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      In 1976, I had been teaching for a year. I was 27 years old and considered myself quite young and still pretty hip – a product of the 1960s underground. I ran a lunch-time club where the hippest long-haired kids gathered to play loud music in defiance of the staid hierarchy. I felt I had more in common with the kids than I did with the staff. I was surprised to find the young hipsters listening to The Doors and Velvet Underground, and asked them if they didn’t have anything of their own. This was music from my era. They told me that there was nothing that was worth listening to. So, I introduced them to Roy Harper, Captain Beefheart, Phil Ochs, Neil Young and Country Joe and the Fish. They lapped it up.

      One evening, I was at home when the doorbell rang. A crowd of young punks stood on the doorstep – long hair now cut short and spiked with Brylcreem, flares discarded for tight jeans, rips and razor blades, silver-sprayed shoes, everything held together with safety pins. It was my previously long-haired lunch-time students. ‘Right, you boring old fart. We’ve come to play you some decent music!’, one of them announced.

      I ushered them in and was regaled with Sex Pistols, Clash, Damned and New York Dolls. The dawn of a new era. Punk and new wave heralded a clear schism with the past with a supersonic burst of nascent energy. Rock had rediscovered itself, remoulded itself and re-emerged with a bang. A new philosophy. Unleashed. Unfettered. Complete with a new rebelliousness. The naivety of the 1960s revolution was replaced with a snarling anarchy. The new punks were as much at war with the 1960s generation as they were the establishment. The world had realigned. I was now the boring old fart – but I lapped it up.

      In 1977, the Stiff label exploded with the likes of Elvis Costello, Nick Lowe and Wreckless Eric. The leading light was Ian Dury & The Blockheads. ‘Sex & Drugs & Rock & Roll’ was stamping its defiant riff on the nation and was instantly banned, and then New Boots And Panties!! took us all by storm. We’d discovered a new wordsmith whose clever, outspoken cockney-tinged couplets, married to a storming, funky backing from the Blockheads, propelled us into another age. Ian defined the times and set the tone. His combination of punk, funk, poetry and vaudeville created an entirely new genre. This was not new wave, not punk; this was Ian Dury! What’s more, he was older than me!

      The fiery, sometimes prickly, character that was Ian Dury was forged in the polio epidemic of 1949, with the subsequent huge impact that his polio-induced disability had on his life. Born in the leafy London suburb of Harrow Weald (though he always liked to give the impression of being brought up in the more edgy surroundings of Upminster) on 12 May 1942, Ian was a war baby. Far from being a genuine cockney sparrow, he even found himself transported, with his mother, to the rural setting of a small picturesque village in Cornwall, Mevagissey, where his mother Peggy’s family lived; I don’t suppose the setting had much of an impact on the tiny child, though the trauma of dislocation might well have. It all went into the mix.

      Ian’s family life was not particularly stable at the best of times. His parents had very different backgrounds and failed to make a go of it. His mother, Peggy, originated from Rochdale, came from well-off Ulster land-owners and was the middle-class daughter of a doctor. His father, Bill, was more rough and ready, turning his hand to a number of occupations, ranging from boxing and bus driving to becoming the chauffeur for a millionaire. It did not make for a settled upbringing. His father was away for long periods before, eventually, apart from sporadic visits, disappearing from his life altogether. Ian’s early life was far from settled, consisting of journeys back and forth between Cornwall and Harrow Weald with a brief stint in Switzerland in 1945 when Bill began chauffeuring. In 1946, Peggy and Bill split up for good, and Peggy brought her four-year-old son Ian back to London to live with her sisters, Elisabeth and Mary, and his cousins, Martin and Lucy. It was then that Ian found himself largely estranged from his father. Peggy was getting by as a Health Visitor, and Ian settled into a female-dominated life.

      At the age of seven, in 1949, on a visit to Southend-on-Sea, Ian contracted polio after a paddle in Westcliff swimming pool. Poliomyelitis is a highly contagious disease spread through contact with faeces or contaminated water. The poliovirus enters through the digestive system by ingestion of water, and in most cases, it causes minor symptoms of slight fever and sore throat. In a minority of cases, it progresses into the nervous system, resulting in paralysis and wasting of muscles. It can even paralyse the intercostal muscles of the ribcage, making breathing impossible. Without an iron lung, the victim dies.

