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hi there, Now aren't you all clever girls! Every word except the odd bits
and pieces of introduction from the FAB gang in this issuc has been written
by YOU—our readers. And a marvellous job you’ve made of it.

So much so that I don’t want those of you whose work isn’t in this
issue not to be disappointed. The standard of what you had to say was so high
that WE WILL BE RUNNING ONE “READERS’ WRITE” PIECE A
WEEK FROM NOW ON. So—keep cheerful, those of you who don’t find
your work in the following pages. You might be lucky soon. . . .

And congratulations to you all.

1ErARE S =

I've been fired! 1 1 | (But

only temporarily, thank
heavens!) I've been
taken over for the week
by two Picture Editors
from Chesham in Bucks.

As this is “Readers’
Only-type"” issue Maur-
een O’'Brian and Pat

Brackley (see pic above)
chose all the photos while
| just sat and twiddled
my thumbs, and made
them coffee, and got the
files out for them, and . .
I've never worked so hard
in my life! Still, back to
normal for next week.
SHEENA

THIS WEEK YOU TAKE
OVER OUR GOSSIP

WENT up to London on Thurs-

day to meet one of my fave
raves. writes fifteen year old
Jayne Anderson from Abing-
don, Berkshire. It was Dave
Davies of The Kinks. Luckily my
brother was living round the
comer from Dave at that time and
knew him wall. §

{ walked up the path leading to
Dave's house armed with a giant
double-page pic of Dave (out of

2

Luv and stuff,

THE ED.

FABULOUS, of course) and my
camera. | knocked on the door
and heard an animal-type growi
and footsteps thundering down
the stairs.

The door was opened and there
he stood. He looked startling,
dressed in a brilliant red polo-
necked sweater and white trousers
with that gorgeous black hair
falling over his deep grey eyes.

For a moment | was stunned into
silence, not believing that Dave
Davies was right there in front of
me. | managed to speak: “Please
can-you-sign-this-picture-you-
know-my-brather-I-think-your-
latest-record-is-greatl.” | mumbled
all in one breath, producing a
comic cheque that he and Ray had
written out specially for me.

He studied it for a moment a
faint smile crossing his face. He
handed it back then asked for a

2 |

“with a Y.” Then he signed “To
Jayne, lots of iove Dave Davies.
x| noticed the three kisses
on the bottom and silently wished
they were on me and not the

paper.

Then § asked him if | could take
a photo of him and he said : “Sure
love.” So | took two photos.

| waked away from Dave's
house sadly, but 1 still had the
signed picture and the photos.
My favourite star, and I'd met him.
1'd actually met him!

Rita Firman who is sixtesn
wrote to tell us about the
day she was iste for work.

ERY morning 1 take the tube
to work. she says, and one
mommg / shall never forget is the
morning | got in the train, sat
down, and found that sitting ngh:

light for his
him a box of matches with KINKS
FOR EVER printed on them. He
started 10 ask me something but
just then his mother called to him
to come and have his dinner. At
this | must have looked pretty sad.
because he said in a kind voice:
“Come back later on.”

So, {ater on | went once agaln
to his house. This time he had on
a white shirt and a black sweater
but he wasn't quite ready so he
showed me into the front room.

1 looked around the room eagerly.
On the settee lay two identical
white guitars and a large pile of
sheet music. Turing to the fire-
place, | noticed an unopened letter
addressed 1o Dave and above this
four felt Gonks with each Kink's
name embroidered neatly on them.

Then Dave came back and
mlervupled my gazings.

s that picture you want
me to sign?” he said. 1 gave it
to him and he began 10 write

“To ——." Then he looked up.
“I'm somy, I've forgotien your

Well, I'd heard he is always
forgetting things so it was quite
understandable. “Jayne.” | replied,

handed

Fiftean year old Nate from
Leicester sent us this cheer-
ful picture of her with Geoff
Turton from The Rockin®
Barriss. She tells us that
she has Geoff's chip paper
and the pic as a souvenir.

THE ROLLING
STON
by Michadt Frav.

“TEhm

DUSTY SPRINGFIEL
by Bell Fromas
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e Sovape
“R: Aeron Williams,

Tom Crane, Yohu Banks,

Bty Kinsiey

oppasite me was—Paul Jones.
He was reading a newspaper and
/ could hardly beliave my eyes.

1 sat there wondering if | should
make a8 foo/ of myself if | asked for
his autograph and it turned out
that he was just somebody who
looked very much hke him.

My wondering was brought to
# standstill when Paul stood up
and prepared to leave the train at
the next station. f had another two
stations to go and was becoming
flustered. wondering what to do.
but a3 [ saw the doors glide open.
f found myseif dashing after Paul.

1 called out his name and he
stopped and turned round. | asked
him for his autograph and very
nicely he agreed. 1 gave him a biro
and my book and he started to
make his way up the escalstor. |
called to him: "1 can’t come up
there.” | wasn't supposed to get
off at this station, really.

He laughed and came back. As
he attempted to sign | notced he
was having trouble with my biro.
He was clicking it frantically but
Just couldn’t get it to work. | shall
never forget the amazed look on
his face when | took it. gave it one
click and gave it back to him in
working order.

Eventuslly he gave me his
dutograph, complete with a Ban
The Bomb symbol. and before
having to dash off, he spoke to me
for & few minutes. Soon / realised
/ was /ate and he waved to me as
he went up the escalator—i stilf
found it hard to believe that I'd
actuslly met him.

Listen to what happened to
a friend of sixteen year old
Annette Gray's. Annette
comes from New Maiden.

NCE upon a ume a tnend of

mine was driving down one

of the roads in London in her trm's

green Mini when this large black

car pulls out of a tumning and dents
the side of her car.

