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ROCKIN' OLIVER! - A SYNOPSIS OF THE STORY

Rockin' Oliver! is a sequel to Lionel Bart's magiece Oliver! which is about Oliver Twist's greatgt
grandson, Oliver Philip Brownlow, who lives in Soltondon a century later.

Oliver Twist has just asked for more gruel in therkihouse and all of the boys at his table are [nexis
for taking part in drawing straws to ask for mofeey have their gruel ration cut in half and theark
day extended. Oliver's best friends, Dick and Jelm sat at his table, soon die from hunger. Tlmye
back as ghosts in the 1950's and go to find whategeame of Oliver. Oliver Twist had run off to
London and had been adopted by the wealthy Browifdomily. Oliver Twist's great-great grandson, also
known as Oliver, was born to the Brownlow family1f45, is a child musical prodigy with a younger
brother, Wesley, who is in to football (soccer).

In 1956, at the age of 11, Oliver has joined thari@gton House School choir and has become praficie
on an electric rhythm and blues guitar that higptr have bought for him. He gets into trouble \tlit
conservative headmaster for playing rock 'n rokatool. Wesley, aged 9, is on a school footbalmte
Oliver heads off to the east end of London, anthbtas across a coffee bar called "The ‘2 i's™ v¢he
rock 'n roll is being played. Oliver gets up onggtand plays a rocking number, where he is a bidei

is discovered by the Artful Bopper, also a singed the great-great grandson of the Artful Dodged a
Bill Fagin, President of Fagin Records, who waptsecord Oliver. Unknown to Oliver, Bill Fagin is a
corrupt and crooked record dealer who bribes ratidions to play Oliver's records, a practice then
known as 'payola’. When Oliver becomes succesBfililkeeps two sets of accounting books and steals
most of Oliver's royalties and lives a lavish Itigs. Seth Sykes, also a crooked teddy boy assoofat
Bill's, is in on the secret of the second set abanting books. Another boy, David Freedman, whaypl
drums, backs up Oliver and becomes his best fri@tigder becomes an overnight success. In 1957, he
takes on his professional name of Rockin' Olived fotms a band called the Twisters, named in honour
of Oliver Twist. He has the number one record angbp charts, with a gold record and a huge sum of
money coming in, Oliver's father begins to notiée $on's royalty cheques shrinking even though his
record sales are going higher. He questions Bdirrand gets vague answers. He is told that Bl $&t

up a trust fund for Oliver.

In the summer of 1958, Oliver performs at the Sumisde in the Midlands town, site of the workhouse,
now a ruin. He and David stroll through the ruifighee workhouse and meet up with the spirits ofkDic
and John who befriend him with an hilarious enceun®liver performs rock 'n roll afterwards which
shocks the little spirits who are exasperatedantbney that he has made. Oliver has their graessédxd

so that they can get to heaven. In 1959, Dick aifoh &re appointed to watch over Oliver and Wesley,
after the deaths of Buddy Holly, the Big Bopper &itthie Valens. However, they are given insighoin
the future and are foretold of the fall of Rockfliver's career and the rise of Wesley as a great
footballer. Sebastian is appointed to watch overAtful Bopper, who has joined Rockin' Oliver'®gp.

Meanwhile, Oliver's father, Philip, demands to $eeaccounting books. There are two sets of acoaunt
books and a set of false receipts kept hidden.&itl Seth are afraid of it getting found out, sewh
Mary, proprietor of 'The ‘2 i’s’ coffee bar, wartteem about it, he threatens to kill both Oliver d&tdlip,

if Philip goes too far with his enquiries about giiation. Mary eventually tells the Brownlows abo
what is going on and Philip Brownlow goes to thdéiqeo An investigation leads to the arrest of bBth

and Seth after it is discovered that a trust fuad hot existed and that the money had been emiezzle
Oliver is given what is left of his royalties, whids still a tidy sum, and decides to form his awoord
company with his father as manager and print his @bels. The Artful Bopper becomes the new record
producer. The workhouse spirits know that Rockilivé&d would not be able to compete with the new
sound of the coming sixties and with the rise ef Beatles.
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Axe Cool term for a Guitar

Be-Bop Early term for rock 'n roll music

Cockney A central London working class accent
Dig Cool term for liking something

Geezer A Cockney term for a stupid person
HepCat A cool with-it person

Jam To perform

Jive A '50's dance, usually done to fast music
Mike Microphone

Riff Guitar solo

Rockabilly A raw, very fast simple rocking musi@pular in the 1950's, a type of rock 'n roll
Skins Cool term for a set of Drums

Square Not cool, old-fashioned

Tea Leaf Cockney rhyming slang for thief

Teddy Boy Cool, with-it person, a greaser in aHeajacket
Tizer A British soft drink

Toff A wealthy well-to-do gentleman

Toggs Cockney slang for clothes

Torch Battery-powered flashlight

Wireless Radio



Chapter 1, Midlands Town Workhouse, Winter, Mid 18®'s

It was a cold and snowy evening and the workhooskeld even more gloomy and miserable than usual.
In the large stone hall, were seven tables wittthes on either side. Three tables were locatedceedd

on either side of the hall and one table was adies®ack. A large tub of hot gruel was simmeripgati

the front over a small wood fire. The boys (abamitenty of them in total), barefooted and dressed in
rags, had just finished their supper of one bowgfel. Oliver Twist, Dick, John and Sebastian drew
straws to see who will ask for more, Oliver drew #hort one, so he got up and walked to the firomh f
the back table and asked for more.

Mr. Bumble, the fat and domineering beadle of tl@louse, immediately dragged poor Oliver off to
see the governors, who in turn demanded that Olezare the workhouse. Oliver was then locked ug in
small room until Mr. Bumble would later take hinf td be apprenticed. The other boys remained at the
seats, keeping quiet. The governors were absolfiieigus that Oliver had asked for more and were
determined to squash any possibility of it evergeaging again. The boys waited patiently and netyous
not knowing what to expect.

They kept very quiet because they were scared pfcansequences. After a short while, Mr. Bumble
returned and entered the hall. He walked slowlpefveen the tables, noticing the frightened loolalbn

of the boys. When he reached the back table, wbver had sat, he became very angry. Lying on the
table were the straws that had been drawn to deternwho would go up to ask for more. Immediately in
front was the empty space at the table where Olagr sat before. On either side were his bestdsen
On the left was a small dark-haired boy named Didko had known Oliver all of his life. On the right
was another small boy with bright blond hair whal lteme to the workhouse recently after his parents
had died. His name was John and he looked the fnigistened of them all.

Mr. Bumble noticed the straws, took a deep breatl, said "Straws!!! You drew straws!!! You were all
in on it, weren't you?!!" He picked up the strawslahrew them down on the ground in a rage. Dick
turned to Mr. Bumble and said in a quiet voice s'ge".

Meanwhile, John started to cry quietly. Mr. Bumbl®uted at the boys, "Why?"
"We were hungry, sir" replied Dick.

"That's a poor excuse for greed!" exclaimed MrmBle. "The dietary allows you one bowl and that is
that!! | am going to make an example of the boythisttable. From now on until further notice, ywill

be allowed only half a bowl of gruel and will woak extra two hours per day". He then turned around
and addressed the others. "I hope you are alhligge if anyone dares to do something like thatiraga
your ration will be cut in half too".

The boys just stared at Mr. Bumble in amazement padial disbelief. John turned to Dick and
exclaimed "half a bowl and more work! We'll stateedeath!" John sobbed and Dick just lowered his
head and stared at the table quietly.

Mr. Bumble then returned to the front of the halbdadismissed the boys by banging his mace on the
floor. They lined up and marched up the stairsdd Wwithout making a sound. There were mixed fesling
of fear and anger over the punishment dealt tdbtek table. The boys who sat at the other six sable
were just relieved that they could still have d idwl. Dick and John and the other boys at thafie
were repeatedly caned before they went to bednibht. Dick stared at Oliver's empty bed and betgan
think that Oliver was the lucky one because hedwdut.



The next day was more miserable than usual. DickJahn and the others from their table were made to
work the big grain wheel which they stood above amaled with their feet. It ground up the grain to
make the gruel. This was the hardest and mosgtjab of all. It was made far worse when the woaly d
was extended by two hours and your ration of gned cut in half. Dick, who was only a very smalybo
became very weak. He begged for water twice, b atdirst refused. Secondly, Mr. Bumble obliged
him by throwing the contents of the fire bucket t@in. Eventually, the lack of food became
overwhelming. Dick screamed as he slipped, thenclmssciousness and fell from the wheel. His hétad h
the floor and he died instantly.

The remaining boys on the wheel stopped working échiaiely after hearing Dick's screams. Someone
jumped down and went to get Mr. Bumble. He saidt."Bumble, sir, there has been a terrible accident!

"What happened?" asked Bumble.

"Dick Swubble has fallen from the grain wheel, saplied the boy, trembling with shock.
"Well, get him up again” said Bumble emphatically.

"1 can't. He's dead, sir" replied the boy in a lmice.

"Well, Sebastian Arkwright, take Dick out and biniyn" stormed Bumble.

Meanwhile, John jumped down from the wheel and upeging Dick's lifeless body, he started to cry
loudly. John turned to another boy and said "MrmBle did this! He killed Dick! He would be alive if
we had not have been put on half rations!! | hawe tost both my best friends. Oliver is gone andkDi
is dead, and it's Mr. Bumble's fault!!"

John grabbed some shoes and ran out the door. klsavthin, that he managed to fit through the iron
bars of the front gate. He walked into town in skasf food. He came to the market and found a stall
with a lady selling bread and buns. John had noaydout he was starving.

John asked the lady, "excuse me, miss, can 1 sweepmind the stall for a few of them buns, pl&dse

The lady noticed his rags for clothes and recoghigm as a workhouse orphan. She immediately turned
on him, saying "you're from the workhouse, aint ¥dll have no workhouse brats hanging around my
stall! Now be off with you!" She chased John awathwa broomstick, hitting him with it.

John crept quietly back towards the stall. He staatthe baked goods with his mouth watering, and
waited for the lady to turn away. He turned hischéaward heaven and said in a very quiet voice,
"forgive me, Lord, but I'm desperate”. He thenetat many buns as he could, stuffing them under his
shirt. He managed to get about six of them undéinnézen he ran back to the workhouse, beforeatig |
turned around again. He did not get caught. He kilbiatvwhat he did was wrong, but his hunger was too
overwhelming. He stopped and ate one of the buwudfisg it as quickly as he could, he then squeezed
through the workhouse gate and ran through the. dRe@moving his shoes, he shared the rest of the bun
with the other boys from his table, who treatednJaf a hero.

"Where did you get these?" asked another boy frmm’'g table. His name was Sebastian Arkwright.
"l slipped away into town and got them" replied dginoudly.

"I never knew you had any money" exclaimed Sebastia



"I don't" replied John.
"You mean, you stole them?" asked Sebastian witbraed look on his face.

"Yes" replied John, "so we'd better eat them uglduibefore anyone notices". The boys then scatfied
buns as quickly as they could.

However, the boys' little party was very short, Bumble came in and caught them. He saw John take a
bun from under his shirt and give it to another.ddy. Bumble pushed his way in and grabbed the bun
away from the boy. He then turned on John.

"What are you doing with these?" screamed Bumbiedsly.

John would not answer but just looked down at & &ind began to tremble with fear.

"You've been stealing food, haven't you?" demamdedBumble.

John then replied in a squeeky voice, with teanwifig down his face, "yes sir! | was starving sir".
"What's your name, boy?" asked Mr. Bumble in a®diwat could shatter glass.

"Johnny, sir, John Unwin" replied the boy, fearitenth.

Mr. Bumble lost his temper and started caning Jover and over again. As the boys were removing
Dick's body and taking it outside for a burial, NBumble threw John out the door into the snow tol co
off from his hysterical crying. John was throwndfaoted wearing only a thin shirt and trousers th®

SNow.

"I'll return for you when you calm down! You'll hgrfor this, boy!" shouted Mr. Bumble, who then
turned and locked the door on John.

"Sir! Let me in! I'll freeze out here! | have noods or coat! I'll freeze! Let me in!! Please! PlEadis
shouts were to no avail. Mr. Bumble had said tleatvMould return for John when the boy had calmed
down, but Bumble forgot about him.

The next morning, John's frozen and lifeless bodg ¥ound on the doorstep by a boy who opened the
door to fetch wood in to build a fire to heat up truel.

