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Why ‘Mortal Coils?’
Between 2010 and 2016 I had three close-calls. Three times rushed
to hospital about to shuffle off the Mortal Coil and yet; by luck,
stubbiness and the stunning professionalism of British medical
staff I am still here - for a while.
In 1976 I bought my first guitar from Boots in Bridgend, Wales. My
friend Robert’s father David gave me the missing 50p (I only had
the first £9) and it was mine.
Since then I’ve been in awe and admiration of the many great
musicians I’ve heard (a few I’ve been lucky enough to meet) and
astounded at how much undiscovered talent there is.

Influence
1960’s to 2020’s

Mm, well some of the artists I’ve paid
to hear live might help…
Chuck Berry, Alice Cooper, Motorhead, Robert Plant,
Feeder, Bob Dylan, The Who, Blue Oyster Cult, Iggy
Pop, Budgie, The Rolling Stones, Jethro Tull, Leftfield,
Chemical Brothers, The Prodigy, Gordon Giltrap,
Stereophonics, Man, Deep Purple, The Stranglers,
Oasis, David Bowie, Dreadzone

That said, every musician, especially guitarists I’ve met is absolutely
convinced he/she is the best ever and is a gift to the world beyond
words. Me? I’m just happy to still be here with time to write this.
Over the years many recording sessions, lots of bands (mostly in
my late teens) and yet there is no complete ‘set’ I can leave when
the day comes I shuffle along and just don’t return.
‘Mortal Coils’ is my answer to this.

FREEFALL

I clearly remember Wings 'Silly Love Songs' was in the charts.
Walking along the beach families often settled on towels or deck
chairs, that sort of thing.
They all seemed to have a radio playing with 'Silly Love Songs' on
every half hour. This is the summer of 1976.
So then this particular memory was when I was fifteen. The last
summer I spent at the dunes. I mention this because I drifted
around a lot when I was thirteen and fourteen too, '74 and '75.

They were great summers and it was
easy to just disappear at the coast.
I didn't need much money for food, there was always something
free when the time was right.
Mostly hot-dogs and burgers but show up at a chip-shop half an
hour before closing and they were good enough to wrap the last
chips for me rather than throw them away.
Most days I'd walk around just looking and listening, ‘taking things
in’ as they say. Eventually I'd head back to the sand dunes.
To one in particular I had found there when I was thirteen.
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The Lagoon

It was the strangest thing to see on the South Wales coast. Had
there been palm trees it could have faked its way into a brochure
for the Caribbean or somewhere equally exotic.
A perfect kidney-shape crystal clear deep blue-green lagoon
hidden behind a large dune of brilliant white sand. I don't know
how long it had been there, the dunes shift but I camped there
in the previous summers of '74 and '75 and it looked as lost,
undiscovered as it did when I first arrived.

The only signs of life were a ring of
stones where I light my fire each night.

I'd found a piece of corrugated
sheet metal, the sort used for
shed roofs and propped that

School was pointless by then. In fact I probably realised this a

up with some driftwood, that

few weeks after my father threw me out in ’74. With so much

was my shelter each night.

disruption and uncertainty in my life I was just 'going through the

My rucksack was heavy. Rather

motions' attending classes. A hope the social services would

than carry it on my wanderings,
I'd dig a hole about half-way

step in to prosecute him for something came to nothing. The

up the dune and bury it there

services always seemed to threaten parents with this but the

covered by this metal sheet.

reality is, no one seemed to notice.
I have a clear memory of my last evening there.
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Shelter

I walked back from the town along the beach still packed with
day-trippers. Crossing from the seaside to the dunes I had to pick
my way around and through their little camps. This one dune in
particular overlooked the beach, it was quite high.

At the top I sat and took in the view
thinking about the last few years and
what had brought me there.
My brother stepped in for a while, put me up in a

Just a few minutes earlier I walked though that crowded beach

make-shift bedroom. I was okay with this until I

like a ghost. Not a word or a look from anyone.

realised it was really at the behest of my aunt who
probably in-turn succumbed to pressure from my
grandmother.