Well, she thought, CHEEK, and
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Jenny Walsh from South-
ond sent us this gorgeous
picturs of Brian Jones which
was taken in Singapore. The
background knees are hers.

itdidn’teven stop. So she followed
the car down a side turning, where
John tennon got out He ex-
plained that he couldnt have
stopped in the main road aa he
would have been recognised, and,
although he likes meeting fans he
was in 8 humry,

He was very polite and sald
that he would pay for the damage
that he had done. So all was for-
given, and ended up happily.

Fourteen-year-old Wendy
Mouison from Castie Don-
ington told us about a con-
cort The Kinks could not
make.

'HE replacement for The Kinks

turned out to be The Walker
Brothers. They were not well
known then so the show opened
to & haif-empty cinema. The fitst
half was good but did not get
many screams. Then They came
on &nd every gitl in the audience
went wild.

Scott just stood and sang most
of the ume: the feeling he put in
the songs was marvellous. John
Jjoined in and | started to cry.

All of us were screaming; it was
reatly fantastic. Scott came and
tatked to us but he could hardly be
heard. | wanted to cry / loved
them and so /| did when they /eft.

Somehow / managed to catch a
bus home, but as long as | live |
will always that fan-

and magazines. Like FAB. .
Pop is an atmosphere. Pop is
a living 1o some people. What
about those who create it? They
mean cokes and dressing rooms
and Camaby Street and money and
one night stands and gagging and

tastic show ‘and treasure The
Walkers' autographs which | was
lucky enough to get.

from fourteen year old Marion
Plsat who lives on ﬂn Clifton
Estate in Nottingham.

OP. The sound. The drink.

The dad. The music. On the
transistor, the tele or the ‘toume-
disque’. You can never get away
from pop.

Pop isn't always good but it's
always there. Thump-thump. Pop
is a way of life. It makes you
excited or sad or thoughtful. It
seemns funny that “pop” is such a
little word, It means so much.
To me it suggesis songs and
groups and stages and amplifiers
and records and “throaty” accents

Deejays mean valkmg
and sitting and plavlng and “Shall
we have this one

A three-letter word. A mean-
ingful word. An abbreviated word.
A suitable word. Good. Grotty.
Great. Gibberish. Gear ... POP.

Sixteen year old Jill Bunce
now lives in Plymouth,
while she was Inmg

with her ser
papa, she was /ucky enough
to meet Donovan when FAB
took him to Spain.

in

INFORTUNATELY my two
best friends and / couldn’'t go
down to the airport to

After the pop programme, my
two mates and / saw Donovan off
at the airport. We talked to him and
Sheena (of FAB) Ul it was time
for them to go.

/ am the proud owner of
Donovan’s button and four pic-
tures of Don at the party in St.
Michael's Cave.”

Donovan to Gib., she writes, but
we were given the tip that it was
Don's birthday on the following
Monday.

The next day my two best

Coral Edwards of Pimlico,
London, was walking down
Shaftesbury Avenue when
she bumped into Herman
with his tellow Hermit, th.
8o Corsl kidnapped him and
dragged him in the two bob
photo machine in Wardour
Streat. This picture resulted.
She then let Herman go!

Friends and | bought Don & birth-
day present. On the Monday aftes
Junchwe dashed up to the Queen’s
Hotel where Don was staying. At
first we weve told Don was still
over in Spain. After about ten
minutes of arguing, we finally met
Donovan.

When we had talked to Don
and he had given us his autograph,
we dashed off to school. Much
to our delight, my two friends and
I found out we were invited to
Donovan's party the same evening.

When we arrived at St. Michael's
Cave (where the party was held)
we helped to decorate the table
for the cake to stand on.

At last Don amived and was
very surprised (o see a special
gullu-slwped cake. The party got
into full swing. We enjoyed our
selves very much. After the party
we all went along to the pop pro-
gramme on telly called “Junior
Citizen.!

Smith from 8.
look pleased with hcvu"
being photographed
Bob Lang and Ric Roﬂ\vnﬂ

And finally, Colin Jeffery
sent us this poem—"Mail to
The Beaties.

Now through the halt of fame.
march the tour in tune

hand in hand with immortality
Liverpool's proud sons

Hail 1o the Beatles.

Fingers pluck their wild dance,
leaping upon the guitar stnngs
allowing John's rough chords
master, mingled with Paul's soft
voice : of the lyrics of the

Beatle wne

like water in flood. the sound
fills the senses, drugged by the
pounding passion of Ringo’s
drums : as he tnies 1o follow the
leaping dance ol George's
relentless finger tips  the music
now holds all sway.

Hail Beatles, marching on and on.
you have put your mark upon
the pages of history

upon the mountain top you
stand : names for-ever immortal






Christine Edge from Maes-y-Bryw, North Wales,
is nisetees years sid. She sest us this very pro-
fessisnal plece abeut The Merseyheats. Christine
is the Incky winmer of 2 tes gminea cheywe.

MREYBEAIS

WONDER whether The ever it

their name . . . TS! ! ! Nosh certainly ranks high in I3

own personal charts and throughout the last ime | met Tony Crane
it was one of the main topics of conversasion.

A . 1 found out, beging when they regain comscousness
after being shaken viclently and contmually, Al four hate getting out of
bed 3nd have to be dragged bodily from their place of slumber, Being
partial to an ssrty morning cup of tes, 2 consolation Cuppa awaits them
on riskn,

‘.
“Wa're 1porlt reslly.” said Tony. “But we're 10 marked at having to
o

get up, thae it's » X
1'm told ne-one resorts to the Crueity of s wet 1ponge but the occmional
starting pistof fired by one of the group ends any hope of “five minutes

flising time is generally In the nine or ten o'dock regon though
sometimes it has to be as early as five i there & 3 long journey ahead
JTony was ebvioualy not keen when the latter happened judging by the

ha pulled.