Both Dick and John were buried the following daypaupers' graves in the back of the workhousehéy t
rubbish dump. Mr. Sowerberry, the undertaker, lib#im the cheapest of coffins and very simple psaye
were said for them. Their graves only had crossés mo names on them. Even though Dick and John
were both dead, they were at last at peace. Mikevatwrkhouse life was at least over for them. Dgrin
their cheap funerals, Sebastian was asked to sgensr.

"For what we are about to receive, may the Lord enak truly thankful" was all that Sebastian could
come up with.

"No that's for supper!" replied Mr. Bumble.

Sebastian tried again, "for health and strengthfaod to eat, we give thee thanks, Amen".



"No that's for dinner, you stupid boy!" stormed NBumble. He then removed his cocked hat and said a
brief and not very complimentary prayer for the tdeparted boys. "Lord, forgive these two ungrateful
and naughty orphans!” .

Dick's and John's bodies, in cheap crates for maffivere then thrown into the graves, which were
covered over. Dick Swubble and John Unwin were abwvest. Sebastian Arkwight was later apprenticed
to Mr. Gamfield, the chimney sweep.

Dick and John's spirits slept for many years, uidtin's spirit finally woke up a century later. ldfsrit
rose and sat on his grave. He was still wearingttmeshirt and trousers, still barefooted, buiog had
chains crossing his chest. Looking around, he ceakdthat there were no longer only two graves, but
were now over seventy. All of them were of childreho had starved to death in the workhouse after
Dick and John's deaths. John's ghost decided &oaakalk around and haunt the workhouse, which was
now an abandoned ruin. Dick's spirit was still pleg. Later on, Dick's spirit rose and walked upwdods
John. He too, had chains crossing his chest. Hawdéeth spirits had another chain hanging off their
waists which each held a bowl and spoon. Dick'stsgaw John and ran towards him.

"Johnny! Johnny!" yelled the little ghost of Dick

"Oh hallo, Dick! Have you just woken up?" replidektghost of John.

"Yes, | have had a nice long rest since | diedtkDooked around and then asked, "John, how long ha
we been asleep?”

"A long, long time" replied John.
"Do you have any idea what year it is?" asked Dick.

"No" replied John. Suddenly, Johnny noticed a nepsp lying on the ground. He went over and picked
it up.

"Can you read?" asked Dick, " | can't".

"Yes, | can a little. | know some numbers" replisdhn.

"Look at the date" said Dick.

"Er, er, it's the fifth of November, why, it's Gsawkes Day!" exclaimed John. It was actually Novemb
6™. Bonfire night had been the night before. John piaked up yesterday's newspaper that someone had
thrown away, but he didn't know that.

"What year?" asked Dick.

Johnny looked at the paper again "nineteen huranddifty-six!" he exclaimed.

"1956!!! Don't you mean 18567?" asked Dick.

"Nope, that's definitely a nine, it's 1956" replig&mhn,

"It's been over a hundred years!!!" exclaimed Dick.



"I have been awake for several years and you stsmddhe strange things I've seen" said John.
"Like what?" asked Dick.

John then stood up and said "Well, carriages witlhhauses and big birds that smash houses with their
droppings!" Dick started to laugh really hard.

John pointed up to the sky at an aeroplane andiexetl, "look! There's one of them big birds, now!"

Dick looked up and became scared "you're rightéxaaimed. He then turned and looked at the ruin of
the workhouse. "Look at the workhouse, it's brospart!" he yelled with delight.

John then said, "yes, it must have closed dowm@ tione ago 'cause there's nobody in there".

The workhouse had been closed and abandoned yafare land the building was falling down. It looked
like a broken down old ruin; a real eyesore. The fittle spirits then sat down on the ground, shook
hands and renewed their friendship.

"Just think" said Dick, "we're free! We can go winer we want and do whatever we want for eternity!"

"Yeah!" replied John, "let's look around and seme&anore of them strange new-fangled things they've
got.

Hey Dick, aint it nice not feeling hungry no more?"

Dick became very pensive and said "yeah right! Jbluonder whatever became of Oliver".

"He was apprenticed to Mr. Sowerberry, the undertaksaw him leading a funeral past the workhouse
gate. | heard that he ran away from the Sowerberegied John, "but | don't know what became a@h hi

after that".

Dick then said "Oliver must be dead by now, so ae find him in the spirit world somewhere. We've
got all eternity. | want to find him because | wémspeak to him".

"Alright" replied John. The two spirits shook haratgin with a big smile and walked off to look oty
sign of Oliver and his spirit.



Chapter 2, A Prodigy Is Born, Christmas Day, 1945

Oliver Twist had run off to London and was evenpaldopted by the wealthy Brownlow family, who
lived in a beautiful Georgian mansion in Bloomsbimywest London. Philip Brownlow was Oliver
Twist's great-grandson. Philip served in the Ro4al Force during the Second World War, being
stationed at RAF Base Biggin Hill in Kent. He goamed in late 1944, and decided not to return to
central London, opting to stay in Kent instead.effteturning from the war, Philip and his wife Jean
moved to a three storey Victorian house in Foxwdaht, a beautiful south-east London suburb in 1945
He now worked in the Government civil service inithall. 1945 was a year of strict food rationireg a
Britain was coming out of the Second World War. Muaf London lay in ruins with bomb sites
everywhere. Electricity often went off and peoplergvoften cold. Everyone in Britain, rich and payot

the same rations, so at least everyone had sorgetHowever, the country's economy had been hit so
hard by the war, that rations were smaller aftentfar then during. However, the Brownlow family,avh
were quite wealthy, managed as best they couldy hlag a beautiful home, which had a painting of
Oliver Twist, holding up his bowl asking for moreugl, hanging over the mantelpiece in the lounde T
Brownlows' first child, a boy, had been born onAligust 1945 at South London General Hospital, so he
was now four months old. The baby had been nameciOPhilip Brownlow, after Oliver Twist, his
great-great grandfather. Baby Oliver would be g wpecial child with great things lying ahead fonh

Little did baby Oliver's parents know that as tleeigddled and nursed him through infancy, they were i
fact holding one of the most famous names amohgstvorld's singers. They had as much idea as did th
parents of Elvis Presley or Buddy Holly, that orey dheir son would shake his country in his own
particular field of interest. Even though this wext to come for another eleven years, the sigrisveére
beginning in infancy. With tight rationing, Philgnd Jean denied themselves so that they coulddarovi
baby Oliver with everything he needed. HoweverlipPmanaged to buy a chicken on the black market
for their Christmas dinner. He paid over a poundifdrom a farmer in the country. On Christmas
morning, the Brownlow family was sitting in the tagye listening to the wireless. Philip was catchimg
news. Jean was in the kitchen preparing the blaakken roast chicken for their dinner to be served
promptly at one o'clock. Rose, the housekeeper,legddng after baby Oliver, who was lying in histco
in the lounge. The family would have a drink argldn to King George VI's Christmas message on the
wireless. After the news was over, some big bandienbegan to play over the wireless, it was Glenn
Miller's In the Mood.Jean, who was in the kitchen, shouted to Philipy wis in the lounge, "Phil, turn
that down, you'll disturb the baby”.

"I don't hear him complaining” replied Philip. "ldeems so quiet, maybe he's enjoying it".

"Well, not too loud, | want to put him down for msp after dinner" said Jean emphatically.

Baby Oliver did not cry or make any noise when iphiad the wireless on, while music was playing. In
fact, he enjoyed it. Whemm the Moodwas finished, Jean asked Philip to join her inkhehen. Philip
turned off the wireless and headed for the kitctteprepare the vegetables and open the bottle . wi
All was very quiet in the rest of the house.

"Come and help me in the kitchen, and let the braby, | want him to remain quiet while | am prepgri
the dinner" said Jean.

"Rose will look after him" replied Philip.

"Let's enjoy this peace and quiet for now" exclainiean.

After Philip has turned off the wireless and heaithtd the kitchen, baby Oliver began to cry verydty.

Rose came over to cuddle him, but he cried on and o
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Jean came out of the kitchen to hold the babyhbwvould not stop crying. "He can't be hungry, st
fed him" she said.

"He's not sick and he doesn't feel hot" said Rose.

Jean rocked the baby in her arms and began tdinign. Then, he quietened down. After he was quiet
she put him back in his cot and went away. Oliust gtarted to cry again.

"Something must be wrong with him" exclaimed Phifipe keeps crying".
"Everybody should keep quiet" said Jean, who beégaing to the baby again. This made him quiet.
Philip then said, "he goes quiet whenever you 8rfgm, it must be your voice".

"I can't stay out here and sing, | have to getdimmer ready" replied Jean. "Rose, will you lookerf
Oliver?"

"Yes, Mrs. Brownlow" replied Rose.

Jean returned to the kitchen and Rose picked upabg and began to cuddle him, but he cried on.

"l am going upstairs" exclaimed Philip. He left ttemm and went up to his study and put the wiretess
Some more big band swing music played. Immediatedyy Oliver stopped crying and Rose put him

down in his cot.

All was fine for a while. Philip, thinking that Q#&r was now going to remain quiet, turned off the
wireless in order to come down to help in the letthOliver just started to cry again.

"What is the matter with that baby?" demanded phiiho was getting annoyed.

Rose, thinking heavily, then intervened and saidit'a minute. Have you noticed something?"

"What?" asked Philip.

"It's music." Said Rose.

"What do you mean?" asked Philip again.

"Well, sir, whenever you play music or sing, Olivemains quiet, but when things are quiet, he ‘tries
explained Rose. "He must have a musical ear".

"l think you're right" said Philip. "By George, lomld never have thought of that".

Meanwhile, baby Oliver was crying louder and louder

"Go and put the wireless on" said Philip.

Rose walked over to the radio and switched it @m& more swing music came on, and sure enough,
Oliver stopped crying and began to smile and gigagebabies do. Baby Oliver always slept well ghti

but was as happy as anything when music was playing

"It's very strange, sir, but it works" said Rose.
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"By Jove" exclaimed Philip happily, "I think we nhighave a great musician in our family. Look at him
he is smiling and enjoying it. Just think, our baBliver Philip Brownlow, is named after my great
grandfather, Oliver Twist. He could end up as fasasi Oliver Twist became!"

Jean came out into the lounge, overheard the csatien, "what an odd situation. Well, keep the musi
on if it keeps him happy, but don't put it on toadly".

"I have an idea" said Philip. He turned off theeléiss and pulled out a phonograph record. Olivgaibe
to cry again. However, when Philip put on a big damusic record, Oliver quietened down again and
began to smile.

Rose took a look in the cot and said "look at hima,loves it!" Oliver was moving his little arms as
though he was swinging to the music. Philip decitbeplist keep playing records all day for the fafsil
enjoyment as well as to keep baby Oliver quiet.rivally, Oliver would tire out and go to sleep. The
music kept playing all through dinner. After theahédPhilip, turned the record down low and put be t
wireless for the King's Christmas message. KingrGe®| spoke slowly with a stutter. Afterwards, the
family stood to hear "God Save the King". Philigltta turn the record off for this. By now, it wamé
for baby Oliver's nap, but he was asleep anyway.

Jean turned to Philip and said "we must keep quet, Oliver is asleep. Rose take him upstairs arid p
him down in his bedroom. Philip, no more records #iternoon until he wakes up".

"Yes dear" replied Philip.

Rose took baby Oliver upstairs and laid him indrib in his bedroom. He was fast asleep, tiredfiaumh
his musical enjoyment.

Philip said, "Jean, | wonder what it will be like & few years when he starts school. Perhaps hgimil
a choir or play in an orchestra".

"I don't know, we shall have to see" replied Jean.

"Whatever our son is good at, he will have the bHest we can give him. | want to send him to Clgiam
House, that splendid prep school for boys on Oakméuenue" exclaimed Philip.

Rose remained upstairs with the baby and Mr. and. Brownlow decided to spend Christmas day
relaxing in the lounge. Philip started to read @kband Jean took to her knitting. Philip turned the
wireless on again quietly, in case baby Oliver wioubke up again soon.

"Jean?" asked Philip, "how about Spain for our rmiiday. Since everyone is not allowed to takeamor
than twenty five pounds out of the country, we oaa the funds from our account in Gibraltar. We did
the south of France last time, and | hear the (Bist@a in Spain is marvellous".