I realised, it was the same at school, every day I spent there

She didn't want the family name dragged through

picking my way though and that too was as if I was invisible.

the mud. By the summer of '74 I’d gone my own

I sat there a while just thinking about the previous couple of years.

way and discovered the lagoon.

What was said, what was done and so on, arriving at a conclusion.

The first version of this track was recorded
around Christmas 1992 with my ’74 Strat

I had been in a type of 'Freefall'
and had landed there at the beach.

‘Burnie’ and a Roland GR1. In fact, the
Rhodes piano you hear is the midi from
that original recording. Indeed, although
re-recorded for this version the lead guitar
is still ‘Burnie’. I use the old rucksack for
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my guitar leads and bits these days.
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Chapter one, between the beginning and the end.

Freefall

In the last days of a spectacular summer's Indian afterglow he walked
along the strip of wet sand. Side-stepping waves lapping while looking for
a place to cross to the sand-dunes.
Weaving between little islands of deck chairs, towels and beach-toys, so
many piping hits from tiny radios, so often a silly love song. He noticed
these things as he walked.
At the top of the 'big dune' he looked back and listed to the distant
families and turned to the quiet of a secret oasis. A pool so deep and still,
like a dark blue mirror.
Near the water a ring of stones marked last nights fi re and halfway up the
far side a rusty corrugated sheet.
Buried under this was his rucksack and within everything he owned other
than what he wore and the contents of his pockets.
He pulled the rucksack up taking the weight on his shoulders and
pondered a direction. Killing birds with stones, emptying out, fi lling up.
Simple, along the beach and onto the chip-shop where he could lighten
the rucksack at a bin, stuff past its use and while there put something in his

No birds were harmed, ‘Killing two birds

stomach at least once today.

with one stone.’ is an old English saying. It
simply means doing two things at once.

Just at the top of the dune he looked back, a whole summer here.

In Britain, ‘Chips’ are ‘French Fries’.

He understood who he had been has gone.

A ‘Chip-shop’ is just a take-away.

Looking ahead, he knew who he would become is a stranger to himself.
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Find a way remembers a girl I met who had been happy spending
her early teens in the bustle of London. Lots of friends, loads of
things to do and see. She was in love with the city.

FIND A WAY
Her father worked for an international chemical production
company with their head quarters in London but chose to move
most of the staff from there into its British processing plant near
Swansea. Their UK activity would be managed from there so he
was forced to sell their property in London and move the whole
family to Wales.
She didn't cope with this well and simply refused to settle.
Registered at the local school, she didn't attend. Social Services
intervened and she found herself in a 'special' school, essentially
for delinquents of one sort or another.
Eventually she 'ran away' - to the people and place she was last
happy. Back to her friends in London. Actually, this happened
twice and each time her father had to drive to London to bring her
back to their new home in Wales.
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Deeply depressed she refused to leave the house, sleeping

Shelter

around the clock and when awake, drawing and painting.
Her parents tried numerous things to interest her, work with local
firms, helping their friends, anything.
Then the opportunity to enrol into art-school came along.

This part of the story ends here
but it goes on in another direction.

This was written on and for acoustic guitar
way-back in 1980. I always imagined it as
a simple busker-style piece.
Times change, today foley effects like the
sound of a train or real-life ambiance help
paint a more complete picture.
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With your Daddy's finger pointing, and tears in your eyes.

Find a way

You had to leave your friends behind, try to get some peace of mind.
So you ran, away, to fight another day, but your daddy brought you back.
He said this is where there's work, so this is where we stay,
I don't like it either, but what else can I do?
You know I only want what's best for you.

So let's face this dull old town, I know it brings you down,
but you'll find a way, to stay another day.

You left school two years too soon, you spent the time in bed.
With your mother's nerves in shreds,
She said we'll find some work for you to do.
And you will do, what I tell you to.
It won't be that bad, you don't have to look so sad.
So put on a smile, for a while, try to be happy, and I will too,
you know I only want what's best for you.