Harving eventualty and reh £0¢ up. drunk the ta and come round
© join the world of the living, the firsx movement I towards a wash
basin or preferably, H possible, 2 shower & more ]

Suitably refreshed and clean, and having donned the Airst clothes o
come 1o hand, It’s down 1o breakfast 3 rush. Tony can generally
manage four or free poached eggs while the ather three indulge in egg.
bacon, tomaco. sausige. ete_. etc.. all followed by a considerable quantity
of toast. (Don't invite The Merseybeats to breakbast. They eat too muchf)

“We're always hungry & breakast.” claimed Tony. (An understate-
ment df ever there was onef)

An hour or 50 later ("It always takes us about an hour for breakfast,”
be 12id), having saten their il (fguratively— mean for the moment) they
can wsually find time for » spot of ng.

A tour round the local shops buying anything that takes their fancy
and “generalty wasting money" (Tomy's words, not mine) results In the
purchase of the oddest items. On one trip they returned with four
bugles and two duck-billed horns (which Aaron Kindly blew down m:
@), I'm il wating for the bntroduction of bugles into The "Beats’

repertoire.

Do they atways do thesr own shopping!

~Yes, apart from shirts which we have spacially made.” answered Tony.
“Moxt of our money goes into the two limited companies we have, From
our weekly earnings we allow ourseives about {50 ssch for spending.
This mainfy goes on clothes, again nothing specl, just anything that
akes our fancy.”

They have 3 group van, driven by Robbie, for transporting the gear
round and a car for Lansporting themselves. but John bought himself 2
natty automatic Jag and Tony treated himnelf to 2 Ford Galaxie (which
1 believe Is his third car).

occmionally do they have to trouble Baush Railways s they
usually find the car satisfactory although where poxsible, plane transport
8 much quicker and simpler.
satting out on 3 journey, they stock up well by spending sbout
10s. aach on sweets and chocolate “just 1o keep us going.” I there
s a chance of stopping for 2 mea), 30 much the bacter.

“Always Chinese 100d,” Tony told me. (Hint to Readers. Next time
7ou are 10 a Chinesa restaurant, book around. There may be 2 Merseybeat
situng nearby?)

“We hike €0 arTive 3t 3 venve about two hours earty, then we can set
up the gear and go for 3 meal” he continued. “This group is alwayx
thinking of their stomachs,” | thought. then Tony remarked, “We only
usually manage to get one good meal a day.” | must say Itthe thoughts of
dubeliel ran through my tiny mind.

After the concert when all the screaming fans have gone home and all
the autograph hunters at the stage door have been satisfied, The Mersey-
beats their

Tired! Worn out! Exhausted?

Not them. They spend a few hours playing records and drinking
gallons of tea. Can't beat the ole cuppa char!

Eventually thay do turn m for a few hours lip. before secting off to
conquer fresh fields. TV appearances. incerviews, or perhaps a hightning
vinit home which they manage to Bt in every fortnight or so.

“Nothing 10 match the sustenance of good, home cooking,” concluded

Tony.
Whers's my Mrs. Beeton's ¢

Teay Crame with sevesteen-year-old Priscilla
pavies of Stokesham, South Devos, who seat us
this pictere. It wins her a handy three guineas.

—————

£

These pix of Dave Berry wer#
sent in by mincteam-year-old
Valerie Joknson of Queens-
bury, Yorks. She wins [3 35.

This article was sent in by fifteen-
year-old Marion Stimpson of
1 ‘s " bsks;

who

chegne, which is very mics, oo/

g Spa, Way >
wmins herself a tem guimea
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BILLY FURY

It was funny really, hott I came to meet v, Sigh Guy" Billy Fury.

Billy to his location spot early that morming It was at
Barkers Farm. with a Church Steeple ncarby

We didn't have the energy to walk another step, so
we got 3 Lit. We eastly spotred the Church Steeple
but no one had heard of Barkers Farm!

Eventuatly we found it. though, and standing outside.
we saw fots of big cameras and spothights and things.
and people everywhere

1 was 100 scared to walk in, so Linda sad “F'm going"™*

She later told me that she marched straight up to
Billy, looked at him and then burst into tears’ He told
ber to ut down and not to worry When she told him
that | was waiting outstde, too scared to go in. he told
her 1o ferch me

Aftee a bit of 3 struggle. she dragged me 0, and we
stayed to watch Billy filming until six o'clock that
nght

‘Durm' our stay Bitly came over to us and chatted
whenever he wasn t needed on the set By this time |
couldn’t make out whether or not | was dreaming—i'd
gone speechless

And & was 2lmost teo much when a photographer on
the set asked us if we would pase for some photographs
with Billy$

,! Bily told us we could go back the following day, so
This carried on for an hour, and then another studio we went and stayed there from ten-thirty in the moraung
guard told us Billy was filming i a ficld 2 mule away until seven-twenty that might. Before leaving. Bully gave

So we set off . and we walked .. and waiked Linda his box of matches to keep, to make wp for
and walked After having walked mules we decided that at, wh ] had if he'd
the guard must have been trying to get rid of us known 3

$o we walked back to the studios. Exbausted. we sat
down on the grass and held up the rccords o the
passing motorita again.

About three o'clock. a car stopped and the driver
asked us what we were doing. We explained we were
warting to see Billy and wouldn't budge until we had
He told us that we were wasting our ume He'd driven

Y friend Linda and 1
would never have mat
Billy it we hadn't gone to Great Yarmouth to see
the last show of his symmer season and If we hado't
paid a visit to Larry Parnes’ reated house there.
Bifly watn't home, but a fella at the house chatted to
us and much to my delight, he gave me a fong serip of
Yarmouth matches which befonged to Brlly Linda then
wanted 10mething of & nd se¢ her heart on having
his crcket bat from the back of the house' So we
warted nine hours just for the bt but the fella st
wouldn't give & to her
He made up for that disappointment by telling us that
Billy would be at Shepperton Studios the following
morning 10 that Monday. we went to Shepperton (|
was 30 determined to meet Billy that | took all my Fury
rezords, autograph book, pix of him plus the matches!)
We arrved at the studios at eleven o'clock and the
stern looking guard outside the gates informed us that
Bully had left
his we refused o believe, 10 we 3at ourselves down
on the grast outside and warted.
Each time 2 car passed vt to go o the studios, we
he'd up my records for them to see and shouted. “Tell
Bilty we're waiting

y the nices Fve
mec,and am likel cet. Whenever | look atmy
autographed pix on my bedroom wall, play my
recards and look in my autograph book and see
written the words “Ait my love and thoughts,
Billy Fury” | know that no matter what happens.
he'll always be in MY thoughts.

the yardbirds

QU have just been invited to
join a photo-scssion with five
of the grooviest guys in
showbiz. You arc going to meet
the YARDBIRDS st Speakers’
Carner 3 o'clock. Sharp.