      Ian was unlucky. His infection spread into his nervous system. He could easily have died. It is chilling to think about the impact of this on Ian and his family. For six long weeks, the seven-year-old child was subjected to complete isolation at the Royal Cornwall infirmary in Truro, encased in plaster, with medical treatment administered by anonymous doctors and nurses in full gowns and facemasks. The bewildered child not only suffered the terror of the increasing paralysis with administrations from a ‘professional’ medical staff, but also found himself deprived of the comfort of the ones he loved. Who knows what nightmares were bred in that fertile imagination?

      That was just the start.

      The frightened child was then moved by ambulance to the Black Notley Hospital in Braintree, Essex. The nightmare continued. Although the virus had not progressed into his chest muscles, it had paralysed the left side of his body. He was to spend the next year and a half in hospital undergoing intensive physiotherapy in an attempt to deal with the wasting muscles and disability affecting his left-hand side.

      Even that was not the end of it. Suffering from quite severe disability from a withered arm and leg, the now nine-year-old Ian spent the next three years of his life in the harsh environment of the Chailey Heritage Craft School. The school had what would now be considered a callous, uncaring ethos. The idea behind it was to toughen up its ‘inmates’ to prepare them for life in the ‘real world’. Severely disabled ‘students’ were left to drag themselves around with the minimum of assistance, the idea being that they learnt to do things for themselves to prepare them for a difficult life. The institution aimed to teach the students crafts and trades so that they could eventually earn a living. They did not consider disabled kids suitable for any other type of employment. An archaic attitude prevailed. Those with a physical disability were somehow considered mentally disabled, too.

      That did not suit the nature of the young Ian Dury. He was a bright spark much more suited to an academic environment, even though the precocious youngster had been deprived of education for five years. Following an intervention from his mother, he was rescued by his Aunt Mary, who happened to be an Education Officer for Buckinghamshire. She pulled a few strings and gained him a place at the Royal Grammar School in High Wycombe. While that proved a far superior environment in many ways, it still had its challenges. Ian really didn’t fit in. His disability meant that he could not join in with the range of activities and became the focus of abuse. Having missed a lot of schooling, the academic environment presented problems that caused anxiety. On top of that, there was a pervading atmosphere of institutional bullying. His ungainly leg calliper made him stand out. The older prefects often picked on him for minor things, beat the hell out of him, locked him in a cupboard and forced him to write out and learn poetry. His travails were far from over.

      Ian was prone to being perverse. Instead of looking to fit in by utilising the more cultured middle-class voice and mannerisms of his mother, he deliberately chose to adopt the working-class vernacular and attitudes of his father. He morphed into a wily cockney lad. Using both his drawing ability to draw busty women and his ability with words to recount smutty jokes and outrageous tales, he entertained his fellow students and gained popularity and status with a group of rebels and misfits, laying down the foundations of what was to come.

      By the age of 14, he’d started puberty, could grow ‘sideboards’ and developed an interest in girls, porn and fashion and became a seasoned smoker. In 1956, Elvis blew the doors open, but it was the more eccentric Gene Vincent, with his curly hair, cheeky grin and wilder ways, that captivated Ian. He began cultivating a ‘Teddy Boy’ image and went the whole hog – with a tailor to taper his trousers, a quiff, DA and siddies. While that impressed a few fellow malcontents, it drew the attention of the authoritarian teachers and vicious prefects who were handy with corporal punishment. This only served to make Ian all the more extreme and gain him a cult status. Propelled by the nascent skiffle boom, he formed a couple of skiffle bands, procured a drum kit and began his journey into the music biz.

      It is no wonder that this lengthy catalogue of difficulties led to the complex character that became Ian Dury. What was remarkable was the way he turned these potentially life-crushing setbacks into advantages. His self-determination meant that he was able to confront his disability and use it positively. He used it for effect, even exaggerated it, and never allowed it to limit him or undermine his confidence. When fronting a band, his idiosyncratic movements, gestures and restrictions provided Ian with a unique persona. He augmented that with many props and accoutrements borrowed from an array of sources, from articles bought from joke shops to aspects from the acts of Screaming Jay Hawkins, Doctor John and music hall; all topped off with sensibilities from art school. As a performer, he adopted an exaggerated cockney style as if he were really from an Upminster council estate. All larger than life. By the 1970s, he’d invented himself as a chimaera, completely at odds with the prevailing trends, part skinhead, part teddy boy, part punk and part theatrical vaudeville. His artistic eye selected an assortment of articles from thrift shops to create a unique fashion statement that constantly changed but was always cool.