So let's face this dull old town, I know it brings you down,
but you'll find a way, to stay another day.
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One Friday in 1998 I finished early, by about 4pm and began
putting the work that week in order; filing and cleaning up, getting
things ready for a quick start the following Monday.
This had just a few years earlier been a large very well respected
advertising agency. Since then Nathan the owner had been
diagnosed with a stroke and given a warning to 'slow down' or ‘die
early’ the company had thinned to just three employees. Nathan,
his friend Ralph and me.
On this day Ralph was away so it was just us two. Around about
4:30, as I sorted-away the weeks work his wife Carol came into the

IN
THAT
MOMENT
STILL

office. I barely knew her but she was very nice, always polite and
we got along quite well.

Nathan sat at his desk, Carol sat on his
lap and I went about my business.
Now, he was about fifty-eight years of age, she was a couple of
years younger, maybe fifty-five. They chatted, giggled as if I wasn't
there but the odd comment or question came my way none the
less. I was genuinely amazed, they adored each other, I'd never
seen two people of their years so obviously in love.
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Still Raining

I asked how they met, how long had they been married. They were
keen to tell me, each ending the others sentence.
She had been in a long-time relationship that had just fizzled out
and chose to just 'get on with it' starting the next chapter of her life
by throwing herself into a long standing wish to become a chef.

She loved cooking.
So she gained a reputation amongst her friends for being
somewhat of an expert in the kitchen, what with being single she
was the 'go to' person for all her friends throwing a party.
He had ended his marriage with an emotionally and financially
crippling divorce. His friends had been setting him up on blind
dates and the like but he just hadn't hit-it-off with anyone. What's
euphemistically called 'a baggage problem'. He had plans that
had fallen through and an invitation earlier ignored he though
might be a way to fill-in that evening so he agreed to pop along to
his friends party.
He said by the time he got to the friends front door he was already
regretting it because it had 'blipped' a couple of spots of rain then
'bosh' a pour-down, he was soaked just walking a street or two
from the nearest parking spot.
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With the 'hello's and welcomes' done he headed to the kitchen
expecting to spend the evening there.
However, there was a panic on. His friend explained since it was
fine all day, right up to a few minutes earlier they'd planned to put
the 'spread' on the roof, this being a four story London town-house
with a roof garden. The friend asked him if he could pop up there
to help being to food inside.
Opening the door for the roof garden his first sight was a lady,
soaked to the skin holding trays of fancy food and an umbrella.
“Like in the song” Nathan said. “Always

A long pause, I asked 'What happened next?’

find me in the kitchen at parties”.

He said "I don't know, the rest is a blur."

Carol added “Me too!”.

She sat there on his lap, gazing into each others eyes. He said "I'm
in that moment now, like a still from a movie".

THE BAD NEWS
So then, I left work early that Friday. The following Sunday at home
I had a phone call from Nathan, they'd gone to visit relatives on the
South Coast and something very strange had happened.
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Buying Time

He said out of the blue she'd started getting confused and every
sentence was like the 'Speaking in Tongues', the religious effect we
hear of where people seem to be speaking a language but
nothing makes sense.
“It was a complete jumble” he said, “I recognised the words but it
was just nonsense”. Nathan gave Carol pen and paper and she'd
write something like 'I don't feel well.' but read the very same
sentence out aloud as 'Fish glass drops black.'
About a week later, tests done we knew this was caused by a brain
tumour. Inoperable and an outlook of three to six months of
progressive decline to her death.
Carol was a fighter and Nathan was well prepared with medical
insurance. The original prognosis beaten somewhat, they had
another eighteen months together.

A couple of years later Nathan
finally closed the business and
became an art tutor.
I have no idea at all what happened to Ralph.
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In that moment still
There you were, the rest’s a blur
I recall, I recall.
There you were, the rest’s a blur
I am there, I am there in that moment still
If this lasts a thousand years,
I know, I know, I know,
this will end in tears.
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I lost my memory. Most eventually came back but I’ll never know
what’s gone for ever. While recovering, I walked to the local shop
with Bruno our old mutt. On the way back I just got lost, really
couldn’t remember which way to go. In the end, I followed Bruno
and he led me home.

Bruno was too Smart to be a dog.
I’m sure he was the smartest non-human I’m likely to meet. He was
beyond clever, Bruno was outright cunning.