Well, there you are at three o’clock.

| No Yardbirds. You are
standing alone in the muddlc of the b
concrete square. It's blowing & eol:?
wet wind and Speakces® Comer has
aever before Jooked so awfully big

T rotlifiotn a reporucr anives. No
Yardbirds. Three.thirty another_fe-
porter arnives with 8 few friends. Still

Christina Davidson,
20, from Gothenburg,
Sweden, wins £10 10s. 0d.
for har story sbout The Yard-
birds and £3 3s. 0d. for her pix.

no Yardbirds, Three-forty-five, by
now a big crowd has gathered.
must have sensed something s going

hat, But you know and you arc

ctiing more and more impatient.
Four acclock. Pirase, Yardbirds, come.
shoulders.

And the dark-haired boy with him?
I¢ must be Joff Beck. It is! At L,
they have arnived.
You walk over and say “Hallo™ and
g are et by big frcadly smilcs.
cares that they were over an
hour Late |
Now they are here they
action at once, A soapbox

under the dripping trees and Kcith
jumps up on it with 2 mcgaphone 1o
his mouth. The subjects under

discussion are many various.
someone mentions that Keith
Relf vhould get the M.B.E. before

Mick fagger. Waun't it Keith Relf's
voice saying that?

The sun breaks through the clouds
and the photographer snaps away like
mad. The onlooken src sanding at &

1 distance, but you find your-
self sranding between Jim
and Chris Drejs having a nice chat.,
You look up—straight into Keith's
gorgeous, smiling cyes. Very dis-
croetly, you pinch yoursclf in the arm
just to make sure you're not dreaming.

But time passes fast and sud-
denly the session is over. The bays
rush’ off to another sppointment,
the onlookers drift pway and scon
Speakers’ Comner ia cmpty again,
But now you don't fec! d
wind or the rain. i
feel the warmth of five nicc amilcs,
five sweet personalitics, five really
talented fny-. And it isn't s dream
cither, It could happen to you.
Afker all, it happened to me. [l

never fo them.
The GEAT Yasdbieds.

Nineteen yesr.o1y
Brenda Vera Eagles or
Kensal Rise, London,
sent us this f
she wins £10 10s. 0d,

Cure

@ HowlmetP. J. Proby was really an incredible
stroke of Juck; my friend and I had been great
admirers of his talent for over a year.

Managing to obtain his address which was then st a
Chelsea Mews Cottage, we decided to try and pay him
a visit, Not really dreaming he would be at home we
set off ar about 6.30 p.m. .

It was on a very cold night of last winter. After
travelling for abour three hours in the snow we arrived
st about 9.30 p.m.

Gingerly we knocked on the door. We had hoped
for a glimpse or maybe an autograph from P.J. but to
our amazement who should answer the door but P.J.
personallyl He said: “Holy mackerel! You gals surc
look mighty cold. Come in and warm yourselves.”

We were so thrilled that we could casily have fallen
down in our tracks. .

As we sat down by the huge roaring fire getting warm
again, we felt cxhilerated by the warmth of P.J.'s
kindness.

We looked round the elaborately furnished lounge.
Every piece of furniture was a superb antique. 1 felt as
if suddenly 1 had stepped into a page of history with
P.J. as a Knight of the Round Table. Only onc thing
brought me back to reality and that was two guitars in
the corner, but I quickly imagined to mysclf that they
were lutes so nothing would be spotled.

Picture sent in by lan Starrett of Co. Derry,
Northern Ireland. It wins him 3 guiness.

§|ppmg 2 hot drink we fired questions at P.J., all of
which he answered with grear patience and coafidence.

One question I asked was did he get constaat]
bothered to the point of exhaustion with fans like us
clling. He replied: 1 owe my career 1o my fans, and
if 1 can’t show a little hospitality when they go to o
much trouble such as you have to come and see me,
then really 1 do not think 1 could live with myself.”

How anrm_m P.J. was from all the things papers
have quoted him to be—such as being abusive, selfish,
arrogant, One knows after meeting him that he is none
of these things. He is kind, polite, thoughtful and
]genl!'e. In other words he certainly is “Gentieman
um.

When we left, we walked through the b
snow oot noticing if it was coh;.‘or bot I:::t::
inside we felt 30 happy—whbo would not be after
m«u._s, such a gentleman as “James Marcus
Smich* alias P. J. Proby (our idol)?
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Ninetasn yoor old Ruth Ane Mosre from Kensas Clty, U.S.A. end her sivter Judy. tell us about the
tiame They flew from Kaness Clty to Chicago to see The Besties in action. They win ten guinses.

today

The clock hands pointed to four-thirty. Outside the
sun hadn’t begun 10 ghnt gokd on the buildings. We
dressed hastity, chumsily, hearts pounding. mouths
dry. My hands shook as | pulled on white lace
stockings, black mod dresz, slammed on 8 goid suede
_ohn Cap and standing up, theust feet into square toed
Mr. Bestles.  Judy's outfit was identical to mine. We
could have passed for twins.

Things were almost toa hectic as we rode in the
cab 10 the sirport, fog beginning to ift from the sky-
screpers of Kansas City. Paul. My heart was akesdy
beginning to boat hard at the thought of Paul.