      Despite the grammar school education, Ian did not excel in the academic field and only achieved three GCE ‘O’ Levels. Not enough to progress into the sixth form. But they were in the subjects necessary for him to progress into his chosen careers of art, songwriting and performing. So, at the age of 16, Ian set out to study Art and Design at Walthamstow College of Art. Ian blossomed as an artist. One of his tutors was the infamous pop artist Peter Blake, who was later responsible for many album covers, including The Who and The Beatles’ Sgt Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band. They became lifelong friends. The course led him, in 1963, to be accepted by the Royal College of Art to take up an MA.

      Following his graduation in 1966, Ian tried his hand at being an artist. He was part of an exhibition at the Institute of Contemporary Arts in London, but making a living out of art was not easy. To make ends meet, between 1966 and 1973, Ian worked as an art teacher first at the Luton College of Technology and then at the Canterbury College of Art. He was still producing work and, as a sideline, had a series of illustrations for The Sunday Times. By this time, he was a family man, having married Betty Rathmell in 1967 with two children to support – Jemima, born in 1969, and Baxter, born in 1971 – so earning a living had become a necessity (even though marriage and parenthood did not inhibit Ian’s pub-going social life).

      Ian’s musical influences were largely centred around Gene Vincent with his breathless ‘Be-Bop-A-Lula’ and the wild antics of the Blue Caps. But his interests did not follow a linear pattern. The whole of the 1960s seems to have passed him by. He took to heart the raw energy and rebellious attitude of the early rock ‘n’ rollers but was just as moved by the rhyming, wit and storytelling of the vaudeville acts like Max Wall and even more middle-of-the-road performers like Danny Kaye and Alma Cogan. His eclectic style incorporated the hypnotic grooves of funk and soul, with the musical complexity of jazz and bebop, and he was not averse to crooners like Frank Sinatra and even the comic songs of George Formby. Ian’s version of cool was rather eclectic.

      Throughout this time in London, the music scene was burgeoning. London had become a cauldron of rock music, jazz, blues, folk, soul and world music. You could not help but be immersed. But Ian seemed impervious to the current trends. He stayed with the jazz and rock ‘n’ roll. Even the wide-ranging underground scene, which found a space for the likes of The Bonzo Dog Doo-Dah Band (Viv Stanshall being a fellow art student), was not quite ready for Ian Dury.

      It wasn’t until late 1971, at the death of the 1960s dream, that Ian put together his first band – amusingly called Kilburn and the High Roads (he’d come up with the name first!). Rejecting the prog rock sensibility altogether, they opted for high energy with the emphasis on entertainment. Centred around Ian, who provided the lyrics, lead vocals and visual antics, and pianist Russel Hardy, who helped with the music, they set out to be noticed. The rest of the lineup changed around, but was largely made up of students from Canterbury College of Art. A bizarre group of physically disparate types brought together as much for their visual impact as musical ability. It was here that Ian developed his thick cockney-accented act and zany persona that he took into his clever lyric writing. The music was described as high-powered pub rock – an eclectic mixture of rock ‘n’ roll and R&B, with underlying jazz and reggae, interspersed with Ian’s idiosyncratic compositions, a dash of humour and Dadaist absurdity. Ian led the band with his mad, highly visual, music hall theatricality. Throw away your headphones! Get on the floor and dance! An energetic zaniness that helped propel them to some level of notoriety. They were the visceral antidote to the more intellectual cerebral nurdling that progressive rock had evolved into. It appealed to the young kids who were looking for an outlet and wanted excitement. The Kilburns were a band who set out to be noticed!

