The Real Tuesday Weld
This is a story of dreams mixed with reality.

I grew up in an old fashioned house where Thirties British dance band music was played (along with a dash of easy listening). I was very reserved - I played the recorder, piano and trumpet and I read mythology. I developed a prediliction for hallucinogens and became a cross dresser. I was a student at the Royal College of Art in London, dabbled a little with music but started to meditate and decided to become a Buddhist monk. I spent four months in the Spanish mountains abstaining from drink, drugs and debauchery on the path to enlightenment. I came down. I really came down. I collapsed into a psychic heap, split with my paramour and entered into a shadow world. I began to study Jung and James Hillman and to pay attention to my dreams. I visited a shaman and had a series of very strange experiences in London and in the Cambrian mountains in West Wales.

One night I had a very strong dream in which the British crooner Al Bowlly appeared to me in Piccadilly circus. I took it as an omen that I needed to become a musician. The next night I dreamt of the actress Tuesday Weld. I started to make funny little songs which reminded me of the way I heard music through the walls of the house I grew up in. I read an article about a girl who ran a little record label and who sold her sports car to finance a single. I sent her something. We met and she (Tracy Lee Jackson) and I released a series of records on her wonderful Dreamy imprint.

I left my sky high apartment in Ladbroke Grove and bought a flat above the lost Fleet river in Clerkenwell. I had been living on and off with my oldest and closest friend Glen Duncan who was a writer and one evening in the Jerusalem Tavern we thought that it was about time we did something together and I decide to make a soundtrack to the novel Glen was writing in my flat. So 'I, Lucifer' came into being. A strange Russian boy called Alex Budovsky got in contact with me and we made various extraordinary films together. I met various peculiar characters in and around Clerkenwell - particularly the enigmatic Valentine Rose.

Tracy bullied me into agreeing to a one off live performance at The Horse Hospital in Bloomsbury. I reluctantly agreed and got in touch with David Guez ( a French friend) and Jacques Van Rhijn (a friend and a wonderful clarinet player). We showed Alex's films, Glen read from the novel and we played three songs. We were invited to Athens to play again and agreed. Another friend and polymath musician Clive painter joined us. Then Jed (another childhood friend) on percussion and then Don Brosnan on bass. I signed to a new label called Six Degrees in the US and to Play it again Sam in Europe. We toured The US and Canada and Europe and had all sorts of funny adventures and more records and collaborations magically followed. The radio clerkenwell broadcasts began.

I met a strange character Marek Pytel who introduced me to the wonderful 1940's surrealist classic "Dreams That Money Can Buy' We devised an alternative score to the film with the experimental chanteuse Cibelle and the English Alchemist David Piper and we performed a massive show in the gigantic Turbine Hall of the Tate Modern. Part way through recording a new album, my father died. In an extraordinary twist of fate The British Film Institute commissioned the first release of the film on DVD so I was able to bury myself in working with the band - and especially Clive - on recording the score.

On returning to recording I found that something had changed. Perhaps it was because my father who(with my great uncle) introduced me to all this music in the first place had gone. Valentine also seemed to have disappeared. So I began again - trying to find a way back through the labyrinth. I write music everyday in a studio under the eaves of my house and a new, different record is almost complete. I have been dreaming again - dark visions of London in some apocalyptic future and wonderful pastoral images of nature. I saw a horse with a woman's head walking by the Thames and I saw the River Fleet flowing again down the valley behind Gray's Inn Road. I thought I had found the true position of William Blake's Grave in Bunhill Fields. I like working with filmmakers and artists - like Catherine who designed this site.

I have no idea what any of this means.