1 did love him.

Judy poked me. “Ch, stop moaning. You'll get
Buf yet. Wait and see.”

I hopad she was nght. We'd nicknamed Paul “Buf™
after that scens in Hard Darys Night whers Paul is
resding Ringo’s imvitation and says ~Champegne
buffet™ and looks sdorable.

‘We caught the plane at 6.45 and settled back for the
trip 10 Chicaga. Neither of us had flown betore and
J.munpmrna | thought the whole thing & real

espocially the Horey-Buns lor breskfast
'P-flmhof-vbun'lludlndmlﬁm
plance. “Well. | know for a fact you love Whoopy
Crane Hamison.” | said. Judy looked morosety out of
the window.

“I know | love that Insane Crane, | love. love that
Crane.”

Il was slmost 9.00 when the plane landed in
Chicago. Wae found 8 newspaper which surprisingly
#nough told the motel at which The Beatles
staying. 30 we got & cab and went out there.

The motel was tar from down-town Chicago, almost
in the country.

These were no kids there and only one

padiockad but gusrded s well

So daunted and sick inside, we joined o group at
the window. Suddenly on the roof appesred a tall
skinny boy in purple Lacy Merseyboat- type shirt, with 8
1adder and two girls. We watched with heid breaths.
hoping they'd make 1t. and [ think they would have it 8
m;qmdﬂh-dnlmnlo"-pohwmnandmld an

Snl it was a tunny sight to ses the overweight cops
chasing those kids over the roof. We cheerod when
they sscaped.

So we resumed our staring and fidgeting about. |
remembes at one window a large tabby cat sppeared
and perched on the ull. “Coh,~ Judy sad, “that’s
Tom jones' Pussycat. He was here not long ago, you
know. Maybe he laft the ca™ So we gave him a
shghtly off-key rendering of “What's New Puddycat*

Oh. won't they come? My heart swelled up
with misery and | wanted to cry. | 3aid: “Paul, come
and take me awsy from ai this”™ He didn't. 30 |
casually began inspecting the limousine that was to
take them 10 the shaw, and a policeman 10id me to
loave. We at last began singing: “We love you
Bestles. Oh yes we do. Wa love you Beatles and we'll
always be true.”

The crowd was getting larger now. and we knew the
boys would have ta come out for they had 8 three
o'clock show 10 do, and by now about three hundred
or mors crowded round the glass doors.

Mors pokicemen came. and | was hot. and cold,
sticky and shaking Then someone screamed and as if
in resction we all began to push. | didn’t mean to. 1
wouldn't hurt them for the World. but 1 shoved and

It was a homible fesling. bul | coukdn’t stop. In that
minute | would have died 10 see Paul's eyss. The
policemen pushed us back, but the crowd was much
Stronger and we aimost smashed through the glass
doors. | caught 8 gimpse of John's face inside, not
smiling. his syss cold &% it daring us to come on. Then

heart stopped. for one spit second, my somach

flopped. my kneas rembied and then | screamed.

We'd plannad on not scresming. but with Paul and
John and George. Ringo behind, well, we
Nothing could be heard in that crowd of scores ol

not Pauls i i John's
lost forever, Ringo's drums. nothing but & sokd.
defytng ros: ; the moaned and
shook their heeds.

{ remember crying 3o hard | coukdn’t see what t'd
give my ke ta ook af great hombie hysterical sobs,
that shook ma and made the policemen sigh.

"P-ulllavnyou. 1 whispered. | coukdn’t scream any
more. “Buf. my own But.” and unable to see him. yet
30 close, actually neas me. his hair flopping. his
guitat flashing in the kghts, his bocted feet stemping
the sisge. | foR my heant brask in tiny pieces. |
couldn’t give him up. Not Paul. anyone in the word
but Paul.

Somohuw. eaven in 8 situation ke this, hystencal
and tear sploched. | saw the humour in it and stood up
on my chast shouting, “Somebody’s burzing.” Some
of the kids laughed, most of them were cryng, and |
collapsed 1n tears again, my bnef moment of beavery
waned, snd sick inede. | coukdn't stay, | got up and
ran outside. tryIng 10 drown out Paul's words of love.
Not tor me. not ever for me. At that moment. | even
hated tum.

| cried during the 1np from the stachum back 1o

suddenly we wore quiet. and they wers shouting :
“0.K kids you can lesve. They've gone.”

tall, rather forlom Jooking policeman in the lobby,
although we did 0ol mgns procisiming BEATLE
RECOROS FOR SALE HERE.

‘We walked around 10 8 newer addition in back. past
tha empty, cold swimming pool and finally discovered
about lifty or sixty girls and boys, all mod-types and
long-haired They were gazing adonngly at the top
windows. About six burly armed policemen wora
guarding the giass doors that led inside, and nothing in
our power could get us inside.

We crept around to the back, but only more police-
men were there ; it ssemed that every door and window
that led to this lvory Towes was not onby hesvily

‘We wouldn't believe that they had gone. but they
had, out the back where thers was less chance of them
being hurt.

| cried for 8 kittle while. and we went inside. and
afiar 8 while decided 10 go down to the stadium earty.
Our tickats wers for the 8.00 show, but we went
anyway. 1 was crowded, cops and kids everywhere. |
was nervous and snxious to see Paul my daring
cnnkle-eyed Paul.

The cops—some of them who remembered me from
sarbes. grinned and | made faces and laughed at them,
joved the music of the great Sounds Inc. and kept
wasling for THEM. Finally when they did sppear my

down -t Chicago. where we were to caigh the bus
going back home. | don't know when | ever felt 50
forsaken, nding through the windy night, when ati |
wanted to do was o fly back 1o Paul's arms.

That's about my story, then. I'm not one of those
lucky girts who've touched. or talked to or kissed thei
favounte Beatle. I'm still among that majority of girls.
who have never touched Paul, who would give any-
thing to touch his hai¢. his ha: his eyes. |am siill
histening to his voice. and kissing his pictures, and
when | let myself, dreaming about him.