      Kilburn and the High Roads were notably first managed by the great Charlie Gillette, musicologist and writer. In 1973, Ian actually left his family in Buckinghamshire to head back to London to try to make a go on the music scene. Following an intense affair with the American photographer Roberta Bayley, Ian set up home with Denise Roudette in the Oval Mansions in Kennington (which he nicknamed ‘Catshit Mansions) and set about conquering the music business. That did not work out too well.

      Despite gaining a great reputation as a blistering live band, getting signed to Dawn Records in 1974 and releasing a studio album, as well as opening for The Who on their 1973 Quadrophenia tour, they failed to capture the intensity of their live act on record or break through to any great commercial success. The motley crew of social misfits and unlikely rock stars eventually disbanded in 1975.

      1976 saw him teaming up with Chaz Jankel in a collaboration that produced a new type of music. They combined the existing pub rock sound with funk and disco rhythms, an underlay of jazz, some out-and-out rock ‘n’ roll and propelled it forward with a dose of the arsy new punk rock attitude to create something that was tough and immediate, in keeping with the new emerging scene. When combined with an exaggeration of Ian’s vaudeville-influenced antics, they had a more dynamic, rousing show. By this time, Ian had perfected both his unique lyrics and stage act. While his voice was never going to be his greatest asset, it was more than adequate for his outrageous performances. Ian tailored his songs and music to fit with his vocal delivery. The result, fresh and ground-breaking, was perfect to hit the first surge of the punk/new wave revolution.

      Ian, complete with shaved head and facial make-up that made him look like an escapee from some horror film, a cross between Frankenstein and Dracula, fitted the part well. Ian’s new lyrics, with their humorous, Essex-tinged observations of colourful characters, living in the subterranean underworld or outskirts of society, captured the mood of the day. The rhyming couplets, based around cockney slang and street culture, provided the anti-establishment cred. His ‘costumes’ and accoutrements, scarves, whistles, sticks, skulls, flying plastic parrots and assortments of tacky items gave him a multitude of props to play around with in the best music hall tradition. Whereas Screaming Jay Hawkins and Screaming Lord Sutch had used theatrical props in their acts, Ian took it a stage further to create a spectacle that shifted between the shamanic and the clown, and often teetered on the edge of absurd, but always managed to hover on the right side of cool. Never static, his image changed from month to month, year to year – his head sometimes shaven, sometimes curly-headed with a mullet, his clothes a multi-layered assortment of incongruous purchases from charity shops. His stage antics, the way he hung on and leaned into the microphone stand, were copied by Johnny Rotten of the Sex Pistols. It was Ian who invented the razor-blade accessory and pioneered much of the punk image. His taste invariably worked and, despite the weirdness of the combinations, created a contemporary fashion statement – likewise with his assortment of heroes. Somehow, Ian managed to make Noel Coward and Einstein cool.

      After futilely touting their wares around all the major labels, Ian and Chaz managed to get signed to the Stiff label (conveniently situated on their doorstep), which then soared to prominence as new wave exploded. The Sex Pistols led the punk charge under the guidance of Malcolm McLaren. However, under the management of Peter Jenner, who had previously incongruously managed the likes of Roy Harper, Syd Barrett and Pink Floyd, Ian gate-crashed the scene with style. His time had come at last.

      Following a long hunt for an outstanding rhythm section, Ian and Chaz put together a band of disparate musicians, which they named the Blockheads, and set about gigging and recording. Their first toe in the water was to produce the controversial single ‘Sex & Drugs & Rock & Roll’, which was voted best single of the month by the NME (which had reinvented itself as the mouthpiece of the punk generation) and was then instantly banned by the BBC. The album New Boots And Panties!! followed and, after a slow trajectory, rocketed Ian into orbit. He had finally broken through.

