At St Paul Cray Paul Fowler asked me to help him make a tape he said he was very ill and did not want to be remembered as a bit of a laugh. He was going to work as a cook on Radio Caroline, and was allowed to play records on the graveyard shift 3am to 6am. But I did not find out that he played our tape over the airwaves until a while later, after I had left the houses. Not that it got us anywhere. Radio Caroline was run by Ronan O’Reilly, who also financed the Phun City festival when it was decided it was to be a free festival, and the White Panthers could not afford to rent the farmland and pay the musicians. Ronan O ‘Reilly also started the ‘loving awareness’ philosophy that was promoted by the radio station and he managed the ‘Loving Awareness’ band that recorded an LP of music inspired by the ideology that Ronan O’Reilly invented to combat the decline in the peace and love values that were in decline as the hippies fell from popularity. So the St Paul’s Cray houses were an outpost of hippie culture as the Punk Rockers gained acceptance. The Loving Awareness band were adopted by Ian Dury who, with Chaz Jankel joining on guitar and as a co-songwriter, and Davey Payne playing saxophone became his backing band The Blockheads. 
Pauls tape did little to find him the recognition he wanted, and though it bought us some favour from the next door neighbours, (Paul took a room in the third house with the junkie), I did not know this at the time either. It was a lo-fi recording made with the contact microphone of a domestic cassette player, I played my electric guitar, a Jedson Stratocaster copy, through the Leo amp, and we balanced the sound of Paul’s acoustic guitar by having him sit nearer the microphone. I remember we had to put the amplifier quite far from the microphone in that small front room of the terraced house in St Paul’s Cray. How ill Paul was, or what became of him I do not know, when I left St Pauls Cray I did not want to return. The amphetamine users caused  a lot of ill feeling there. Their were some shady characters around and as the hippy dream collapsed  there was bitterness and bad intentions. 
There was a jam session in a hut up the road behind a pizza restaurant in St Mary Cray that was rented out as a flat to one of the hippies from Liverpool. Again it was recorded on cassette. How many tapes were lost, mislaid and stolen out of spite in those days before lo-fi was recognised as legitimate form of expression in the eighties. How many aspirations were wrapped around the spools of grubby cassettes in the hands of hippies only to be pushed to the back of the queue by the Punk Rockers, Industrial bands and New and No Wavers? There was always the fellow complaining about his lost cassette and the fellow contemptuous of the medium. But this was nothing compared to the change in attitude from ‘Loving Awareness’ to meanness of spirit and hatefulness that accompanied the change in fashion and drug use. I was reminded of the atmosphere at Burnt Ash Hill, and recognised it now as pre-murderess. After I left the houses were raided and the cannabis plants taken away and some of the hippies arrested. It was claimed that one of the residents informed on the others. I don’t know why, a slight or a refusal to share drugs were the usual sources of discontent. Then there were threats and the alleged informer moved. I don’t know what happened after that. 
A couple of years ago I found an Epiphone Gibson 410S in an Oxfam shop. An oddity as it is a Stratocaster copy it is the cheapest guitar with the Gibson name on that you can buy. But I adjusted the intonation and blocked the tremolo and it plays alright. I bought a good phaser, a delay pedal and a hand made clone of a sixties fuzz box after selling a few prints. In supported housing amplification is limited to a micro crush, but the other night the guitar fed back and with the sustain from the fuzz box and the oscillation from the delay it produced a drone that reminded me of the old Leo and Jedson and the hypnotic effect it had all those years ago.