"Oh yes" replied Jean. "We should have enoughenGlbraltar account within a couple of years. A tri
to Spain with all that gorgeous sunshine and bidbieaches would be lovely".

"Spain, it is then!" exclaimed Philip in a contamd happy voice.
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Chapter 3, The Dawn of The New Elizabethan Age, Conation Day, June 2, 1953

King George VI had died and the day of the Coramatf Queen Elizabeth IT was a wet one. People
were hailing the beginning of a new Elizabethan. agee 1950's were going to be a period of great
change for the British people. The Empire was nber Commonwealth, prosperity was returning and
misery and poverty were being wiped out. Food rétig was coming to an end and London and other
British cities were being rebuilt. The nation wasthe mood for a party. The Brownlow family was
gathered around the television watching the Coronafheir street, Foxwood Road, in South London,
was beautifully decorated with flags and bannerswéler, planned street parties had to go inside
because of the rain. Little Oliver Brownlow was neeven years old and was only two months away
from turning eight. He now had a little brother rehWesley George Brownlow, who was five. Oliver
had started school at Clarington House Boys' Patpar School where he had developed a keen interest
in music. Oliver was a very smart-looking boy withight blond hair and a very happy personality. He
loved being around people and was not in the leiagthy. The family had gone on holiday to Spain in
1947, nine months before Wesley was born. Olivealre fascinated in a classical guitar that Phiig h
bought in Barcelona. Philip could not play it, ltuivas so beautiful, being hand-made and decorateld
shining with a varnish, that he could not resistibg it for a souvenir. The guitar stood in one eorof

the lounge in an ornamental fashion as a symbotheir holiday, until the day little Oliver was
determined to pick it up and strum it. On Coromatizay in 1953, Oliver did just that. While his pat®
were entirely concentrating on watching the Conamabn television, and his little brother was ptayin

a comer, Oliver picked up the guitar, and prompthrted to strum the strings. He loved it! He kept
trying to play, but his parents didn't even notibecause the television drowned out the guitar. The
Brownlows remained glued to the television as thehBishop of Canterbury said the Coronation oath:

"Will you solemnly promise and swear to govern Beoples of the United Kingdom of Great Britain and
Northern Ireland, Canada, Australia, New Zealahd,Wnion of South Africa, Pakistan and Ceylon and
of your Possessions and the other Territories yoadrthem belonging or pertaining, according toirthe
respective laws and customs?"

The Queen responded "l solemnly promise so to do".

Then came the climax when the Crown was placeth@méw Queen's head and the new Elizabethan age
of fast cars, rock 'n roll music, machines to dergthing, television and lots of leisure time hadlly
begun.

Jean Brownlow was so moved that she began to cry.

"What are you crying for?" asked Philip.

"The Coronation is so moving" replied Jean.

"Let's toast our new Queen" said Philip. "Gathemebeveryone".

Philip opened a bottle of champagne and Jean,pPaiid Rose drank the health of the new Queen.
Meanwhile Oliver was still trying to play the guitand Wesley was still playing in the comer. Nobody
could hear Oliver because the television was lotltlar his strumming.

Everyone stood to hear "God save the Queen" asmst played over the television at the Coronation
service. When it was over, Philip said "my, | amgéad | got our first television set in time to she

Coronation. Isn't this a wonderful invention? | ember hearing the late King's Coronation on the
wireless, but now we get to see everything as we#n though it's in black and white".
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"I'm sure they will invent colour televisions soay" said Jean.

"When the children are grown, I'm sure they wiéplied Philip.

The parade after the crowning was now showing entéhevision. Military bands from all over the
British Commonwealth were marching past to militemysic. Philip was enjoying watching it. "I'm ggin
to make us a nice cup of tea" said Jean, who gandpwent into the kitchen. Meanwhile, Oliver stegp
his strumming on the guitar and started to piclreet He heard "God save the Queen” on the televisio
so he began to pick it on the guitar. It came @ufqztly, note for note. Philip turned around ahdwged
"Oh Oliver! stop making that noise, I'm trying taiteh television". He stopped and noticed littlevexi
playing the guitar and gazed at him with his mouttie open, he was lost for words. "Hey! That's very
good, Oliver" said Philip.

"Thank you, Daddy" replied Oliver.

"l didn't know you were interested in that guitagid Philip.

"l like it" exclaimed Oliver. "It's fun!"

"Play that again for your mother" said Philip. "de@ome out here!" he shouted towards the kitchen.
Jean came out of the kitchen and Oliver pickechdii@nal anthem again on the guitar.

"Why that's incredible. Clever boy, Oliver!" exalaed Jean.

Oliver just smiled and started to strum the guaigain, trying to figure out where to put his litflegers.

Jean suddenly had a bright idea and asked "OlW&@d you like to have proper guitar lessons?"

"Oh yes please, Mummy" replied Oliver with a hugels on his face.
Philip then said, "we'll ask your teacher at sclibgbu can have lessons".

"Thank you, Daddy. 1'd like that" replied Oliver.
Philip put on the radio and Oliver started to stitine guitar along with the music.

"l think we have a budding musician here" said iBtproudly. "Perhaps he can learn to play like tdey
in Spain. | never thought someone would actualfy ghat guitar which | only bought as an ornament.
Oliver, you can have that guitar and learn to igyoperly".

"That's great, Daddy" replied Oliver with an exditeok on his face. He was as happy as if it was
Christmas. His Dad's guitar was now his. When O@lineturned to Clarington House Prep School, his
parents went with him to ask his teacher about elgsisons. They went in early and sat down with the
Form A teacher as Oliver went outside to meet sofrtes friends. Two workmen were taking down the
portrait of King George VI that hung in the schaelditorium and were replacing it with a brand new
portrait of Queen Elizabeth II. The King had aclyalied a year before, but it took the school onlé f
year to finally get a portrait of the new sovereighich was now being hung.

"Mr. and Mrs. Brownlow, what a delightful surprid&hat can | do for you?" asked the teacher.

"My son is becoming interested in music. Wherewarget him some lessons?" said Philip.
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The teacher perked up and replied, 'Tm glad youtiowed that. | was going to call you. We have reilic
that young Oliver is very intelligent. He loves nwand singing. He does well in his other subjelots,
he has a beautiful voice and enjoys music the riesfar excels the other boys in that subject".

Philip then said, "he played the national anthena guitar | have, just by hearing it. Imagine tlaag he
is not even eight years old!"

The teacher then said "It's what | suspected. k. lrs. Brownlow, | think you have a child prodidy.
will speak to Mr. Church, the music master, abestbns. It was guitar, wasn't it?"

"That's right. We would be so grateful if you cowld that. Thank you" replied Philip. The teached an
Oliver's parents shook hands and it was agreedeQNas to have guitar lessons after school stattiat
very day from a special gentleman who worked witted children and taught guitar.

Oliver entered the classroom looking smart in highi red school uniform with white piping, compet
with red cap, grey shorts and grey knee socks reithtops. The shield-shaped top pocket crest aad th
cap crest depicted Saint George and the Dragorblick shoes shone like mirrors. The Form A teacher
then summoned him to her.

"Brownlow, your parents and | have decided to ayeafor you to have guitar lessons" the teacher. said
"Oh thank you, miss. | like guitar very much" regliOliver very happily.

"Perhaps, he can try out for the choir in a yedwar, also" said the teacher.

"Yes, he's got quite and deep and loud voice" 3a#h. "I'm sure he can sing quite well. You shdwar
him yell from the top of the stairs!"

Philip interjected "he loves listening to the was$ and my records. He enjoys swing and populaicthus
Oliver was enjoying all of this attention and peai®ing heaped on him.
The teacher then said "Oliver has mentioned thduasea younger brother".

"Yes that's right" replied Jean. "That will be Wsglbut he is only five. We don't know what talehts
might have yet".

The teacher then turned to Oliver and said, "wedl think, soon you'll be Brownlow | and your bret
will be Brownlow Il when he comes here. Which hoase you in, Brownlow?"

"Raleigh House, miss" said Oliver.

"Well now, Brownlow, you will see Mr. Church aftechool and he will set you up with some lessons in
the study room" said the teacher. She turned tipRind Jean and said, "I must get ready for ahasg,

Mr. and Mrs. Brownlow, it was a pleasure to meet'yd’he Big was the school auditorium, complete
with a stage.

"Likewise" said Philip. Oliver's parents shook hamnwith the teacher again and left the school. ®@live
took his place at his desk as the bell rang andther children were coming in. He was all happg an

greatly looking forward to his first guitar lessavir. and Mrs. Brownlow just waved goodbye to Oliver

as they left, deciding not to kiss him so as noenabarrass him in front of the other boys, who were
rushing in. That day, little Oliver Brownlow wastpn the path to his future career as a famousaiausi
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Chapter 4, The New Music, November 1956

Oliver was now eleven years old and his brother lé&yesvas now nine. The two boys arrived at
Clarington House School together, both dressedheir smart bright red uniforms. Oliver (Brownlow |
{One} at school) had grown tall and had quite apdeeice. He had become very proficient with his
guitar playing since he had been loyally takingdess for three years. He had also joined the satiamt

and would sing the solo parts at Christmas. Weegwnlow Il {Two} at school) was not as bright as
Oliver and had not developed any great talentssabrbther had. However, Wesley was very interested
in playing football. Both boys had bright blond thand were tall for their ages. Oliver came to stho
carrying his guitar over his left shoulder. He adeived a second hand electric guitar from higmar
for his ninth birthday, the previous August. It wadeautiful red Fender guitar that had a greahdou
which he loved. He carried it everywhere he weBb6lwas a year of great changes in music. The big
band jazz swing sound of the 1940's had died, amlvaand simpler sound, known for the time being as
be-bop, was becoming popular. Oliver loved fadiakihg music and was fascinated in the new be-bop
sound, which some people were starting to call rodloll. The electric guitar was king with thiswe
music and Oliver Brownlow was obsessed with it. Dogs entered the school, Oliver with his guitar
over his shoulder, and went to their separate rdasss and took their seats.

Oliver entered his Form 4 classroom and took had akong with the other boys and put his guitar dlow
next to his desk. His teacher, this year a man.ecanand said "Good Morning, boys. Now for another
day for Form 4 at Clarington House School."

"Good Morning, sir" replied the boys.

"I hope you have all completed your history essagsfamous people from British history" said the
teacher.

"Yes sir" replied the boys collectively.

The teacher pointed to a boy in the front row asiced, "Henley, who did you do your essay on?"
"Winston Churchill, sir" replied Henley.

"Oh that must have been easy, he retired onlyket' said the teacher. He pointed to another boy,
"Cottrington, who did you do yours on?"

"William the Conqueror, sir" replied Cottrington.

"Excellent" said the teacher. He then signalle@rolndian boy in the class, "Rajeet, who did you do
yours on?"

"Robert Clive, sir, the man my school house is réaier” replied Rajeet, whose family had recently
moved to England from Bombay, India.

"Very good" said the teacher. He then pointed ate®l "Brownlow |, how about you?"
Oliver rose up out of his seat and said, "Sir Qlilrevist, sir".
The other boys started laughing after Oliver had sget. Henley turned around and faced Oliver said

"Please sir, | want some more!" in a mocking tone.

16



The teacher then banged his desk and shouted "Bays! That will do. Stop laughing! Brownlow | has
made an excellent choice. Oliver Twist was a gnesh".

"But sir?" intervened Cottrington, "What did he dd€ didn't lead the country or win any wars for Ai.
he did was ask for more food in a workhouse. WhsatBnportant about that?"

The teacher then said, "Oliver Twist grew up todmee a great social reformer. He went into parliamen
and passed many laws helping the poor, particuleniidren. He understood what they were going
through because he had experienced it himself. Hedenmany changes in British society and started
moving things towards the way they are today. Hes wasocial revolutionary in his time. He was

eventually knighted. | think that will make an irgsting paper. Brownlow |, you and your brother are
descended from Oliver Twist, aren't you?"

"Yes sir, he was my great-great grandfather, amdd named after him" replied Oliver.

"Well, | shall look forward to reading your papénen” said the teacher. He then went over to thédwo
map on the wall and pointed to several countriesnfeast to west with his pointer. "New Zealand,
Australia, India, Pakistan, Ceylon, South Afric@n@da and us" He ended by pointing at the Brittdsl
"These countries are all shown in pink. What dbes$ mean?" He then singled out Oliver, knowing that
he was very bright. "Brownlow 1?" he then asked.

