British soldier recently returned to Manchester after being stationed in Hawaii – quickly followed. He showed his eager student chords that he’d learned there. He used an unconventional tuning often referred to as Hawaiian slack-key guitar or lap steel guitar tuning. To this day, Barry has always favoured the open-D tuning (i.e. D-A-D-F#-A-D). When Maurice later learnt the guitar, his traditional tuning against Barry’s method would produce a unique and rich tonal contrast when they’d play on stage and in the studio. 

			The brothers continued to sing and experiment while the twins used homemade instruments or toy guitars next to Barry’s real one. Soon, their new musical diversion included their neighbourhood friends Kenny Horrocks (who lived across at 50 Keppel Road) and Paul Frost, who joined them on drums and tea-chest bass. Using older sister Lesley’s and their parents’ records as their guide, the group – which they decided to call The Rattlesnakes – continued to practice their repertoire in the cellar of Frost’s house, with the drum kit he’d received in 1956 as a Christmas present, as the centrepiece. 

			Common to many British cinemas at the time, was spotlighting local children, who would go on stage between the day’s films and mime current pop hits. Chorlton-cum-Hardy’s Gaumont Theatre, located near Manchester Road and Nicholas Road, was about 200 yards from the Gibbs’ house on Keppel Road. On the morning of Saturday 28 December 1957, The Rattlesnakes decided they would try their hand at performing ‘live’ in front of an audience and made the quick trek downtown. 

			The boys planned to mime to a record: a Christmas present Hugh and Barbara had given to the brothers’ elder sister Lesley. Over the years there have been different recollections from the brothers of what the actual record was – Barry insisted it was Paul Anka’s ‘I Love You Baby’ for a period, but in a 1968 interview, he remembered it as The Everly Brothers’ ‘Wake Up Little Susie’. Memories of who actually dropped and broke the fragile 78-rpm shellac record on the street corner opposite the cinema, nearly thwarting their debut, have also fluctuated over the years. However, the prevailing consensus now seems to be that it was Maurice. Unperturbed, the five boys took the setback in their stride and performed the song themselves, unaccompanied. 

			Recalling their performance as ‘awful’, the band did, at least, receive a shilling each from the theatre manager and were told to come back the following week. Barry would recall that for the next performance, they were more organised: the three brothers singing, with their two friends making choreographed moves while clapping their hands. They also expanded their repertoire, adding ‘Lollipop’ (The Mudlarks), ‘That’ll Be the Day’ (The Crickets) and ‘(Who Wrote) The Book of Love’ (The Monotones). These two performances were followed over the next few months of 1958 by similar shows at the Odeon Cinema on Withington Road in Whalley Range, and the Palatine Picture House on Palatine Road in Withington. 

			However, The Rattlesnakes would be a fleeting phenomenon, disbanding a short time later with the departure of Horrocks and Frost. The three Gibbs adopted a new name – Wee Johnny Hayes & The Blue Cats, with Barry assuming the Wee Johnny Hayes stage persona.

			Barry began to write his own songs with his guitar around this time. ‘Turtle Dove’ was the first of what would eventually become hundreds of Barry Gibb-penned original compositions. Today, he can only recall the title. 

			With Barry’s acoustic guitar in hand, the three Gibb boys became quite a common sight around Manchester, in cinemas and even on street corners, harmonising on songs like ‘Lollipop’. Hugh now began to recognise his sons’ potential and assisted where he could. One of these opportunities was the Russell Club in the nearby ward of Hulme, where Hugh was the drummer in the resident band. One night – aided by the club owner Ivor Derbyshire – Hugh smuggled his three young sons into the club, where they sang a few songs to thunderous applause from the patrons. ‘I paid them the princely sum of two and six’, said Ivor, ‘and had to smuggle them up the back stairs because the premises were licensed’. Barry would later recall: ‘We did our first sort of evening live thing for the audience; and goodness, they liked us!’. 

			Barry says that he now realises the audience’s response had more to do with their age and very little to do with their talent. ‘We were doing something nobody had ever seen before – we were three kids singing in three-part harmonies. Kids and animals’, he laughed, ‘You can’t go wrong! From then on, our father became devoutly supportive of what we were doing. He played on the drums for us that night and has done after that, even when we went to Australia’.

			Though very supportive, Hugh Gibb would also be the aspiring trio’s most vocal critic. ‘One thing about Dad is that we would come off stage, and he will always find the criticisms’, Barry recalled. ‘He would never say, ‘Great show!’ – he would say, ‘You messed it up again, didn’t you?’. Our objective became to please Dad. And if we pleased him, we knew we were on the right track. These things would become implanted in our minds. It’s not that he never gave us a pat on the back, ‘cause I’m sure he did in his own way … but he always complimented the audience. When we came off stage and it had been a good show, he would always say, ‘The audience was great tonight’. That was his way of complimenting us’. Maurice concurred: ‘Our father never once told us that we were good. Every time we came off stage, he told us we were terrible, and I think this is what stopped us from being big-headed’.