MONKEY IN A DOG SUIT
Just letting my mind wander, thinking about his many exploits I
found myself playing this piece, hence the name.
Nobody knows exactly how old was. He’d out-stayed his welcome
with three families before arriving at our door but a ready-reckon
puts him at about two years old then, so when sadly it was his time
to shuffle off the mortal coil, he had reached the grand old age of
twenty-one. Pretty impressive for any mutt.
Brazen Thief, Escape Artist,
Parkour Specialist,
Habitual Liar
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One particular evening in 2013, on holiday in Marazion, Cornwall.
Buster and his girlfriend (a partnership destined to fail miserably)
decided to have a night-out at the pubs in St. Ives, a few miles
away. She would tell of the strangest things.
What someone had said, done, how this or that came about. Put
politely she was a fantasist but the reality is she was a serial liar. I
thought it somewhat eccentric but by the end of their 'night out' I
realised it was actually broken psychology, she was trouble.

LET’S
THROW
BUSTER TO
THE
WOLVES

I'd expected to hear them stumble through the door sometime
after midnight, probably woken to 'got any cash for the taxi?'
Tired enough to sleep I stayed awake pottering about. By 1am I'd
given-in and went to bed, by 2pm I was in the car heading for St.
Ives to pick them up without a sketch of where they were, outside
a pub apparently.

There are lots of pubs in St. Ives.
I drove around with no luck, parked outside the Tate Gallery and
went looking for them on foot. It must have been 3:30am I finally
found them huddled in the doorway of a pub along a pedestrianonly street. She was slipping in and out of consciousness, too
drunk to walk. It was soon clear we couldn't carry her, she just
flopped about. With the cobbled street, the dark, everything, it was
just an accident waiting to happen.
1

Buster pulled her arm over his shoulder and half carried, half

repeats again, and again

dragged her along. Every now and then I had to retrace their steps
looking for her shoes. We were both worried she'd end up in
hospital from a fall.
This slow progress couldn't continue so at the end of the street
where it met the main road and I told him to wait there while I went
for the car. I returned about half an hour later, she was now
covered in sick so some cleaning up to do first then we bundled
her onto the back seat and set off back to Marazion.
They'd only met a year or so earlier and had a lot of 'ups and
downs' already.
Apparently the end of their night out in St. Ives wasn't particularly
unusual. On that journey, along those streets Buster told me she
was constantly stressing-out over something or another, trying to
cause drama, copying things she'd heard of or seen on TV.

Every story centred on her as a victim.
A while later it became clear Buster was just another character in
her screenplay. Yet another scenario ended with him as the villain
threatened with jail. Police, courts, the wolves. All to satisfy a need
for sympathy and victimhood.
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She lost consciousness some time, between vodka, lager and lime,

Let’s throw Buster
to the wolves

Landlord closed and went off home, left them outside all alone,
There I found them on the floor, in the corner by the door,
Down a stoney St. Ives street, with a rag doll dragging feet,
Little did we know, something wicked this way came,
Little did we know, she would dance around the blame.
Let's live a crisis, like we're on the BBC,
Let's go to Albert Square and stop at Casualty.
Let's spare the facts let's get creative with the truth,
Let's get some drama let's throw Buster to the Wolves.
Scared she'd hit her head, tried to carry her instead,
Gallant as this sounds, likely they'd just hit the ground,
Left them kerb-side by the bay, parked the car too far away,
Got back there pretty quick, mental note about the sick,
Little did we know, something wicked this way came,
Little did we know, she would dance around the blame.
Next day's quiet nothing said, wondering what might lay ahead,
living with a sense of doubt, can't step in and can't stay out,
docu-drama, fly on wall, thinking big while being small,
can we change a person's mind, when the eye inside is blind,
write a script that makes more sense, while we sit here on the fence,
crown-court, pills, more casualty, life as seen on her TV.
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With frantic rush
Pandora tried to seal the box,
but it was too late.
The gifts of misfortune escaped
to haunt forever leaving behind just
one treasure to be found, hope.
So this is how it was,
it is and will always be.
Haunted by misfortune and fault,
we are carried forward by hope.