Oliver stood up and answered, "That's the Empirel Bave cousins in both Canada and Australid; si

"It's now called the Commonwealth" exclaimed thacteer, "we don't rule these countries any more.
Look at how we have just given up the Suez Carstlneonth". The teacher pointed to the Suez, in Egyp
on the map. "Rajeet comes from India, a CommonWweaitintry. You boys live in a changing world that
will be very different from the one that | knew a$oy. The poverty that | remember in this coumdry
now gone. For history, we are going to discuss ig@sesuch as Wellington. Can anyone tell me
something about Wellington?"

"He invented Wellies, Wellington boots, didn't lie?sreplied Henley jokingly. The boys began toghu

"Don't be funny, Henley. | was referring to the Butf Wellington and the battle of Waterloo agaihst
French under Napoleon!" exclaimed the teacher Bnghlow hand in your essays and we will discuss
Wellington".

The boys gave in their papers and settled dowhéw history lesson. At dinner time, the boys marth
into the dining hall and received their lunch. Edy was given a plate of stew with boiled potataed

a dumpling.

Most of the boys did not like the school stew anghtpled when they got it. They took their seatthat
tables in the dining hall. Each place had a retbeulmat, a knife, a fork, a spoon and a glass téwa

The headmaster, Captain Breen, who was a retiregl officer, and the other masters were all seated a
the head table and the headmaster rose and gawgabe in Latin, "Benedictus, Benedicat. You may
now begin your dinner, boys".

"Amen" replied the boys, who then ate their lunch.

Oliver was one of the few boys who actually likbeé stew. After he had finished his plate, he ros® a
walked up to the cook, who was seated off to te sf the head table with the big pot of stew. &B&e

17



cook, I'd like some more" said Oliver. Suddenlyg tlining hall went quiet and all eyes were upoveéli
After hearing that, some of the boys began to la@hers went "yuk!" in disgust.

"Please cook, I'd like some more" repeated Oliver.

The teachers at the head table started to laughe Was the great-great grandson of Oliver Twist
repeating history. The headmaster, Captain Breened to Oliver and said "Brownlow I, 1 know yow ar
descended from Oliver Twist, but you don't havepésform it! You know you are allowed a second
helping when | announce it”.

"Sorry sir" replied Oliver. "l forgot, but 1 realljo like this delicious casserole". The boys lauljbeen
harder

when they heard that. Others repeated "yuk!"
"He actually likes it!" exclaimed Henley out loud.
"Go on, then. Cook, give it to him if he apprecitt said Captain Breen.

The cook then filled up Oliver's plate again anchbppily returned to his seat. Henley was sittingithe
him and he turned to Oliver and said "Brownlowduyactually like this stuff?"

"Oh yes" replied Oliver, "I like the chunks of meatd the thick gravy".

"But the meat's fatty and the gravy's lumpy!" skiehley. "My dog eats better than this. 1 guess, you
won't be joining us at the fish and chip shop oe ttondon Road after choir practice tonight, eh
Brownlow [?"

"Yes, I'll still come for fish 'n chips" said Olivewho concentrated on finishing his second helmphg
lunch.

The headmaster announced that second helpingsnaerallowed. However, only the masters asked for
some.

Wesley came up to Oliver and said "Oliver, I'm jphyfootball after school, so you'll have to wait fne
if you are going to take me home". Wesley spoké wiheavy lisp, so 's' came out as 'th'.

Henley turned to Wesley and said "Brownlow II, ydurother has choir tonight, so you can meet him
afterwards".

"Thanks!" said Wesley who went back to his placevat for his pudding.

Henley then turned to Oliver and said "Hurry up éinsh, Brownlow I, we want our pudding".

Shortly afterwards, the headmaster announced tidatipg was now being served, and unlike the serving
of the stew, the boys enthusiastically ran to lipebefore Cook to get a serving of the spotted dick
pudding and custard. After school, Oliver wenthoic practice in the gymnasium and sang the solo.

The choir was practising for the upcoming Christmascert. Oliver was performing the solo singing
Greensleavesand played an acoustic guitar while the teacheyeplathe piano. Wesley was waiting

outside the gymnasium after his football game. ®murch, the choirmaster, was pleased with Oliver's
performance.
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"Very good, very nice rehearsal" said Mr. Churdsrdwnlow |, your solo was magnificent".
"Thank you sir" replied Oliver.

"You know, you might think about a career as a gssional singer some day, perhaps in a great choir"
said Mr. Church.

"Why not popular music?" asked Oliver.

"You mean jazz or swing?" asked Mr. Church.

"Sir, this is 1956 and the be-bop sound is in" axgéd Oliver.

"Have you heard the rhythms the public is buyirdpi?" asked Mr. Church.

"l can sing this new rock 'n roll, sir" replied @dir.

"Well, let's hope it's just a fad that will be waltd truly gone when you're a man" said Mr. Church.
"We'll see, sir* said Oliver, getting annoyed. @liwas always full of high energy and had a bigedipp

Mr. Church left the gym and the choir was gettiagdy to leave. Oliver picked up his electric guéad
plugged it into his amplifier. The boys gatheredwand and started shouting, "swing it, Oliver!" Tiheys
then went into a large room next to the gym calieel Big' which had a stage. Oliver then got ust@ge
with his guitar and amplifier.

Cottrington said, "Mr. Church has left, and th&aten Mr. 'Ubi Where', the Latin master, has lefi.t80
Go for it, Brownlow I" .

Oliver then said sarcastically” Huh! Ubi Where, UBioby Dooby!". He then thought for a moment and
said "That gives me an idea for a song to do".

Oliver then stepped up to the microphone, whicltulneed on and sang, while rocking his guitar. Aeoth
boy noticed the drums kept for the school orchestrdne began to play them, keeping the beat foe0l
Oliver then sang, while playing guitar:

Hey, baby, jump over here,

When you do the Ooby Dooplyjust got to be near.
Ooby Dooby, Ooby Dooby, Ooby Dooby, Ooby Dooby
Ooby Dooby, Ooby Dooby, Ooby Dooby,

Dooby do wah, do wah, do wah.

Well, you wiggle to the left, you wiggle to thehtig

You do the Ooby Dooby with all of your might.

Ooby Dooby, Ooby Dooby, Ooby Dooby, Ooby Dooby
Ooby Dooby, Ooby Dooby, Ooby Dooby,

Dooby do wah, do wah, do wah.

GUITAR INSTRUMENTAL

Well, you wiggle and you shake, like a big rattbdsn
You do the Ooby Dooby till you make your heart krea
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Ooby Dooby, Ooby Dooby, Ooby Dooby, Ooby Dooby
Ooby Dooby, Ooby Dooby, Ooby Dooby,
Dooby do wah, do wah, do wah.

GUITAR INSTRUMENTAL

Well you've been struttin' so now you know,

How to do the Ooby Dooby, so baby let's go!

Ooby Dooby, Ooby Dooby, Ooby Dooby, Ooby Dooby
Ooby Dooby, Ooby Dooby, Ooby Dooby,

Dooby do wah, do wah, do wah.

The boys cheered wildly when Oliver was finishetleTheadmaster, who was outside, stormed into the
room and shouted "Brownlow |, my study, now!!"

"Yes, sir!" replied Oliver. He put down his guitand went into the headmaster's office. Captain iBree
hated modern music and was extremely angry withe@liThe other boys left to go to the fish and chip
shop, but Oliver could not join them.

"l won't have that be-bop rubbish played in my sthts that understood, Brownlow I?" Captain Breen
yelled.

"Yes sir" said Oliver in a frightened voice.

"You have a beautiful voice, don't waste it on flnagle music" exclaimed Captain Breen.

"But, sir. | was just having some fun" said Oliver.

"Not in my school!!" yelled the headmaster. "Ddaitme catch you doing that again. Next time, yaili w
be forbidden from bringing that instrument to sdhdam not having that raucous east end workisg<|
noise played in my prep school. Ever! Is this whet fought a war for? Do | make myself clear,
Brownlow [?"

"Yes sir" said Oliver with his head down.

"Brownlow I, you are making a mockery of your houBaleigh House, with your loud music. Why don't
you stick to cricket? You are one of our best @teks. At least your brother shows Wolfe House giyou
with his football. I don't think Clive or Drake Hses would appreciate what you are doing either.,Now
it's time you went home, Brownlow IT is waiting fpou" said Captain Breen, finally in a calm voice.
Oliver left the headmaster's study in tears andl®yesas waiting outside.

"What's the matter, Oliver, why are you crying? \Wagptain Breen mean to you?" asked Wesley.

Oliver was a bit shaken and was sobbing. He sait 'jlust a miserable old goat and a silly old sguar
who doesn't appreciate music". Oliver then coll@dtes guitar and walked out the door with his dittl
brother.

"I've missed fish 'n chips with the others, so pédrose will lay on a good tea for us. One dayr afte

school, I'm going to find some coffee bar wherekrocroll is played all day" said Oliver, as theotivoys
walked home together to have their tea.
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Chapter 5, Rock 'n Roll In London, November 1956

The following Saturday, Oliver and Wesley were $med school by mid-day and their father, Philip,
came over to pick the boys up from school. He tWéésley over to Foxwood Park for his football
practice. Jean Brownlow was going up into Londowisit her sister, the boys' aunt. Oliver decided
with his mother, preferring to see the sights oftad London instead of watching Wesley play foditbe
even to go visit his friends. Philip needed the fmarthe afternoon, so Jean and Oliver headed for
Foxwood Junction station, which was only a shortkwfeom their house at 19 Foxwood Road, and
caught the train to Victoria station in central don.

Oliver boarded the train still in his bright reda@hgton House school uniform, with his guitar ohés
shoulder, as he carried it everywhere he went. Sden they arrived at his aunt's house, who Ilst#id

in Bloomsbury, in west London, where the Brownldwesl originally lived and where Oliver Twist had
come to stay, Oliver asked if he could go out fartale.

"Where do you want to go, Oliver?" said Jean.

"I'm going where my kind of music is played angbgad" explained Oliver.
"Well, don't go too far and be back before tea tissd Jean.

"Alright, Mum" replied Oliver, happily.

Oliver then got on a bus headed for the east emohof with his guitar over his shoulder. He wentoas
the city and ended up in a working class districAldgate. He entered a coffee bar called "Thes?2 i
where loud rock 'n roll was playing and people waaacing. The place was full of cool tough-looking
"teddy boys" in leather jackets. Oliver went insate a band was playing an Elvis number.

Well get out of that bed, wash your face and hands
Get out of that bed, wash your face and hands
Well get in that kitchen

Make some noise with the pots and pans

| believe it to my soul you're the devil in nylarsh

| believe it to my soul you're the devil in nylarsh
For the harder [work the faster my money goes
Well[ said shake, rattle and roll

| said shake rattle and roll, | said shake, ratiied roll, | said shake rattle and roll
Well you won't do right

To save your doggone soul

Shake rattle and roll

SAXOPHONE INSTRUMENTAL

I'm like the one-eyed cat peeping in a seafoodestor

I'm like the one-eyed cat peeping in a seafoodestor

Well | can look at you tell you aint no child non@o

| believe you're doing me wrong and now | know

| believe you're doing me wrong and now | know

'‘Cause the harder | work the faster my money goes

Well | said shake, rattle and roll

| said shake rattle and roll, | said shake, ratied roll, | said shake rattle and roll
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Well you won't do right

To save your doggone soul

I went over the hill, way down underneath

| went over the hill, way down underneath

You make me roll my eyes

And then you make me grit my teeth

Well | said shake, rattle and roll

| said shake rattle and roll, | said shake, ratied roll, | said shake rattle and roll
Well you won't do right

To save your doggone soul

Oliver loved it! He started strumming his guitartime to the music, though it was not plugged ifteA

the song was over, everyone cheered and the bakditbreak. The band leader, a young teenager, said
in a thick Cockney accent "We're gonna tyke aelitityke now, so nobody go nowhere". The jukebox
was then turned on. A young woman who was sengag saw Oliver and came up to him, "Allo, what's
your name, young fellow?"

"Oliver Brownlow, miss" replied Oliver, tipping hisap to her politely.

One man noticed Oliver's smart school uniform ataited laughing at him, "Oh look at the little
schoolboy, hasn't he got lovely knees!" he shouted.