			Apart from his guidance as a performer, Hugh’s music collection was of major consequence to his sons’ evolving sound as a singing group. ‘My father was always bringing great records home’, Barry said. ‘He was actually an opera fan as well as a big band fan, and it would either be Bing Crosby, who was his idol, or The Mills Brothers. It was from The Mills Brothers that we heard all about harmonies, and he would play these records non-stop’.

			‘What Dad did, unknowingly, was to play a lot of music that was inspirational to writing’, Maurice added. ‘I would say The Mills Brothers, regarding my dad’s input from them to us, was probably when you are on stage, was to smile. If you feel like crap and look like crap, people will feel like crap too. Dad would always be down the back holding a smiley face because that’s what the Mills Brothers did. I really did think that Dad wanted us to be little white Mills Brothers’. 

			However, the brothers’ growing passion for performing wasn’t keeping them out of the occasional skirmish with the law. More local police visits to the family home followed, possibly suggesting that Hugh and Barbara should consider moving to a new environment – or perhaps even a different country – before the boys got into serious trouble. The boys’ issues with the local constabulary were not the only reason for the decision to leave the United Kingdom. Barry: 

			Mum and Dad were looking for a better way of life. You know, rather than sitting in the back streets of Manchester, which was not all that pleasant at the best of times. That’s not really a put-down on Manchester, because we love Manchester, but, at that period of time, Dad wasn’t earning an awful lot of money. Dad hadn’t been able to get very good work, and Australia’s New Life scheme came around where you could emigrate for about £10 in those days.

			It was against this background that the Gibb family began making plans for emigration. Barbara’s sister Peg had moved to Australia a few years before, and Hugh and Barbara Gibb were already giving migration to the southern continent serious consideration. It seemed like the perfect opportunity for a fresh start in a new land. The idea of leaving behind the cold, damp British winters appealed to the whole family.

			The family booked their passage to the island continent under the Assisted Passage Migration Scheme, which enabled British citizens to emigrate to Australia from 1945 to the early 1970s for just £10 per adult, with family members under eighteen travelling free. The Gibb family – now numbering seven with the addition of youngest brother Andrew Roy Gibb (born 5 March 1958 at the Stretford Memorial Hospital in Manchester) – were among more than a million Britons that migrated to Australia. Having been told that it could take some time for the necessary paperwork to be processed, the Gibb family was pleasantly surprised to be on their way within weeks. ‘Sometimes you had to wait two years; we got it in six weeks’, Hugh would recall. 

			And so, on Tuesday 5 August 1958, the Gibb family – Hugh, Barbara, Lesley, Barry, Robin, Maurice and baby Andy – boarded the Sitmar line ship the M.V. Fairsea at the Port of Southampton, and departed Britain for the five-week voyage to Australia. 

			‘An adventure’ was how the brothers would later describe the journey to Australia. Like hundreds of other families arriving at Southampton docks that August morning, excitement would have been evident, perhaps mixed with sadness whilst waving goodbye to family and friends.

			Aboard the ship, Barry, Robin, and Maurice wasted no time performing for the other passengers. Whether they joined in with the concerts organised by the crew for the children, or just found other places on the ship that suited their requirements, the three brothers could regularly be heard and seen harmonising to Barry’s guitar-playing.

			Hugh remembered: ‘We used to put them to bed because kids were supposed to be off the decks by 9:00 p.m. Then, later on, we would find a crowd had gathered, and in the middle were our little boys in pyjamas singing away. It happened every night – we couldn’t do a thing about it’.

			One of the highlights of the journey was passing through the 101-mile-long Suez Canal. Years later, Barry would still recall its impact on him and his brothers: ‘I think it was the journey as well. I mean we saw the pyramids and all these exotic countries at such an early age. So, we’ve always had a feeling that that’s had something to do with our songwriting, you know. We drew on all of that experience when we got older’.

			Once Fairsea had passed through the canal, there was a brief stopover in Aden – a seaport city in Yemen – the voyage’s only port of call before Australia. After the Gulf of Aden lay the journey’s final leg, across the wide expanse of the Indian Ocean. Finally, on Monday 1 September, Fairsea came into Australian waters. It was a double celebration for the Gibb family, being Barry’s twelfth birthday as well. According to the family’s recollections, Maurice couldn’t join in the celebrations, as he’d been ill for the latter part of the journey. 

			Fairsea docked the next day at Fremantle: the major port city in Western Australia located twelve miles southwest of Perth. It was here that those immigrants from the ship who’d decided to settle in Western Australia disembarked. Having been promised a ‘land of sunshine’, the Gibb family’s first day in Australia was somewhat disappointing. With heavy rain setting in and visibility poor, it was more typical of what the British migrants on board thought they’d left behind. 