ALMOST
ABSOLUTE
View Online
1

Strange but loosing memories (in my case at least) raised less
questions on ‘who said what, what happened when?’ and more
‘why do I like this and not that?’. Like a bee buzzing around a dark
room, the constant sense that at some time in my life something
happened to colour my point of view.
To come to terms with this I made a list of things I ‘could’
remember from my childhood, scrape away the reconstruction to
just those memories I could trust as ‘real’ events (apparently we
invent memories but the truth is lurking somewhere).

COLD WAR
WALLPAPER
FOR
CHILDREN

As this went on I’d pick up my guitar and
just let my mind wander, this piece is
where I arrived.
John F Kennedy’s Assassination
I was an infant so why this has such prominence must be due to his
name being mentioned so often and usually in the same sentence
his assassination too. This coloured everything in the 1960’s.
The Vietnam War
It was constant, every time the news came on TV or Radio they had
coverage of Vietnam. I remember watching carpet bombing
Cambodia and ‘The Tet Offensive’ on the news.
1

Civil Rights in America
Each morning sitting cross-legged at assembly in school our head
master ‘Mr Walters’ would spend a while talking to us about ‘things
of interest’ very often something in the news. We listened to his
views on the Vietnam war along with segregation and civil rights in
America. South Africa too. He was a humanitarian.
Northern Ireland
Another frequent topic for the news, what was happening in
Northern Ireland but other than odd mentions by ‘the grown-ups’

my Gemini wallpaper

kids overhear; during this period, the 1960’s for me Phantom jets,
going to the moon or carpet-bombing somewhere exotic are
stickier memories.
The ‘Space Race’ and Apollo Moon Landings

Hours laying in bed
looking at spacemen

The ‘Space Race’ developed as part of the ‘Cold War’ between the

on the wall.

super powers. My memories of Apollo 11 are pretty sketchy, I don’t
have a ‘moment’ I can recall of when they were actually on the
moon but an over-all non-stop topic.

I never quite got it, the pictures of Apollo

However I clearly remember looking at the moon with my

missions had a different spaceship to those on

Grandfather during the Apollo 8 mission because I couldn’t

the wall. Later I found out the wallpaper images

understand why they went all that way but didn’t land. I also

were of the NASA Gemini missions.

remember Apollo 13, both lead by Jim Lovell.
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Captain Scarlet, Thunderbirds, Stingray, Dr Who, Cybermen, Daleks,
Joe 90, The Monkeys, The Beatles, Petula Clark, Cilla Black, Sandie
Shaw, Freddie and the Dreamers, Lulu, Tijuana Brass, Acker Bilk,
Mozart, Batman, Superman, Giganto, Star Trek, Lost in Space, Alan
Whicker, Parkinson, David Frost, Coronation Street, Crossroads,
Bonanza, High Chaparral, The Saint, The Prisoner, Blue Peter, Jimmy
Clitheroe, World in Action, Mini Cooper, Spitfires, Aston Martin,
Airfix, Acton Man, Doctor Doolittle, The Jungle Book, Barbarella,
The Italian Job, Oliver, James Bond, The Magnificent Seven, The Dam
Busters, Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid, The Great Escape

Duck & Cover
One grandfather dug a fancy well
equipped nuclear shelter under his garage.
The other said we’d all be ashes before he
moved his car to get to it.

3

View Online

“When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,
must give us pause, there's the respect that
makes calamity of so long life.”
William Shakespeare, Hamlet
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Ceri James

Diolch yn Fawr to Ceri for
his help with this project

You can get lots of info on Ceri online…
http://www.cerijames.com
The Real Coffee Shop (YouTube)

Ceri: vocals on…
Find a way
Let’s throw Buster to the wolves

When in Darkness (YouTube)
Blyth Hill Fields (YouTube)
o

Mijal

Diolch yn Fawr to Mij for his
help with this project

Mij: vocals on…
In that moment still

o

David Carter
Diolch yn Fawr to David for
his help with this project

David: vocals on…
Freefall
Almost Absolute

o
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