      The Stiff label was always looking for marketing ploys. They came up with a number of great slogans, such as ‘If It Ain’t Stiff It Ain’t Worth a Fuck’ and, building on their reputation for taking on and making successes of artists whose careers were floundering, ‘If they’re dead, we’ll sign them’ and ‘Undertakers to the Industry’. One of their ideas was to recreate the old package tours. They hired a coach and took all their acts out on a hectic tour of Britain. The first of these tours was called Live Stiffs. As well as the Blockheads, it featured luminaries such as Elvis Costello, Larry Wallis, Wreckless Eric and Nick Lowe. Ian Dury & The Blockheads were in their element and shone brightly, refining their act and feeding off the anarchic energy the tour generated. Ian and Elvis vied for prominence, and Ian won. The tour was a riot. Each show ended with the whole cast singing a cacophonous chorus of ‘Sex & Drugs & Rock & Roll’. The tour spawned a live album called Live Stiffs Live, on which Ian & The Blockheads claimed three of the ten tracks, including the frenzied ‘Sex Drugs Rock & Roll Chaos’ whole ensemble effort, which ended the shows. The success of this package tour and album spawned two more tours – Be Stiff in 1978 and Son Of Stiff in 1980, but neither of these featured Ian, and neither was anywhere near as successful.

      Ian Dury & The Blockheads began to tour regularly and began releasing more music. Although the incredible ‘Sweet Gene Vincent’, taken from the album, perversely flopped, they had a top ten hit with the non-album track ‘What A Waste’ and then a number one with ‘Hit Me With Your Rhythm Stick’.

      The second album, Do It Yourself, seemed a long time in the making and finally came out in 1979. It was a great album, but didn’t hit with the same impact as New Boots And Panties!!. The single ‘Inbetweenies’, taken from the album, failed to do much, but the non-album track ‘Reasons To Be Cheerful Part 3’ took them back into the top ten. Ian was right up where he wanted to be – between the rum and Ribena – and he was having his way with the music business.

      This is where I come in again. I had been immediately attracted to Ian’s music through the cleverness of his lyrics and the punchiness of the music. It hit a chord with me and tickled my rhythm stick. I knew Pete Jenner from my time with Roy Harper in Abbey Road studios, where he and Pete Jenner were recording Roy’s classic Harvest albums. So when Ian & The Blockheads hit Bridlington, I was there right at the front, a veteran of hundreds of gigs, but that night was special. The band were so incredibly tight, effortlessly wending the complex funky rhythms together. Chaz Jankel’s guitar was chunky and sharp, the drums of Charley Charles providing a powerhouse of precision and Norman Watt-Roy’s bass simply divine, pounding out those heavy rhythms. If there’s a better bass player anywhere in the land (and I’ve seen them all from Jack Bruce, Noel Redding and John Paul Jones to John Entwhistle), I’ve not come across them. With Mickey Gallagher’s organ and Davey Payne’s sax to fill out the sound, it was a noise that stormed the ears with thunderous nectar and sent the heart pounding and body careering into uncontrollable fits. Along with a bunch of kids, I bounced around in delight like an ecstatic teenager. To top it all, there was the magisterial presence of Ian Dury presiding over the whole circus. He pulled silk scarves from his mouth, blew his whistle, produced numerous props from various pockets and sweated, sang and growled his way through one of the most entertaining and exciting gigs I have ever had the fortune of attending. This oddball assembly of outcasts and unlikely pop icons surpassed themselves.

      At the end of the gig, I went for a chat with Pete. He suggested that I avoid the dressing room as Ian was often a bit tetchy after a gig and didn’t like visitors. He needed time to unwind. By this time, Ian, who could be very abrasive, was having differences with Chaz – the heavy drinking did not help. Some said that the rocketing into stardom had proved difficult for Ian to deal with. Along with the drinking, drugs and girls, there was the pressure for ‘more product’ and a roller-coaster ride of delusions of grandeur and depression. It made him highly volatile. In the end, Chaz, who had been in and out for a while, up and left in 1980 to head off for pastures new in California and be replaced by Wilko Johnson from the other leading pub rock rival band Dr Feelgood. Wilko brought a tougher rock/R&B vibe, and the band created a different stage act and sound on the album Laughter and singles ‘I Wanna Be Straight’ and ‘Sueperman’s Big Sister’, which were minor hits.