			After departing Fremantle, Fairsea continued on Sunday 7 September to Melbourne’s Station Pier, where many of the remaining passengers disembarked, including those intending to settle in Adelaide, who were then required to travel back to South Australia by train from Melbourne. 

			Travelling up the east coast of Australia, Fairsea finally arrived in Sydney Harbour on Thursday 11 September, docking at Woolloomooloo Finger Wharf’s berth No. 7, at approximately 8 a.m. With other families travelling to Queensland, the Gibb family were bussed to Sydney’s central rail station, where they boarded a train that would take them overnight to Brisbane. From Brisbane, they travelled on to the Redcliffe Peninsula, fourteen miles away. 

			With many beautiful white sandy beaches, hot sub-tropical weather and picturesque parks, the Gibb family – unlike many English migrants – actually settled in a part of Australia that was actively promoted in the brochures issued by Australia House in London. Redcliffe was a relative paradise, albeit one with a generally working-class population, shared with many other English migrants on the same peninsula. Their immigration papers show the Gibb family settled in at 14 Portwood Street. However, they didn’t stay there long, soon moving to King Street, Margate, and again to Fifth Avenue, Scarborough: Redcliffe’s northernmost suburb. Another move a short time later would land them at 395 Oxley Avenue in central Redcliffe. 

			By this time, Hugh had found work – which was also suited to his creative side – as a ‘bush photographer’. This line of work involved him travelling in caravans to the remote Queensland outback, providing goods and services, including family portraits and school photographs, that would otherwise be unavailable to the rural population. Unfortunately, this meant Hugh would be away from his family for long periods. Robin would later recall of this time, ‘Dad had to leave for about six months, leaving us to look after mum and Lesley’. 

			After moving to Oxley Avenue just in time for the new school year, Barry, Robin, and Maurice were enrolled in nearby Scarborough State School on 11 February 1959: the start of the Australian school year. One of Barry’s friends at the time was a boy of the same age called Ken Griggs, who lived on Ella Street near Suttons Beach, not far from the Gibb family home. Like all children eager to make some pocket money, Barry and Ken, with the twins in tow, started selling soft drinks at the nearby Redcliffe Speedway, where car racing had become an increasingly popular sport, with crowds attending in large numbers.

			Ken recalls, ‘We’d each grab a case with a strap around our shoulders and walk around selling them. Then we came up with a better idea! We would grab a few cases at the interval, and under the grandstand, set up a little stall, whereby Barry and the twins would sing and I would do the selling. People would stop to watch the singing and we’d get quite a crowd and sell the drinks. It went quite well, much better than walking around selling’. 
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Left: Photo shoot at Centennial Park in
Sydney. Barry with his Maton Capitol
K10 guitar. (Teenager’s Weekly -

29 January 1964)

Below: One of the rarest Bee Gees
records - their first EP. (Leedon Records)
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THE BATTLE OF THE BLUE AND THE GREY * TAKE HOLD OF THAT STAR
5K THE THREE KIsSES OF Love 3K TIMBER

Above: A gathering of stars at Sydney radio station 2GB. Back row (L-R): Lonnie
Lee, Johnny Devlin, Theo Penglis (The Atlantics), Johnny Rebb, Vicki Forrest, Barry
Gibb, Bosco Bosonac (The Atlantics), Jim Skaithitis (The Aflantics), Tony Brady,
Leo De Kroo, Phil Bower (Digger Revell & The Denvermen). Front row: 2GB DJ
Ward "Pally” Austin, Little Pattie, Robin Gibb, Maurice Gibb. (Wayne Mac)
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Top: Recording at Festival
Studios in Sydney, January
1963. (Michael Giuliano)

Above: The Bee Gees’ first
single, released on 22 March
1963. (Leedon Records)

Left: 1963 promotional

photograph. (Festival
Records)
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Right: 1963 - Extremely rare
Coca-Cola bottle tops
featuring The Bee Gees.
(Mark Crohan)
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Left: The first of
hundreds of front cover
features. (Teenager’s

Weekly - 15 May 1963)

Right: At the Bandstand
studio. (TV Week - 7
December 1963)
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Right: The Bee Gees:
Barry, Robin, and
Maurice sing one

of their songs to

their sister, Lesley.
(Teenager’s Weekly -
29 June 1960)

Below: Redcliffe

Speedway was
where the boys fa
were discovered by i
promoter Bill Goode
and DJ Bill Gates. They
performed on this day.
(Redcliffe Herald -
January 1960)
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changing day the brothers met Col Joye.
(Gold Coast Advisor - 23 August 1962)
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: : Below: The Bee Gees performing at
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the Hotel Grande’s Palm Lounge in

Coolangatta in July 1962, with vocalist
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