1 heat hus voice all times. “She gives me evesythng.
and tenderly, the kiss my lover brings. . . " ~Why
she had to go | don’t know, xhcwoulmlny,lntd
sometivng wrong. now | long for yesterdsy. . .

1 love you Beatiea, yes; | love you Paul.

M Claude Jeannaux, from Paris, sent
* us these pix of The Beatles on one
of their Paris trips. Claude says hcisa
mad pop fan and when groups and
stars go to Pans he follows them around
to take as many pix as he can.

These pix were taken in and around the ex-
clusive Grande Cascade restaurant in the Bois
de Bologne.

Scventeen-year-old Claude wins £3 3a. for every
one of his pix we have published on this page.

Congratulations. mon chevl
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Get Off My Cloud—AMick muses as
Keith strums and Brian, Bill and
Charlie provide as excriting backing.

“That's the way | like it yeab,

Keith in action with that broodin’ 3
real cool” look from the Jomes boy.

coming wp ta  boiling-point look.

Hail to the chitf Stome Mick.
He's not really mad with anyome.

Brian gets fully adusted wbile
Bill takes & vory selcoms break.
15
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DUSTY
SPRINGFIELD

T was on a Tuesday sftemoon when two gitls,
I Diane and Michelle, knocked on the door of &

Baker Street flat. We did not know who was going
10 snswer it and we were quite prepared for any
disappointment coming. Then SHE opened the
door . . . and we nearly ainted as wa saw her gorgeous.
face beaming down on us.

“Hullo.” she said cheeitully,
stand on the door-step sl da
down to earth and walked inside.

As usual her hair was in the latest fashion. She was
wearing hight biue deaim jeans and shirt to match.

“Would you like & cuppa?” said & goony voice.

“if its no bother,” we replied sitting down.

“are you going to
We quickly came

astey
aLn\“s ;s.
10 1

inviting The Hollies to Five O’ Clock Club, which
was broedcast fram Trafalgar Square. Dragging my
0

I SHALL always bless Rediffusion Televumn for

Trafalgar Square. It was baTar o .
polas bear—uwith & hint of sleet and s definitely cold

J\l( as l wls debating whether 10 sacrifice my looks
m ;lnlmlol just_hope I got &:om hs
the nght people, over somebody.

1 was mﬁf:; sweetl; edy mfwd sing profusely, my
brother, who Emd ing my back for the last
five mma. pu: my glasses on the end of my nosc.

I gazed at a retreat back in dismay, I had just
lnppcd over my {l\ounlt Hollie, Tony Hicks, and 1
hadn’t him{

T let oul a shriek that sent the pigeons, who were
waddling in miserable groups, flying off in search of
safer perches. Running in the direction that Tony had
taken | saw someone hnldm‘nguiw,md mnunn

Iuiognph book under his_nose. Pl rather

, 1 gazed with admiration at the page,
e mr y wrotc: “Hollxs" and the date, ot the
wp of

the page,

P Thats fubiiy,” said my brother, sarcastically, 1

didn't know Brian Poole| m oued ‘The Holies.*
With &

if- yw-dnd mtrbok I cmucd out Houm, and ]Omtd
the crowd behind the basrice.
Then | saw them. Tony and Graham in tweed coats,

sades,

yesr-otd
v o pacitic P

catitorm?

HEN the names, Sonny and Cher, are

mentioned someone will always say some-

thing Iike “What species 18 that?” These
people make ther statements after onfy seeng Ihem
10 8 picture. Well I'd like to lel the world know what
they'te r like.

Sonny and Cher are the two nicest people in the
warld, 8¢ far as 'm concerned. Yhe first time | met
them was 8t 8 chanty show sbout three weeks after
I Got You, Bebo was put out on the west coast. |
didn’t care sbout them or even know who they were
whan | first saw them.

| was at the concert to see Tho Byrds. After they
had performed | decwded to lry to meel them, bul by
the time | worked my way back-staga they had leh
That was wheo | ran Inig Cher. She was siting and

“Well,” she ask

“Yes, thanks.”

") do like your denim sult, Dusty,” said Michelle.

“! saw you on R.S.G. lest Friday and you were
absolutely gear,” said Diane.

“Ta.”

She unexpeciedly offered to show us her wardrobe,
and we follawed her into @ fantabulous bedroom.
Along one wall there was 8 whole row of fitted ward-
robes. The first one, we were told, was for everyday
use. In it were slacks, skuts, blouses, sneakers and &
fow shifts. The rest of them were for stage and TV
appoarances and pertes. Each dress was lovslier
than the one before. and we stood thers imagining
her i every one.

Along another wall was a wardrobe with one side
tor drawers and the other side for coats. The one
that caught our eys most was the fabulous fur one
which FAB photographed. The wardrobe next 10 it
contained “In-between” dresses such as the one in
the TV Times with the flowered coat

Hanging outside the wardrobe In a plastic cover
was that gorgeous pink beaded dress, all ready to put
on as she was doing & cabarst act that night.

At that moment we smelt something burning.

"Help |” she cried, and dashed Into the kitchen,

We heard a scream, and rushed inside to see

. “how do you lesl now, recoversd 7

Allan looking like & Cansdian lumberjack, in black and
red checks, Eric in a blue suede anorak (and 3 red

scream,
about to play—oow where dxd lppul my ;hum?
After crawling through a forest of legs, pausing for sn
argument wich -wxorpu:pleonuf\:
lmm(), 1 l’ound lhem someone’s turn-ups. After a
hear

final tusslc rose triumphantly o
the last ‘\nur cho ol'lyt'u Through. ¥

Out of the cormer of my eye T thw the Last Hollie
xh out mwnd: s mmnauy perched car. Munmn¢
ey're getting sway with it this dme,” |

followed. Fommul [a me and lzly for

had 1 gave my autograph

book to Tony (or was it Gnh‘m ?), whoops, wrong
again, it was Bobby.