      After that, there were various ups and downs. Ian secured a recording deal with Polydor. Chaz came back and they worked with reggae’s number one rhythm section of Sly and Robbie to produce the album Lord Upminster. The Blockheads were frozen out, and Chaz left again. Ian went solo and started becoming involved with acting, then went on to produce 4000 Weeks’ Holiday. Following that, there was the play and album Apples in 1989 and The Bus Driver’s Prayer & Other Stories in 1992. The Blockheads reformed, following the death of Charley Charles, for a tour in 1987 and performed a couple of benefits in 1990. Later that year, they recorded the live album Warts & Audience but split up again in 1992. Finally realising the importance of the Blockheads, they were reunited for a final majestic hurrah in 1996 to record Mr Lovepants. That was it. The Blockheads had had their day, having not really reached their potential. But they had hit the end of the road, going out on a high note. The synergy of Ian & The Blockheads was obvious. One was left with the sorrows of ‘what ifs’. Too many lost years and albums apart. So much music that could have been better.

      Ian’s love life was as chaotic as his musical career. The relationship with Denise Roudette was very on/off. He divorced Rathmell in 1985 (but remained good friends) and had a fling with the actress Jane Horrocks in 1986 before settling with the sculptress Sophy Tilson, with whom he had two more children – Bill (1995) and Albert (1997). He and Sophy finally married in 1997.

      In 1996, Ian was diagnosed with colorectal cancer. He was operated on, but it had spread to his liver. His last gig was with the Blockheads at the London Palladium in February 2000. Ian died six weeks later. The Blockheads continued to tour and record with Ian’s friend Derek Hussey (Derek The Draw) taking the vocal role until he died in February 2022. They not only kept the music and words of Ian alive but added to it. Although Ian’s droll persona was sorely missed, the larger-than-life antics of Derek and the musical brilliance of the band made for a lively, enthralling spectacle, as I can attest to on many occasions.

      The final glorious epitaph, put together by Sophy, with the help of Blockheads, family and Robbie Williams, was the posthumous album Ten More Turnips From The Tip.

      The legacy is there for us to enjoy. The term ‘one off’ is bandied about far too often. It has become a regular cliché. But, in Ian’s case, nothing could be more appropriate. Nobody gets close.
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            Handsome (1975) – Kilburn And The High Roads

          

        

      

    

    
      Personnel:

      Ian Dury: vocals

      Keith Lucas: guitar, production

      Rod Melvin: piano, vocals on ‘Broken Skin’ and ‘Thank You Mum’

      Russel Hardy: keyboards on the 1974 Capital Radio broadcast

      Charles Sinclair: bass

      David Newton-Rohoman: drums

      Louis Larose or George Butler: drums on the 1974 Capital Radio broadcast

      Davey Payne: saxophone, flute

      Clare Torry, Tina Charles: backing vocals

      Recorded at Pye Studios, London, in November 1974

      Produced by Hugh Murphy and Chris Thomas (on single ‘Rough Kids’ and ‘Billy Bentley (Promenades Himself In London)’)

      Engineered by Larry Bartlett and Phil Chapman

      Photography: Poundcake

      Cover painting: Elizabeth Rathmell (‘The Kilburns Near Tower Bridge’)

      Graphics: Gordon House

      Label: Dawn

      Running time: 40.10

      Chart position: failed to chart

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      Although this was technically their first album, it was really their second. At least we could say that Handsome and Wotabunch were different versions of the same album. Ian commented in the booklet for the Reasons To Be Cheerful compilation:

      

      The Kilburns made two albums, but they were both the same. The second one was to try and stop the first one coming out! In fact, it didn’t prevent them because Warner Bros. Records waited until I had some success, and then they put out that album called Wotta Bunch (sic).

      

      The Raft label recordings were made in January 1974. When the Raft label folded, and Warner Brothers, who had taken Raft over, did not want the band, the tapes remained unreleased.

      The Kilburns then signed to the Dawn label and went into the Pye studios in November to record the same set of songs again. The songs that made up this album. Including the recording of the demos, this was the third time the songs had been recorded. They hoped they would get them right this time. But once again, they failed. The blame was laid at the producer Hugh Murphy’s feet. Ian’s view was that he had taken the Kilburns’ raw pub rock and polished it until it lost its vitality.

      The album was going to be called No Hand Signals, but for some reason, the label vetoed that. They considered it too obscure and uncommercial. Playing on the eccentricity of the band’s appearance and in keeping with the cockney theme, they settled on Handsome for the title.