"Don't you take no notice of them, Oliver, justusa you got manners and they aint" said the lady,
comforting Oliver. "My name's Mary, | run this heestablishment. Would you like a lemonade or a
Tizer?"

"Oh yes, please, 1'd like a Tizer" replied Oliver.

Mary went and got Oliver a soft drink, which he ged down because he was thirsty. He paid her a
shilling for the drink. She noticed his guitar aagked him "can you play that thing?"

Oliver then turned to her and said "Yes. | can pb@ybop music quite well. May | go up to the
microphone and playa song, please? | like the tuttkatyle".

"Ooh | dunno" replied Mary, "l don't think this laiill go for a little boy's music".
"Please? | can do it" begged Oliver.

"Well, alright, since the band is on break" repliddry reluctantly.

"Thanks!" said Oliver with a smile.

Mary came up to the microphone and announced "Caawvé everybody's attention please. This little
fellow's name is Oliver Brownlow and he'd like tags for us". Everybody started laughing, but Oliver
plugged in his guitar and got ready. Mary lowelteg microphone for Oliver to the level of his mouth.

The man who teased Oliver earlier shouted "whatdrehe play? "Baa-baa black sheep” or "Mary had a

little lamb"?!" Everybody continued to laugh.
Another man shouted, "get that kid outa here, lpeijuke box back on!"
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Oliver then said, "my favourite guitarist and singgeChuck Berry, but I'm still learning to do tgengs.
So, here's A Johnny Burnette number that's easynéoto play”. A boy who was just a bit older than
Oliver, jumped on the drums and backed Oliver uih &ibeat.

Oliver stepped up to the microphone and beltedtmisong, playing his guitar:

[Chorus]Well it's a rock-rock rockabilly boogie
A rock-rock rockabilly boogie

A rock-rock rockabilly boogie

A rock-rock rockabilly boogie

A rock-rock rockabilly boogie tonight

Well | know a little spot on the edge of town
Where you can really dig 'em up and set 'em down
It's a little place called 'The Hide-away

You do the rockabilly 'till the break of day

[Chorus]
GUITAR INSTRUMENTAL

Well they kick off their shoes, gettin' ready t@ bo
They're gonna rockabilly wearin' their socks
You wiggle your hip, feel the thrill

So come on little baby do the rockabilly-bill

[Chorus]
GUITAR INSTRUMENTAL

Well there's little ol' Suzie, turnin' seventeen
Well everybody knows her as a rockabilly queen
And there's ol' Slim, as quiet as a mouse

He grabs ol' Suzie, they'll tear up the house

Oliver included some really heavy fancy guitargifuring the song that shook the place. Band mesnber
with a piano, a rhythm guitar and a bass fiddlgated in. People started to dance and jive aag cl
along as Oliver performed. When he was finished, wlinole place broke into an enormous cheer for
Oliver. Scepticism about his music was over, peopére impressed. He had played the rockabilly
number perfectly. His deep singing voice made hoomsl older. It was hard for people to believe tiat
was only nine years old. Oliver looked at his wadickl turned to the microphone and said "I've gafato
soon".

As Oliver unplugged his guitar and stepped dowrtla#fstage, he was greeted with cheers and hugs. Th
boy on the drums ran down to meet him. "You wergdstic! absolutely amazing! You're a real hep cat,
even in a square uniform. Where d'you learn to plkaythat? the boy asked in a thick Cockney accent

"Oh, | just picked it up" replied Oliver modestly.

"You were great!" said the drummer boy. "My nanig&vid Freedman, and | play the skins. If you ever
form a band some day, I'd like to keep the beaydaor, like | just did".
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"Thanks! I'll keep that in mind" said Oliver.

"Ere, do you go to a prep school?" asked David.

"Yes, Clarington House School in Foxwood, Kent'liegb Oliver.

"l go to a local comprehensive school. LiverpoolaBd&econdary" said David who was also in school
uniform, which was grey with long trousers and @& aad yellow striped tie. It did not look as shag
Oliver's bright red uniform with its pocket cregtey shorts and grey socks with red tops.

"Perhaps we can get together on Saturday and jdBelfinished school by mid-day" asked Oliver.
"Sunday would be better for me. | am at the synagam Saturday afternoons" replied David.

Oliver then said "Oh Shalom! Sunday afternoons théer church for me".

David was delighted that Oliver had offered him flesvish greeting and replied, "thanks. Shalom to yo
too, Sunday afternoons would be perfect".

A boy aged about fifteen then came up to Oliver said "Cor, you were great! What's your name?"
"My name's Oliver. Oliver Brownlow" he replied.

"I'm John Dawkins. Better known by me professiamahe, the Artful Bopper" exclaimed the teenager.
"Pleased to meet you, do you playa rock 'n rolrimaent?" asked Oliver.

"Ofcourse! A Gibson guitar! | want you to meet same" replied the Artful Bopper.

"I haven't got time. | must go. I'll come back dratday"” said Oliver who then left quickly.

The teenage Artful Bopper then went over to a gemdin sitting in the comer. The man asked him "who
was that? Who was that amazing little boy who dag fhe guitar? He is fantastic!"

"His name is Oliver Brownlow, but | don't know wiedne lives" replied the Bopper.

The man turned to David, the drummer and said "@dwellow him and find out where he lives, | waat t
talk to that boy. Whatever you do, don't lose himd#vid ran off and followed Oliver, who was now
waiting on the westbound platform of Aldgate Undetmd Station. David ran and just managed to catch
up to Oliver on the platform.

"Hey, Oliver, where do you live?" asked David.

"19 Foxwood Road, in Foxwood, Kent, south-eastafidon, past where Crystal Palace once stood. It's a
one hour train ride from Victoria Station in cemhttandon to Foxwood Junction." Oliver then got bie t
train and headed back to his aunt's house in Blbargsjust in time for afternoon tea.

Mary came up to the man in the ‘2 i’'s’ and askétky Bill, what to do you want to talk to that
Brownlow boy for?"
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The man was Bill Fagin, President of Fagin Recdndg,eplied "because | want to record him, thatiki
going to go somewhere. He can become a star".

Later on, David came running back into the coffaewith exciting news.
"Bill, BIll, | found out where that Brownlow kid Vies" exclaimed David.
"Where?" asked Bill.

"19 Foxwood Road, in Foxwood, Kent, south-eastaidon” replied David.
"Right, I'm going to pay him a little visit" saidilB

The next evening, Bill showed up at the Brownlownigoin South London and knocked on the door.
Rose, the housekeeper, answered it. Bill drovesd Fard Anglia.

"I'd like to speak to Mr. or Mrs. Brownlow pleassid Bill.
"Whom shall | say is calling?" asked Rose.

"Bill Fagin, President of Fagin Records in the Citgplied Bill.
"Please come in" said Rose who let Bill in.

Philip Brownlow came to the door and greeted Bhlomwas standing in the front hall of the house. &vh
can | do for you?" asked Philip.

"I've come about your son, Oliver. Could you gehior a moment, please?" asked Bill.

"Oliver! There's a man who wants to talk to youbsted Philip.

Meanwhile, Oliver and Wesley were up in their bedano listening to the radio and the station was
playing Chuck Berry'Roll Over BeethoverDliver was following Chuck Berry's big 1956 hit gpwith

his guitar very enthusiastically.

Philip later shouted again, much louder "Oliver'n@ downstairs. There's a man who wants to talk to

you".
Oliver came running down the stairs and greetel] B remembered seeing him at the coffee bar.

"Well" said Bill, removing his hat. "I'm Bill FagjnPresident of Fagin Records on Whitechapel Road in
Aldgate". He gave Philip one of his business cafidsok Oliver, | really dig your music and I'd like
record it".

"Oh a record company. Wow! Record me?" exclaimadgd)] all excited.

"Yes that's right" said Bill. "Yes, you are verydiated and | think you're as good as Tommy Stebé,
new rock 'n roll singer from the east end. I'd lijfau to come over on the weekend and we'll do some

recording.
We'll certainly start 1957 with a new singing carie you. How about next Sunday afternoon?"
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"Woweee! Oh please, can | go, Dad? please, pleasg'Oliver, anxiously.
"Yes, of course. That's wonderful! Here's my casait! Philip, handing Bill one of his business cards

"Good" replied Bill, "I will arrange some recordirigne for Oliver and a backup band for him. I'llese
you next Sunday, about two o'clock. You do knowwlag to get there, don't you?" Bill then asked.

"Of course" replied Philip, 'Up past Crystal Plat&ough Dulwich, Camberwell, right at the Elephant
and Castle, over Tower Bridge and then turn riglet'tontinued.

"That's right! See you Sunday" said Bill "Goodbydé shook hands with Philip and Oliver and thet lef

Oliver's rock 'n roll stardom was about to begitiv€y was so excited that he could not contain leifns
but he looked forward to recording some songs. Helavpractice and practice over the next few manths
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Chapter 6, A First Hit Record, November 1956

The next Sunday, after lunch, Oliver's father tbok up to the east end of London to Fagin Recands i
the car. Oliver was dressed neatly in his newasuit carried his guitar. When they got there, thatjcad
that it was downstairs, in the basement. They dwlsxk into the studio and Bill Fagin was waiting for
them. Several other musicians were also hangingnadrolt was a big studio with microphones, a big
drum set and recording equipment off to one side.

"Hello Mr. Fagin, Is this your recording studioZkad Oliver.

"That's right" said Bill. "l work out of the basenteThe acoustics are great and the mikes are §ubdt
more do you need? Right, Let's do a few riffs amues vocals and then we'll record a little, okay?"

"Alright then. I'd like to record a Chuck Berry nber | heard the other day" exclaimed Oliver happily

Bill turned to the other musicians and said "mek¢e® Brownlow!" They all exchanged greetings with
Oliver.

Oliver then plugged in his guitar and practisechwite other musicians. He later recorded two sovitis
the others backing him up. Oliver always kept lotguitar picks and spare strings in his pocket jus
case. Oliver sang a popular Chuck Berry number, ainéis favourite rock 'n roll musicians, into the
microphone and played his guitar.

HEAVY GUITAR INTRODUCTION

Well gonna write a little letter, gonna mail it toy local D.J.
It's a rockin’ little record, | want my jockey ttag

Roll over Beethoven, | gotta hear it again today

You know my temperature's risin'

And the jukebox's blowin' a fuse

My hearts beatin' rhythm, and my soul keeps sintlieghlues
Roll over Beethoven, and tell Tchaikovsky the news

| got a rockin' pneumonia

| need a shot of rhythm and blues

| think | got it off the writer

Sittin' down by the rhythm review

Roll over Beethoven, we're rockin' in two by two

Well if you feel you like it

Well get your lover and reel and rock it
Roll it over and move on up

Just jump around and reel and rock it
Roll it over, Roll over Beethoven

A rockin' in two by two, oh

GUITAR INSTRUMENTAL
Well early in the mornin’
I'm a givin' you the warnin'

Don't you step on my blue suede shoes
Hey dittle dittle, gonna play my fiddle
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Aint got nothing to lost

Roll over Beethoven, and tell Tchaikovsky the news
You know she winks like a glow worm

Dance like a spinnin’ top

She got a crazy partner

Oughta see 'em reel an rock

Long as she's got a dime, the music will never stop
Roll over Beethoven, Roll over Beethoven,

Roll over Beethoven, Roll over Beethoven,

Roll over Beethoven

And dig these rhythm and blues

GUITAR INSTRUMENTAL TO END

Bill was recording Oliver on to a big roll of tag&antastic. | think you'll be a hit" said Bill whéne was
finished.Rockabilly Boogiethe song that Oliver had played at the coffee Wwas later recorded for the
flip side of the record.

"That kid's amazing!" exclaimed Charlie, the pigtayer.

Oliver and his father went home after the recordgassion and Oliver was bubbling over with
excitement.

About a week later, after coming home from sch@iyer turned on the wireless, and the disc jockey
stated that he was about to playa new hit recoill. FAgin had sent Oliver's recording to Radio
Luxembourg, the only station that played rock th @liver could hardly contain himself with exaiteent
when he heard it.

"Here's a brand new singer making his debut toBaym South London in Kent, in the good old U.K.,
here's little rockin' Oliver Brownlow!" exclaimedhé disc jockey. Then Oliver's guitar versionRxll
Over Beethovewas played on the radio. Oliver jumped and screawitd excitement and Rose ran up
and gave him a big hug. "It's you, Oliver! you'ne the wireless! Well done! The whole of Europe can
hear you!"