Tony Hicks was doing a war-dance on the paverent,

trying to artract the sttention of a tan. He cerminls

arracted some people, bul not, un[orlun.ltly, {
cruising tsxi. When be had signed my book we settied
AW EL A Ycharr ot was alightly im by my
complete inability to understand s rer accent.
After five lulnp';rhl were completed 1 was w a daze
of hap; “ialms, I saw my it sbsent-
Bric's Hollie or no Hollic he was
my oae and oaly biro.
| stood in a daydream, until rudely swakened by my
brother, who dcmanded to know what I was doing
staring ix;lo space, and couldn't we go home a3 he was
s

tarving
Some peopic seem 1o lack ll the finer feelings.

HOLLIES

reading & newspaper, so | sat down next to her. |
found that she wasn't at all ke 30 many pop stars |
she is honest, loves peaple, and wants 10 be tnends
with everyone. When she is with Sonny. even off
s1age, you can tell that sha's in love.

) asked her f she ever gets tired ol 1he fans and she
answered: "I don't get tired of the fans, | just get
wred.” To me this statement shows mora loyalty
and love for fans thao anyone can have.

Since the time that | ran Into them, more or less. by
accidant, | have seen and talked 1o Sonny and Cher
both at concerts and at their home, so what I'm saying
isn't based on one “put on” job at a concert. | won't
lot you think that Ihey know me well. or even by
name for they donv. But they know my face and
always have 8 big "Hil" resdy when ) seo them
Even though I'm anly a fan, they treat me like a good

nd,

They lead & plain simple lite and live for love and
just to be hiving. They want to be themseives and
they dan't care i 1he world doesn't undersiand They
understand each other and their true friends under-
stand them. To them, thesa are tha impontant things

Onca | asked Sonny it he could give some sdvice
10 the kids who were tying 10 decide how they foel

what was the matter. She heid up 8 burnt kemc.
| lorgot the wates,” she chuckied We fooked
each ather, then at Dusty and then exploded |
After about half an hour's goony nonsense with her,
we sadly decided it was time 10 go. After tfond
goodbyss we went home and told sverybody sbout
our tabulous aftemoon.

Graham and thei

Tony.
mana
year-old Chr
Munich, Germany:

_ picture sentin by seventeen-
sic and Connie of
wins them £3 3s.

about tha world. He thought a minute and then saxd
Always be yoursell, and atways try 1o love every-
body.” That pretty well sums up how this great
husband and wite tesm fee! about sach other and
about file and why $0 many people love them.

So if your one of those people who condemn them
for the way they look. stop and thunk for 8 minute
Are looks the important thing ?

SONNY
AGHER



BLONDES!
BRUNETTES

Choose a shampoo made ,
specially for you «

Choose-and be astonished! when you discover
the one shampoo meant truly for you. For every
shade of darker hair, the one and only sham-
poo is Brunitex. For every fairer shade, the one
and only is Sta-Blond. So choose. And be
astonished-tonight!

Sta-blond/or biondes

Sta-Blond is the special shampoo formula which restores rich
golden tones to all shades of fair hair. Prevents hair from darkening!

Brunitex o bruncttes

Brunitex is the special shampoo formula which deepens richness
of tone, brings out the tuil colour of all shades of darher hair.

At BOOTS, WOOLWORTHS and CHEMISTS everywhere

“Come on. You are i the fan-club,
aren’t you ?”

“You bet!™

““Well, come along. Is this your »

*Yes, thas is Dad.™ £

IN 8 fow momenis we were ®t the
stage door.

“Come on, folks,” calied Jomny and
led us through. He sprang up a fligh of
steps and 1 wotiered wp followed by

“Th way,” he sid snd we walked
across the stage. The curtains were open.
and I looked at all the cmpey seats,

“My_goodnca!™ 1 Fancy
facing them when they're full™

E; y we reached which
bad Y TARBUCK written on i

hanging up. A rosctic was on anc wall,
the famihise colours of L

By now Jummy waa sitang on the chair
by the dressing-table.

“Mind if 1 take my cost off ? saked

"Nﬂﬂl“-hp-"l'ﬂ&'dlb.mﬁn&

open 8

Do you open al yous mait 7 shousnd
“Pardon 7 seid Jitm turning down the

volume.

'Who cares!” 1 shouted.
And who would have!
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trvourke pudding—cream caramel. be of
tuck? The others tried treacle tart which
they had act had before, voted K tops and
called it “xolfes cake.” they 3l had second
helpiags wisle Chrin polished off the
roment of the creom cramel. Mike
seemed diappointed that Mary could noc
make “tofiee cake” 30 Mum give her the

recipe.
We adiourned 10 the sting room for

were in US.A. He s 50 thougheful!
Hymbﬂadnr Hu'ﬂn Joined us a3
he had some recocds

HOUSE
UFFEE BAR

Jackie Cargill, age 14, from Wood Greem, Lomdos, sends us this pic of

Prte Ouaife that she took while he was busy autographing books for her

friends, Pete looks quite demgerows—it’s oaly in fun, though. We think.

wanted Mike w

wth Merlin to look 2 hs

Road Manager Bill had actualy driven
trains.

Much t00 300 it was time for them o

g0, Mike 20d Bill had o be dragged away

from the trains, Chris in search of them

calling out goodbye to us as they drove up.
the road, and I—1 went 1o bed—io dream!

It had been a lovely evening, one | would
remember and dream of for ever and ever,

hair dries, it automarically rakes

10:

FOR A

“SHAMPOO - SET”’!