      The Kilburns had been greatly successful on the live pub scene, but that failed to ignite into commercial success, and, despite all their hopes and expectations, surprisingly, the album sold poorly. Despite its undeniable quality, showing off Ian’s highly original writing talents, it lacked the punch and cutting edge of the live performances and failed to attract wider attention. Their promising career faltered.

      

      ‘The Roadette Song’ (Ian Dury, Russell Hardy)

      A few echoey piano notes launch us into the joys of Dury. A fluid keyboard and chunky guitar riff have Ian, in a more restrained vocal than in later years, spitting out his rhyming couplets that were inspired by the Canterbury Arts students Germaine and Genevieve Dolan, who, in their home-made costumes, had danced furiously on stage at the Kilburns’ first and subsequent gigs. It became a term used to describe the dancing fans who used to follow the band around from gig to gig. They didn’t like to talk much – just dance provocatively.

      

      Diction very bad, friction double rich

      Brazen little hussy, rock ‘n’ rolling bitch

      

      Ian had christened them roadettes. When Denise Roudette heard the song at the first Kilburn’s gig she went to, she thought there was some weird paranormal happening and that Ian was singing about her.

      The track motors along and then settles into a smoother chorus as Ian cajoles an interested young man not to hustle and bustle but rather join in with the physicality of the dance.

      

      Slow down your hustle bustle

      You can take your time, young man

      Some of this is muscle

      

      We’re off to a good start.

      

      ‘Pam’s Moods’ (Ian Dury, Russell Hardy)

      The music changes to a 1930s jazz mood with an ethereal wafting chorus, strings and delicious sax. There is even a Django-esque bit of guitar. Not exactly pub rock but very entertaining with oodles of humour and risky lyrics. He’s on dodgy ground to start with when addressing female hormones and disposition. Not many dare.

      The piano intro, with background strings, starts the piece as Ian recites the opening scene. When Pam and Ian are good, they are brilliant, but when they argue, it’s the pits. The whole piece is incarcerated in an envelope of humour as Ian firmly lays the blame for the bitter quarrels on Pam and her emotional fluctuations.

      

      She gives me the business, I lose all self-control

      The curse of fifty witches making wormwood of my soul

      

      A life of broken china and sneering yellow hate

      Ooh, derision and contusion and things that nauseate

      

      It slips into a divine mellow chorus as Ian croons about ‘Pam’s moods’. One is left with the feeling that Pam probably had good grounds for her turbulent eruptions. The song ends with an angelic female chorus.

      

      ‘Crippled With Nerves’ (Ian Dury, Russell Hardy)

      Released as a single (with B-side ‘Huffety Puff’) in February 1975

      The versatility of the band shines through as the Kilburns transform into the Kilburn Hillbillies for a country & western-tinged exposition, complete with Elvis Presley impersonations and a very raspy saxophone courtesy of Davey. Ian relates the sad story of his unrequited love. He desperately wanted to have and to hold the subject of his bottomless desire, but couldn’t because he was crippled by nerves.

      

      ‘Broken Skin’ (Ian Dury, Rod Melvin)

      We’re back to a mellow ballad as Ian relates the depths of his pain. Throughout his life, he has suffered many afflictions from the ravages of polio and subsequent isolation from home, to the experience in Chailey School, and then the breakup of his family and estrangement from his father. We all have broken skin, but with Ian, the wounds run deep and never heal. It’s a delicate, heartfelt song; Ian’s vocal is full of subdued melancholy as the female chorus milk the emotions with their plaintive vocals over softly swelling strings.

      

      ‘Upminster Kid’ (Ian Dury, Russell Hardy)

      Ian’s offering us a slab of Gene Vincent’s rock ‘n’ roll as the Kilburns launch into the song with an upbeat groove. The bass throbs as they capture the 1950s feel of the Blue Caps, complete with a rockabilly guitar solo. Ian half recites, half sings the lyrics – the first of his homages to his hero Gene Vincent.

      The female chorus wail in the background as Ian romanticises the spectacle of his larger-than-life version of his existence as a hard, rebellious 15-year-old teddy boy. The attention to detail is immaculate. Ian is dressed to the nines in his black crepe jacket with sideboards down to his chin, 12” bottomed stardust flares with dazzling green socks, driving around in a two-tone zephyr. His older friend Friar is also suitably fitted out in his powder blue suit with criss-cross lurex thread. The people step aside when the Upminster kid walks through. All great, except that he actually wasn’t from Upminster, and I can’t see too many people stepping out of the way as the 15-year-old wannabe hobbles past. But Ian’s fantasy lives.