Wesley got so excited that he spilled his tea erfltfor and screamed "Hey Oliver! It's you!"

Oliver and Wesley ran to Clarington House Boys'dgthihe next day, where all the boys were talking
about Oliver's new record. They cheered him antegatim on the back as he arrived at school. One
week later, a box arrived at the Brownlow home ragsied to Oliver. It was a box of 45 r.p.m. singles
Oliver's first recordRoll Over Beethoveand Rockabilly BoogieOliver opened the box with extreme
delight and gave copies to Rose, his parents aMidsley. He put one on the mantelpiece, under the
portrait of Oliver Twist. Oliver and Wesley arrived school and Oliver had the box tucked under his
arm. He gave copies to his friends, who were sdexkéor him.

He also signed autographs. The boys cheered Qiivdre entered his Form 4 class. Henley turned to
Oliver and said, "Brownlow I, you were great! Balht! Just like Elvis! Imagine being recorded when
you're only eleven years old! Your records a lighepensive, though, selling for five shillings and
sixpence each."”

"l get a threepenny bit from that five bob and antx for each and every record sold. This is ohéy t
beginning.
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I am just an ordinary schoolboy and | want to stet way with all of my friends, but | think | waseant
for something special. Know what it is?" asked &iliv

"Rock 'n roll!'" exclaimed Henley. Oliver respondeylcheering, he was now becoming a star.
That evening, the telephone rang at the Brownlowndnand it was the disc jockey from Radio
Luxembourg.

Rose answered it and immediately called Oliveth gthone. The disc jockey had been playing Oliver's
record on the air for one week and he was floodid ealls from people allover Britain wanting todum
more about this young singer. Oliver was becomixtgeenely popular and his record was rising through
the pop charts. The disc jockey was going to dmtanview with Oliver over the phone, which would b
on the air for all to hear.

Oliver was to be today's "mystery guest" on thewshHgose and Wesley were listening to the wireless.
The disc jockey announced on the air, "today's emysjuest comes from the County Borough of South
London, in Kent,

England, is still in school and has a song headm¢he pop charts with a bullet. The first to e¢aland
guess who it is correctly will win a free catereatty for up to ten people. Say hello, mystery guest

"Hello" Oliver replied on the phone.

"I'll give you a clue, today's mystery guest has $hme Christian name and something in commonawith
little boy who asked for more" continued the disckiey. Immediately, his telephone began ringinge"W
have Sally from Halifax, Yorkshire, England on time. Hello, Sally. Do you know who today's mystery
guest is?"

"It's rockin' Oliver Brownlow!" replied the thirt@eyear old girl in a very excited and heavy Yorkshi
accent.

"That's correct. You're our winner. Would you likespeak to Oliver? He's on the line. Guess howheld
is" exclaimed the disc jockey.

"Oooh aye! he must be about fourteen" replied Kuited girl.
"Hello, Sally, this is Oliver Brownlow in South Ldon, near London. I'm only eleven years old!" said
Oliver.

The girl screamed and said "Oh, Oliver, you'rertiast, you're absolutely champion! You're an absolut
dream! You have a grand record". She then realgeat Oliver had said. "ELEVEN! You sound so
much older and you play the guitar right champike!!' she exclaimed.

"Thank you!" replied Oliver who had to hold theee/er away from his ear when the girl screamed "I
have a deep voice, which has helped me with recgtdi

The disc jockey then intervened "Well, thank yoemybody. That is young Oliver Brownlow with his
version of Chuck Berry'Roll Over Beethoveand Sally from Halifax, Yorkshire. Goodbye anddeget

on with more great hits on Radio Luxembourg!" Otivang off and then it dawned on him that he was
destined for greatness.
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Chapter 7, Top Of The Charts, September 1957
The following year, Oliver's popularity grew ancegr. By September of 1957, he had released his first

album of songs and was continuing to rise in the gaarts. His first aloum was called "Rock Around
With Oliver".

Oliver had turned twelve years old in August anchtMietter way to celebrate it than the completibn o
his first L.P. album. Bill Fagin decided that it svme for Oliver to make a television appearammzevid
Freedman, the boy Oliver had met at The ‘2 i's'd hained him as his drummer and Charlie the piano
player, along with several other musicians fromifrd&gcords, had joined in with Oliver also. Thefairt
Bopper, however, continued to sing and record snohin, backed up by a small band also. Bill Fagin
decided that Oliver and his band needed a profealsitame. They had recorded songs from November
1956 to September of the following year as the @liBrownlow Band. However, Bill wanted a catchy
new stage name for the group before they went diona television. Oliver was also thinking about
getting a new guitar. The Oliver Brownlow Band asbked at Fagin Records studio as normal to record
some songs when Bill Fagin decided to discuss @divature with him.

"Oliver?" asked Bill.

"Yes" replied Oliver.

"I'd like to discuss something with you" said Bill.

"What's that?" asked Oliver.

"Your professional name. The Oliver Brownlow Barsdso deadly dull. Now that you're getting very
popular, | think it's time we came up with somethiew and catchy" replied Bill.

"What do you suggest?" asked Oliver.

"I've been thinking. How about Ollie and the Roarexclaimed Bill.

David, the drummer, began to laugh at that name.

"Ollie!!!" yelled Oliver in disgust. "I will not becalled Ollie. My name is Oliver!"

"Well, I've written down some others. How about 8haOliver and the Rockers?" asked Bill.

"That's better. Look, I think it sounds better duyswitch it round. Instead of Oliver and the Raske
How about Rockin' Oliver? After all | am the leadger" said Oliver.

"Rockin' Oliver! Yes | like that, but it needs satmeg to go at the end for the group. It should be
Rockin' Oliver and the ... something" said Bill.

Oliver perked up and said "I've got it. | want tonlour my famous ancestor, Oliver Twist. After all,
people can relate to him and it would help my imag#at do you say to Rockin' Oliver and the
Twisters?"

"Heyyy! that's good. | like it. It's very catchygplied Bill.

"It's settled then. On our next record, put by Ro'dRliver and the Twisters" said Oliver happily.
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"Fine, people will be going around calling you Rim¢lOliver before long" said Bill.
"That's fine, I like it. Rockin' Oliver will be mgame from now on" exclaimed Oliver.

"I've got some exciting news for you, Rockin' Oliv&¥ou're all going on national television next kee
I've booked a spot on one of the youth programmegdu” said Bill.

"Oh wow! the telly! That's great!" shouted Oliv@ihe whole group clapped and cheered.

"There's more good news, Oliver. Your first albuastsold 100,000 copies and is zooming up the pop
charts.

Your singles sell close to a million each, so, | pilsased to present you with this, your first royal
cheque!" said Bill. He then pulled a cheque outnfriois pocket and gave it to Oliver. It was histfirs
royalty cheque. It was for one thousand pounds.

Oliver looked at the cheque and then gasped "Owoeddnd pounds!!!! Oh thank you!!" he screamed.

"A Thousand Quid!!! Cor! What are you going to ddtwall that money?" asked David, running up to
Oliver.

"First, you will all get your share, and then | gming straight to Mr. Jessop's music shop in Foxivoo
High Street and get a brand new guitar. This osee®nd-hand and is worn out" replied Oliver.

Oliver's father, who was his manager also, hadctieque cashed and divided up among the band
members, but with Oliver getting the largest shaiece he sang and played lead guitar. Philip also
signed a five-year contract for Oliver with Fagiaderds. David, who lived in Hackney in the east ehd
London, often came down to visit Oliver in Southndon, and one day, he and Oliver went straight over
to James Jessop's music shop in Foxwood to lograe instruments. Oliver saw a beautiful Fender
Stratocaster guitar hanging in the window.

All kinds of guitars and saxophones and other umsénts were hanging there.

"Hey look at this!" said David, pointing at the yaxpensive guitar.

"Oh it's beautiful. It's the one | want, but 25Qpds. That's a lot of money" said Oliver, readimg price
tag.

The boys went into the shop and Mr. Jessop grekésd.

"Hello Oliver. Come to look at the instruments aydiasked Mr. Jessop.

"I've come to buy this time. You see that brand A®&7 Fender Stratocaster in the window? | want one
of those in a child's size please” exclaimed Oliver

"I don't have a child's size of that guitar" stakéd Jessop.
"Can't you have it made?" asked Oliver.

"Well, yes, but it will cost a lot of money" reptievir. Jessop.
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"How much for everything? A custom-made child-s&teatocaster, amplifier and microphone?" asked
Oliver.

"Let's see. That would be 350 pounds, ten shilleogs nine pence, Oliver" replied Mr. Jessop, figgrit
out on paper.

"Done! Here you are!" shouted Oliver. He then pliltever 350 pounds out of one of his socks and
slapped it on the desk in front of Mr. Jessop. dhtit ready in one week!" he continued.

Mr. Jessop was flabbergasted, but he heartily dgté@s Oliver, I'll get them on to it right awa@osh,
full payment in advance. I've never had that befokdr. Jessop wrote up the order and passed it to
someone in the back of his shop. He gave Oliveclmsge.

"Oliver! You shouldn't carry that much money arowvith you, you could get robbed!" exclaimed David.

"That's why it's in my sock and not in my wallearlly keep half a crown in my wallet for sweets éud
fare" replied Oliver. Oliver's father was trustédeddiver's money until he turned 21, but he gave boy
some of it.

Oliver had new cars bought, a Jaguar for his parant a Triumph for Rose, and new Raleigh bikes
bought for himself and for Wesley. He also surghi$®esley with tickets to a Manchester United vs.
Arsenal football match.

"Half a crown in your wallet and four hundred poarid your socks?!" exclaimed David.
"Yes, but I didn't lose any of it" said Oliver, jply.

"Just remember to take the money out before youlmusocks in the wash! And watch out for the tea
leafs!" said David jokingly. The two boys then Idfe shop and headed back to Oliver's house in.Kent
Oliver counted the days until his new guitar wolbddready.

Exactly one week later, the telephone rang at tlwsvBlow residence and Rose answered it. She called
Oliver to the phone, since the call was for him @mdas the call he had been waiting for. Mr. Jpssas
telephoning to let Oliver know that his guitar waady. David was over at the Brownlows' house plgyi
with Oliver when the call came in. Both boys lefta hurry for Mr. Jessop's shop, which was onlgl& h
hour bus ride away.

Oliver and David entered the shop and run up toJdssop, who was behind the counter.

Mr. Jessop shouted towards the back of the shapd'tmut the Brownlow order!" He then turned to
Oliver and said "Hello, Oliver. Yes it's ready!"

Oliver's eyes lit up with delight when a worker bght out his new child size Fender Stratocastextride
guitar. What a beautiful sight it was! It had bdamnd made with a gorgeous red wood finish and & hig
gloss polish. It shone in the light. The name "OER/" has been sewn on the strap in big letters. iAerot
workman brought out the amplifier, microphone, guitase and all the necessary wires and plugs.

"Cor, It's gorgeous!!" shouted Oliver as the workngave him the guitar, which he strapped on. "&rev
has my name on the strap! It's the most beautiiifiment I've ever seen. Thank you Mr. Jessop".

"My pleasure, Oliver. | thought that your name be strap would make a nice addition to it. Why ton’
you plug it in and try it out” said Mr. Jessop.
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"Can I?" asked Oliver in a very excited voice.
"Of course!" replied Mr. Jessop.

David noticed a big drum set in the middle of theps and went over and sat at them. "Can | keep the
beat with those skins if Oliver jams his new axasKed David.

Mr. Jessop had come to understand the '50's d&oliidn many of his young customers, so he replied

"Absolutely”. David sat behind the big drum set @ldser plugged in the guitar. He strummed it a few
times and was delighted with its clear high quadityound. It was much better than his old guitar.

"Let's bop!" exclaimed Oliver. Oliver then playeth@avy guitar instrumental.

During the performance of this instrumental piquegple passing the shop heard the music and came in
Recognising Oliver, they clapped, cheered and ahr@thers began to browse at the things in the.shop
The music was a heavy rockabilly guitar piece veitime good riffs, which Oliver played beautifully.
When they were finished, Mr. Jessop and some otlistomers clapped, cheered and asked for
autographs.

Then suddenly, something awful happened. Oliverfééht, and collapsed falling on the floor. Thewd
in the shop gasped at the sight of this. Meanwbdgid and Mr. Jessop came up to Oliver and loosened
his tie and removed his new guitar.