Here's a fabulous idea! A shampoo with its own built-in
serting lotion! Onc sachet. One operation! It's aalled
LINC-O-LIN Shampoo and herc’s the exciting differ-
ence! As well as an cxtra creamy, Juxuriantly lathering
shampoo it has real beer added. (You'd never believe
it if we didn’t tell you becsuse LINC-O-LIN has such a
d:lnnepetﬁm‘)AllYOUdoushumpoo,bul,uymr

—1mns|fyw'd used-~{and paid foe!}—a separate beer
rinse. The sbeer “body,” bounce and obedience this
LINC-O-LIN Beer Shampoo gives 1o your hair, makes
for an entirely ncw and thrilling experience.

linc—o-Ll?n

Fruuall Chemeists. Sachets 104d., ov larger sizes. Besi t hairdressers
use and recommend LINC-O-LIN Beer Shampoo

ou real beer set and gloss

CLlFF

nymnnndlrdnm:

found the house. But sias Chff was not
at bame,
In all we made sbout nine visits o the

After sccing bow much of his precious
free time Clff gives up to meet his fans
we felt that we would like o show our

md give hum
special. So, the evening before Cuff's

rocssage
“"vaMoToO-BwCM'
Wikth this we gave him » birthday card
bearing this sppeopriate and mncere
grecung: “Here’s hoping you have a

the ualls. It really was 3 grear show
and proved by Lar 1o he the most esanng
perfocmance.

Sylvia also semst this pic of her
Jriends with Cliff outside his hom:

|
|
—




by VICTORIA BROWN

With Me is onc of the top pops of this
ar any other year and 1 particulsrly
the dramatic v
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BILLY THORPE FAN

Ploase tell me where | con writs
to Bty Thorpe and The Azmecs?
1 saw their photo in FAB, and think
they are the greatest. Margerwt
Cullen, Guildford.

For you. and many other fans the
address is, Ssndra Osmond. 11 Homsey
Park, Perth, Western

STEVE'S AGE

How old is Steve Winwood of The
Spemcer Davis Growp? Jane
Gorrard, Crewea.

Steve was born on May 12th, 1948,
Jane, which if my maths s right (that's
laugh) makes him seventeen and three-
quarters.

CHRIS' PETS

Ploase tall me H my favourite
drumener Cheis Curtis has any pets ?
Gill Cola, Preston.

Although Chris is very fond of ammals.
Gill. he doesn’t have any pets bocause
with the group traveliing most of the ime
he says it wouldn't be faif 1o keep one.

ZOOT MONEY

1 1 said what is Zoot Money's real
nasme, what would you say? Linda
Jameson, Southampton.

George Bruno Money. Linda

Zoet Money

KEN, JOHN AND PERRY

Do you kmow how John Carter
amd Kon Lawis of The lvy Lesgue
mat up with Perry Ford? Lesley
Powwer, Nunsston.

Actually, Lesley. Perry has known the
other two members of the group for
sbout five yesrs, but i1 wasn't untl
October. 1964, that they became close
fnends. Perry was then running a small
recording studso in London, and Ken and
John went in there to try out some songs
They nesded an extra voxce. so Peay
helped them out on the session. and they
khod 1he sound so much that the Ivy
League was formed Certanly been

successful, hasn't it ?

Astroise ond Mgw Zuslersd.

Maureens
LETTERBOX

t think you deserve a big pat on the back for
writing this issue all on your own. it's great.
Only thing is, it's back to work for us all next
woek! Here's this weeks batch of letters . . .

————
ANIMAL'S FLIP

Who wrots the other side of The
Animal's record, ft's Ay Lifel
Dismne Locking, Surniey.

The Mip-ude. I'm Going 1o Change
the World. was wntten by Enc Burdon,
Dianne.

PETE'S SPARE TIME

Plosse toli me what that great
desjsy Pate Brady likes to do in his
spare time? Jan Webster, Stone-
on-Trent.

When he's not tinning the discs, Pete
onjoys water ski-ing. motor racing and
hstening to folk music. Jan

;
S
ug'_l/‘

Pote Bracy

ROD ARGENT

Whers was Rod Argent of The
Zombies born? Dorothy Chitton,
Hounslow.

Rod hails rom St Albans 10 Hertford
shwre, and he still hves in that part of the
world with his folks

MAIL FROM DENMARK

Kirsten Villadsen from Denmark
sent us some photos of Unitd - 2
which she took when she was over
in England, snd ashs for the boys
fan ciub sddress.

Thanks very much fur ihe photos
Kirsten  You can wiite 1o the boys.
c,0 Jenny Barker. 14 Meivyn Closo.
Guits Oak. Cheshunt, Hernfordshire
P'S Yuu lorgot to pul your address on
the latter, Kicsten, so if you send 1T 10 us
we can relurn the pics

GEW o BoB

Can you give me some info. on
that fab American artist, Bob
Henry? Joy Saunders, Nettering.

Well, Joy. you ought say that mast
people ook up to Bob  Usually thay
have nu Lhoice, “cos ha 5 sx feel six tall !

o othanwie dripaset of

Bob has brown har and grean eyes,
plus a forty-four inch chest. Wow ! He
used 1o play football st College. but one
day he lost fus temper and fioored two
of the other team. 3o he was banned from
playing. Not aman to argue with, I'd say |

Bob Hemry

That's all from me this week.
Keep writing. The address is:
Maureen, FABULOUS, Flest-
way House, Farringdon Street,
London, E.C.4, Don't forget

stamped addressed

Are You

Areyouthe pusstheyall chatup?
When they hear your purr do the
boys situp ? Are you the one who
knows what's new, do the others
copy everything you do? If you're
the puss who really knows the
score, he sure you need the with

it touch of Gordon Moure's, the
cosmetic touthpaste that shines
your teeth bright as cat's eyes
plowingin the might, tints up your
qums a pink of sheer delight

Lambea end Moiews. Kingrta, d .
by o7 of Trode excede 5t the (oll retat prvca @ s
o pectanal ety

ibdm ar of Trode o afived o ae a1 ot of 4y PUDIRctewr o Sdeestuving. (earmry