      While the track is well-produced, it somehow lacks the energy of their live performances and falls short of its potential. He’d revisit it later in his career.

      

      ‘Patience (So What?)’ (Ian Dury, Russell Hardy)

      The drums set up a speedy pace, complete with chirping guitar and chirruping bass for this 1950s-style rocker. The female backing vocals interject in the chorus with ‘So What’ in the correct places. It’s a bouncy, fun song that rides a jaunty pace with sprightly piano and some rasping brass.

      This cheeky number has Ian infatuated with a girl called Patience Eames, but seemingly, she’s not interested. In a stream of rhymes, he paints the scenes of how he dreams, dresses up and plays in the band and tries to impress, but she’s impervious. Still, he dreams of them snuggling up and getting it on. Another number with humorous couplets and cheeky lines:

      

      He’s got the sex technique to make your eyeballs squeak – so what?

      

      ‘Father’ (Ian Dury, Charles Sinclair)

      The bass burbles along as the band set up a rapid pace for this comical soap opera music hall rendition. The song paints a scene reminiscent of domestic bliss in an East End council tenement. Father, a quasi-Alf Garnet, entrenched in his armchair, pronounces on the state of the country in a stream of cockney invective – they need kicking up the backside and shoving in the blinking clink – the berks, nellies and blinking, bloody, bleeding, sodding pink. Somehow, through the nonsensical stream of gibberish, the essence seeps through. The band chirp in with father, and the chorus is a manic set of ha-ha’s to a full-blown storming circus merry-go-round. Meanwhile, the kettles got a hard on and father spends half an hour in the khazi.

      

      ‘Thank You Mum’ (Ian Dury, Rod Melvin)

      Following the pen portrait of his irascible father, Ian turns his attention to his mother, who receives a slightly different treatment. Her rascal of a boy admits to all the crimes and misdemeanours he has made her suffer and lists the series of good things she has done for her ungrateful, difficult boy. He has finally seen the error of his ways and acknowledges her saintly behaviour: ‘Through thick and thin you knit and purl there isn’t any better mum than my mum in this whole world’. He’s wrong, of course. He never met my mum.

      Roderick Melvin handles the vocals on this one, with Ian restricted to the occasional aside. His sweeter voice is more suited to the angelic lilting of this saccharine ditty. The piano runs and light bongos set up a light swaying rhythm, which the guitars augment with subdued riffs, while the flute adds its delicate trills. All very sweet.

      

      ‘Rough Kids’ (Ian Dury, Russell Hardy)

      Released as a single (with B-side ‘Billy Bentley (Promenades Himself In London)’) in November 1974

      A change of tone is heralded by a fast, throbbing drumbeat, rasping sax, pounding piano, shrill, strident guitars and a female chorus chipping in as Ian gives it his best Gene Vincent. These are the rough kids from the council estates, the teds and skinheads who move about in gangs asking for trouble, posing and posturing, looking for a bit of mischief, some thieving and always up for a bit of bother – the type of characters that Ian, despite his sedate middle-class upbringing, liked to emulate. His experience at Chailey and the grammar school had pushed him into being a rebellious outsider who identified with the rough kids. He admired their defiance.

      

      ‘The Badger And The Rabbit’ (Ian Dury, Russell Hardy)

      It seems like all the animals are at it. A good bit of rumpty-pumpty and everybody’s happy. There’s no dissent or agro in the woods today. Four sets of three bass notes herald the start, then the bass sets up a hypnotic rhythm, the drums clatter and the band come in to create an easy rockin’ beat complete with jangly piano breaks, some sharp slide guitar and a background female chorus oohing, doo wahing and shooby dowah bop bopping in this 1950s-style number. Ian trills and burbles his poetic vision of the satisfied aftermath of the fauna’s frolics. All the animals have a smile on their face today in this sequel to Bobby Day’s 1958 ‘rockin’ robin’.

      

      ‘The Mumble Rumble And The Cocktail Rock’ (Ian Dury, Russell Hardy)
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