"This kid's burning up, he's got a fever. He's \oy' exclaimed Mr. Jessop.

Mr. Jessop called the Brownlow home and Philip arsd. David waited with the unconscious Oliver
until Philip arrived. Oliver's father rushed uphion. "We had better get him home and put him to. ibid
call a doctor to come to the house" said Philipvélwas then rushed to the car and taken straigime
and put to bed, still unconscious. Rose had putihims pyjamas. The doctor was called as Olivepts|
Meanwhile David brought the new guitar and equipiherOliver's house in the car and put them in his
room. When Oliver woke up a little later, the doctod his mother were standing over him. He sdtup
bed and the doctor took his temperature.

"Hmm, 104, Mrs. Brownlow. This boy is sick" saidttoctor.

"Il get his father to call Bill Fagin and cand@k bookings for a while and I'll put his brotherthe spare
room" said Jean.

"Good idea. He has a bad case of the flu. He ntagtia bed for at least a week and drink plenty of
fluids. Give him some soup, some orange juice anaesLucozade" said the doctor.

"Very good, doctor" replied Jean. Oliver's motheert turned to him and asked "how are you feeling,
Oliver dear?"

"Awful. My head hurts, I'm hot and | ache all ove€plied Oliver.

"Well, you get some rest and don't think aboutiggttp until you're better. I'll put Wesley in tigeest
room for now" said Jean.
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"Thanks, Mum" said Oliver, gratefully. "Mum, I'm gposed to be going on television next week" he
continued.

"Well, you can't, you're too sick, it will just havo wait till you're better" exclaimed Jean.

"Just my luck. | get a really big break and | hawego and get sick” moaned Oliver, extremely
disappointed. He fell back on his pillow and resfeéling very upset.

Meanwhile, Wesley came in and grabbed some clofligamas and toys and went to sleep in the guest
room so as not to catch Oliver's flu. Phone cails latters started pouring into the Brownlow homzarf
Oliver's fans when they heard that his concerts tbegh cancelled owing to his sickness. Wesley told
everyone at school that Oliver would start recagdigain later and would soon be on television.

One week later, Oliver was feeling much better, hisdtemperature was back to normal. He was sitting
up in bed reading his comic book. His mother amddbctor came in.

"How are you feeling, young fellow?" asked the doct

"Much better now" replied Oliver.

The doctor took his temperature. "Normal" was alkhid.

"Oh good" said Jean.

"Now | should go back to school, | suppose" exctin®liver.

"Well, that's something your father and | wantatk to you about" said Jean.

"What's the problem?" asked Oliver.

"We'll discuss it later. Here, I'll put the teleiais on for you" said Jean.

Oliver had bought his own television set with soofidiis money from his first album and it was in his
room between both beds so that both he and Wesldd evatch. Jean turned it on. The doctor then told
Mrs. Brownlow that Oliver could get up when he védhJean saw the doctor to the door. Oliver got up
and switched the channels on the television uatilething caught his eye. It was a performance of Je
Lee Lewis being given in New York. He was playing hit recordWhole Lotta Shakin' Gain' Owith

his pumping piano sound.

Oliver jumped up and grabbed his guitar and stestagdmming to it. He loved the song so much that he
began jumping on his bed with his guitar in timehe music. When it was over, he cheered loudlgnTh
Wesley came running into the room.

"Oliver! Oliver! Come and see! Come and see!" sedwesley.

"What?" asked Oliver.

"All the things for you. People allover England feegiou were sick and sent you lots of presents.

They're in the lounge!" exclaimed Wesley.
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Oliver jumped up and ran downstairs, still in higagmas, though he put on his dressing gown and
slippers. Sure enough, the lounge was filled witts g@nd sacks of letters from his fans.

"Wow!! Look at all this!" exclaimed Oliver.

"It's like the next ten Christmases and birthddysaone" shouted Wesley, all excited. The boystsd
rummaging through the presents.

"Look at this!" exclaimed Oliver. He saw a beadutfiur-lined guitar case. "Oh yeah!" he shouted as h
looked inside it. The boys continued to look andcheaacross a brand new bicycle, which Oliver really
liked and then a cricket set, which he was als@ex@bout. "This is amazing" shouted Oliver, ashesn
found a football.

"Hey Wesley, you like football, you can have thishid Oliver as he threw the genuine leather loall t
Wesley, who caught it.

"Oh gee thanks Oliver!" shouted Wesley as hapmaase.

Oliver then found a huge stuffed teddy bear and &teddy bear! I'm a bit old for this!"
"I'l have him!" exclaimed Wesley.’

Oliver then gave the teddy bear to Wesley, who gieadiuge hug.

"I'm going to call him Ginger because he's gotftegt said Wesley.

Oliver then started to rummage through the sacksaif. "How on Earth am | ever going to answer all
these letters? There must be thousands of thengaseed.

"You've got a lot of fans" said Wesley. At this pipiJean entered the room and helped Oliver to tpen
sacks of mail. There were about four of them.

"How am | going to answer them all, Mum?" asked/&xi

"l thought about that, we'll get hundreds of coiéa standard thank you card printed up and Seeah t
out, so you don't have to write them all" repliedd.

"Good idea! I'd be here until the year 2000 if Irevéo write them all!" exclaimed Oliver.

"Your Dad and | will take care of it, so all youMeeto do is sign them" said Jean reassuringly.

"Oh Mum, | heard a fantastic song on the telly @fiternoon. | want to try it. I'm going to call MFfagin"

said Oliver. He didn't have to call because thepiebne rang and it was Bill Fagin calling to se& ho
Oliver was feeling. Wesley was still rummaging tigh the presents to see if there were any more good

toys he could ask Oliver for.

"I'll get it!" shouted Oliver as he ran to pick the phone. Oliver answered the telephone and itBilas
on the other end who asked Oliver how he was fgelitd when he would be fit enough to record again.

"Today! I've got a great song | want to try out.det dressed and be over there in half an hoall. t6e
rest of the group please!" shouted Oliver, on theng, all excited. Bill agreed and Oliver then hwipg
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and ran upstairs to get dressed. After he was rdedsan out the door carrying his guitar and judnipea
taxi and it headed for Aldgate in the east endaidon. Oliver had plenty of money to pay the taxef

Jean said as Oliver ran out the front door "Oh @liwyou only just got up. Are you sure you're well
enough to go?"

"I'm fine, Mum. See you later" replied Oliver.

Oliver arrived at Fagin Records and Bill, David @hd rest of the band were all there to greet finey
were very happy that he had recovered so theysepractised and then recorded his own version of
Jerry Lee Lewis'$Vhole Lotta Shakin' Gain' On.

Oliver played some heavy guitar rhythms and riffhe song and Charlie did his best to play likeyle
Lee Lewis. The final product sounded great. Wheaay tivere finished, Oliver turned to Bill and said
"Well, what do you think, Mr. Fagin?"

"Heyy, not bad!! That's going to sell. The kids goeéng to love it!" exclaimed Bill.
"I know!!" replied Oliver with a huge smile.

Oliver's recording of Jerry Lee Lewis's song wageat success. He performed it at The ‘2 i's’he t
bandstand at Foxwood Park in South London and @inamunity dance. He was a big hit on Radio
Luxembourg with hiswhole Lotta Shakin. While being interviewed on the radio, Oliver nkad
everyone for the gifts he received while he wak.dite was so popular, that the BBC was thinking of
starting a rock 'n roll radio programme. Meanwh@barlie was getting much better at playing pidke |
Jerry Lee Lewis. Wherever Oliver went, he was greédiy screaming girls and autograph seekers. His
royalties from the recording increased and he zabumethe pop charts. By the end of September, 1957,
Rockin' Oliver had done it, his version of Jernelleewis's song reached number one on the pop charts
He was now a national sensation.

Soon after, Rockin' Oliver and the Twisters wereksal to go on BBC television for their first naté&
appearance. They all arrived at Broadcasting Haaoskondon, wearing tuxedos and carrying their
instruments.

Oliver had to get used to wearing long trousertea of shorts. However, as the band leader, he wor
very smart gold-coloured tuxedo, while the restevstiandard black ones. The group looked very simart
tuxedoes and shiny '50's style black and white shO&ver was a bit nervous. While they waited & g
on, Oliver strapped his new Stratocaster guitaaod peeped on to the stage, where an audience was
anxiously waiting for his performance. A full druset with "Rockin’ Oliver and the Twisters" printed

the big drum was set up on stage. Philip Brownl®klyer's father and manager, had made sure that
everything was taken care of properly.

Tommy Steele, Britain's first rock'n roller was foeming.

| was in London a short time ago,

| said to my friend, your car's too slow,

He turned round to me and said, you with the fuss,
Go take a ride on a downtown bus!

Rock, rock, rock around the town,

Rock, rock, rock around the town,

Baby, roll, roll, roll around the town,
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Rock, rock rock around the town,

Everybody's doin' it, London Bridge is falling ddwn
He got in a monster, it was painted red,

A guy in blue turned to me and said,

His words were followed by quite a stare,

| said what you want? He said | want your fare!
Rock, rock, rock around the town,

Rock, rock, rock around the town,

Baby, roll, roll, roll around the town,

Rock, rock rock around the town,

Everybody's doin' it, London Bridge is falling ddwn

SAXOPHONE INSTRUMENTAL

We went around half the night,

And | can say we saw every sight,

When we came back we looked around,

Well what you know? we're back in London town!

Rock, rock, rock around the town,

Rock, rock, rock around the town,

Baby, roll, roll, roll around the town,

Rock, rock rock around the town,

Everybody's doin' it, London Bridge is falling ddwn

The crowd cheered loudly for Tommy as he left ttegs, he came up to Oliver and wished him luck.
Oliver replied by saying "Thanks Tommy, you weredat"

The announcer then came up to the microphone add'ldare he is, our youngest little rock 'n roll
sensation! Rockin' Oliver and the Twisters!" Thewgy then came out on stage to a huge cheer from the
audience. Rockin' Oliver and the Twisters then saitly some heavy guitar riffs:

Well, come on over baby, whole lotta shakin' gam’

| said, come on over baby, baby you can't go wrong,
| aint fakin', we got a whole lotta shakin' gaimi.o

| said come on over baby, we got kickin' in thenbar
Come on over baby, baby got the bull by the horn,
Oh yeah!

| aint fakin', we got a whole lotta shakin' gaimi.o
Yeah, shake it baby, shake it,

| said shake it baby, shake it,

| said shake it baby, shake it,

Yeah, shake it baby, shake it,

Come on over, we got a whole lotta shakin' gain' on
Let's go!

GUITAR INSTRUMENTAL

Well, come on over baby, we got kickin' in the barn
Whose barn? Not your barn! My barn!
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Come on over baby, baby got the bull by the horn,
Oh Yeah!

Come on over, we got a whole lotta shakin' gain’ on
Yeah, shake it baby shake it

| said shake it baby, shake it,

| said shake it baby, shake it,

Yeah, shake it baby shake it

Come on over, we got a whole lotta shakin' gain' on

Well, come on over baby, we got kickin' in the barn
Oh Yeah!

Come on over baby, whole lotta shakin' goin' on,

| aint fakin!

Come on over, we got a whole lotta shakin' goin' on

Oliver took a deep bow when they were finishedresaudience gave him a tumultuous cheer. He was
squinting his eyes because of the bright stage camdera lights. He was broadcasted allover Great
Britain. Wesley and the rest of the Brownlow famikgre proudly gathered around the television dt the
house, watching Oliver's performance. Friends atations were all invited over to watch.

When Oliver was done, the announcer shook his lsemdthe group went backstage to leave. As the
curtain closed to prepare for the next performatioe,crowd started shouting "We want Oliver!" over
and over again. Oliver obliged by coming back aedgymed his first hitShe's Got ItHe was at the top

of the rock 'n roll charts. Oliver and the groupl ha be rushed out of the back afterwards into ttatake
them home immediately for their own safety as tinre being swarmed by screaming fans. They
managed to get away quickly.

One evening, back at the Brownlow home in earlyoBet, Oliver and Wesley were playing in the lounge
when Bill Fagin knocked on the door. Oliver lookad to see who it was and answered the door.

"Hello, Bill'! Come in" said Oliver, all excited.

Bill came in and took his hat off, he had a packagder his arm. "Hey, Oliver I've got great news fo
you, please assemble your whole family".

"Mum!, Dad! Rose! Come here please!" shouted Oliver
"Oliver, I'd like to present you with this" saidlBas he then opened the package and gave Oligdirsi
gold record. "Congratulations! Your first gold redty he continued. It was Oliver's recording\Whole
Lotta Shakinivhich was number one on the pop charts.

"Wow!" is all Oliver could say.

"Whole Lotta Shakin' is now the number one sonBritain and Jerry Lee Lewis is planning to visitde
next year" said Bill.

"Cor! | hope | can meet him!" shouted Oliver.
Oliver's friend and classmate from Clarington Hquaenew boy, Peter Allen, came to visit the

Brownlows. He was in full school uniform and haduggled to get through a crowd of girls, Oliver's
fans, outside in the street. He knocked on the dodrRose answered it, letting Peter in.
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Oliver noticed Peter and said, "Hey it's Peter é\lleny friend, the new boy from Clarington House.
Hello, Peter!"

"Hello Oliver!" replied Peter, " Cor! I'm lucky tget through the crowd of girls outside!" Peter was
straightening his uniform, which was a bit messpdby squeezing through the crowd in the street.

Bill then turned to Oliver to remind him of the lnsss at hand, "Oliver, I've got you booked onxa si
month tour of eighteen cities starting next weekulYMum and Dad have agreed with me that you are
not to return to school. You will have private leiss at home from now on. You don't have time for
regular schooling" said Bill.

Peter then exclaimed, "Captain Breen, the headmastgs your music is a disruptive influence asth
I've never heard such beastly rot! I'm one of ymiggest fans. I've got every one of your records.”

"Thanks, Peter. Crikey! | should buy that schoal girow Captain Breen out!" shouted Oliver, angrily

"Now that's enough of that talk, Oliver" exclaiméeian, "We've arranged for them to send a very good
teacher over for your lessons at home betweenaagbur concerts” .

"Oh, can | have home lessons too?" asked Weslemédpr a positive answer.
"No, you're not a star, you will stay in schoolplied Philip. Wesley, disappointed, moaned aftat.th
"Well at least | won't be Brownlow Il any more, jiBrownlow from now on" said Wesley, reluctantly.

Suddenly, the telephone rang and Philip answerdtl wtas the mayor of the Midlands Town, he was
calling to book Rockin' Oliver to perform at thaummer fete in August of 1958, the following year.
They would be putting on a performance of "Olivevigt" and wanted Rockin' Oliver for the title ras
well as for him to sing afterwards. They neededaise money for a new development and bringing in a
big name star would do it. Oliver was booked upsigrmonths, so Philip, who acted as Rockin' Olsser
manager, agreed that Oliver was free to go to MaaTown in a year's time. Since he was his great-
great grandson, Rockin' Oliver had played Oliverisivin school and community plays so many times
that he knew the part perfectly. Even Wesley wagisg to learn the part. Rockin' Oliver was booked
go to Oliver Twist's birthplace in Midlands Towngerform both a play and rock 'n roll in Augustp89
Wesley's friends from school often came over toBhewnlow home to play with him. They were all
Rockin' Oliver fans and were excited about seeitige@s things, such as his guitar and his golards,
More and more children wanted to play with Weslegduse he was Rockin' Oliver's brother.

"Oliver, that was the mayor of Midlands Town, Olivewist's home town! You are to perform in a play
about him next year and then put on a concertillltoe on your next birthday!" said Philip.

"Wow! That's great, Dad! I've played Oliver Twist sany times, it will be a piece of cake! In higrt®
town!

Wowee!!" exclaimed Oliver. "Come on, Peter, lets pstairs!" Oliver continued. Oliver, Wesley and
Peter went upstairs to the boys' bedroom to platerPstayed for tea and went home after dark tadavo
the fans.

That night after Oliver and Wesley went to bed, bogs lay awake for a while, all excited. Olivee

with his guitar as he always did, while Wesley shlgjth his new giant teddy bear, Ginger. They had t
twin beds in the same room with a television betwibem.
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While in bed, Wesley asked "Oliver, does all thimé and fortune scare you?"

"No. I'love it, but | want to stay a normal boyrasich as possible. I'm the youngest rock 'n roH eteer.
Frankie Lymon is thirteen and Ritchie Valens idesx. I've got 'em both beat because I'm only ®lélv
Oliver said proudly. He thought for a moment, "Végsican | ask you something?" Oliver asked.

"Sure" replied Wesley.

"Do you feel a bit, you know, jealous of my sucé&eBg very honest with me" asked Oliver.

"I'm not jealous. You've given me so much money simared your new toys with me. You gave me my
teddy, Ginger, my new bike, and my new footballu¥the best brother in the world. | am happy about
all your success, you really deserve it, you plaitag real well. | like it because you give me &tuf
Besides | don't want to have girls screaming atthe time like you get" replied Wesley.

Oliver laughed at that and then said "And you'tersfic little brother because we have fun togettiés
amazing how we don't fight like most brothers doy#ay, | want our whole family and my group to
share in my success. Besides, | owe it to our amcesliver Twist, who suffered until he came here"
"Just think, we're going to great-great grandfatkrer Twist's town next year" said Wesley.

"Yes. I'm looking forward to it" said Oliver.

"So am |. | wonder if the old workhouse is stileth and if it's haunted" Wesley continued.

"I dunno. We'll see when we get there. Now letissgpene sleep, I'm very tired. Goodnight,

Wesley" replied Oliver, yawning.

"Goodnight, Oliver" said Wesley, who turned oved avent to sleep, clutching Ginger, his teddy bear.

Meanwhile, down in the front room, Philip Brownlamd Bill Fagin were still talking and having a cup
of tea.

"Bill? May | have a word with you?" asked Philip.
"Yes. Certainly" replied Bill.

Philip, with a rather concerned look on his fageguered "Something puzzles me. | have been looking
Oliver's royalty cheques. His records sales areeasing dramatically, but his royalty cheques attirg
smaller. Why is that?"

Bill sat up and quickly answered in shady way "Exges have gone up considerably with new equipment
and booking tours. Well, Phil, you know about th#gegs. You work in Whitehall, after all".

Philip was not satisfied with Bill's answer, sodsked "Expenses are supposed to be your concegg. Th
don't come out of Oliver's royalties. Besides, tbeg't have gone up that much. He has the numbeer on
record, yet he is making less than he did whenirse dtarted with you over a year ago. He got one
thousand pounds then and now he only gets fiverednd hat doesn't make sense to me".

Bill had to think for a moment and then repliedhdve set up a trust fund for Oliver. He gets péiit o

now and will get the rest later. You must underdidhil. | have the boy's best interests at hddrgave
him a lot of money now, he would spend it foolishlfis way, there'll be plenty later on. Trust Rgjl".
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"Hmmm! | want to see some records or some statesh@ilip then asked.
"Of course!" replied Bill, " I'll let you come innal see the books. My friend Seth Sykes is my adeoitin
I'll see that you have a word with him".

"l can't understand why you didn't mention thisdset Philip then said, still rather confused.
"Don't worry, Phil. Everything is going just fine8assured Bill.

"l hope so, because if it isn't, | want to know abib. | am the boy's manager as well as his fétreplied
Philip, .getting rather annoyed at Bill's vaguevesis.

"As it should be. I've got to go now. | have a vbosy schedule. Goodbye" exclaimed Bill, as heiédrr
out the door, as though he was trying to get away Philip's insistent interrogation.

Philip then thought to himself and then said" Sdrimgf's not right. Oliver should be making more mone
with more record sales, not less. Well, Bill musbWw what he is doing". Philip finished his cup eat
and went upstairs to his bedroom.

Rockin' Oliver now had a gold record and was atttipeof the pop charts. But the high point of lifis |
was yet to come the following year in a town abseuenty miles north-west of London. One major thing
that Oliver's music achieved was that it broke dalass barriers and brought people of differeniadoc
classes to enjoy life together. Toff and Cocknelealvere jiving to the rockin' beat of Oliver's sgin'
guitar. The membership of the Twisters group protled. In the following year, 1958, Rockin Oliver
was due to meet Jerry Lee Lewis when he visitethBri however, this was cancelled when the furyrove
Jerry's marriage to his young cousin broke out.dneless, Oliver did meet Buddy Holly backstage
when he played at the London Palladium during & ts Britain that same year, and Oliver had his
photograph taken with Buddy. Rockin' Oliver wasyiercky as tragedy was to befall Buddy Holly in the
near future. The meeting took place during OlivexBausting first tour of eighteen British cities.

41



Chapter 8, Midlands Town Summer Fete, August 1958

On August 14, 1958, Rockin' Oliver and the Twistarsved in Midlands town, a city about 70 miles
northwest of London. The group came in two carf&itvan bringing up the instruments. When they got
to the hotel, a huge crowd of screaming kids wheeet to greet them. The mayor of Midlands town was
waiting inside the hotel foyer.

The fete was due to open the next day, which agpéned to be Oliver's 13th birthday. Midlands Town
area had been drenched with a week of steadytrairsunshine was promised for August'15he play
was to be performed in the church hall, but thi fie which the outdoor events would be held, sash
the races, sales and food, was now very muddy. lat$o be parked in town and the people had t& wal
to the event because of the wet conditions. Olwasley and David had brought casual clothes, jacke
and rubber Wellington boots after their parentartieof the steady rain in Midlands Town area, even
though London was basking in sunshine. Oliver aadiDalso brought costumes to perform in the play.
Jean Brownlow had made an Oliver Twist costume Rockin' Oliver, based on the clothes in the
painting in their house. David was to play one afiii's gang.

That evening after they had had their tea andtaReskin' Oliver and David made their way ovethe
church hall for the rehearsal of "Oliver Twist". Wththey arrived, they were mobbed by the children i
the play, who screamed and asked for autographsunflerstudy had carried Oliver's role in the play
during previous rehearsals. It was, of coursegagirehearsal, so Oliver and David arrived weatieg
costumes. Oliver's outfit was a good imitation. Tekearsal went very well and Oliver carried thet pa
perfectly. Tickets had been sold out weeks befdresley, now nearly eight years old, came along and
watched the rehearsal. He was too young to havartathough he was learning the title role for when
Oliver became too old for it. After the reheardhé boy who played the Artful Dodger, who was older
than Rockin' Oliver, talked with Oliver as they afljoyed refreshments of tea and currant buns.

"You were great, Rockin' Oliver. You sure know paet well" said the boy actor.

"l should do, I've done it enough times" repliedver.

"I have all your records. What are the top roctolhgroups in England now?" asked the boy actor.

"The king of rock 'n roll, Elvis Presley, Buddy Hpobnd Chuck Berry are American, and Tommy Steele
and the Steelmen, CIliff Richard and the Shadowsn la&annon and the Quarrymen and Rockin' Oliver
and the Twisters are all English" replied Oliveoymlly. "the American Jerry Lee Lewis used to be big

here, but he's in trouble now. Something to do wishmarriage, | think" he continued.

"You know, the real Oliver Twist story started rigtere in this Midlands town over a hundred yeas'a
said the boy actor.

"Is there anything left of the old workhouse?" akkdiver.

"Sort of replied the actor "it closed down a ldimge ago, but the ruin still stands today. The @ius
raising money to pull it down and build shops anddes there. Tomorrow's fete should pay for some of
it."

"Hey, I'd like to go see it. After all, my ancestoas there" said Oliver.

"Don't go after dark” exclaimed the actor.
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"Why?" asked Oliver.
"They say it's haunted" replied the actor.
"Really?" asked Oliver, getting interested.

"Yes, haunted with the ghosts of children who dieete" replied the actor, "and they come out altig
know someone who has heard them. | also know tbaey tike loud noise".

David was listening in on this conversation anchéar to Oliver and said "do you want to go there at
night? | dare you!"

"Alright. You're on!" exclaimed Oliver.

"Be careful" said the boy actor, "l hear it's pyettary".

"Better still!" exclaimed Oliver.

After the play group left, Oliver and David walk¥desley back to the hotel and put him to bed. Philip
and Jean Brownlow were staying at the hotel alée. Goy actor from the play gave Oliver directions t
get to the ruins of the workhouse. Oliver and Dasad goodnight to Philip and Jean, then changed in
casual clothes and jackets. They sneaked off mgothiunder storming night, carrying battery-opeatate
torches (flashlights). They followed the directiarissely and came to the workhouse gate, which was
hanging off its hinges. The boys entered the ptypand went inside the building. It was a very pree
place. It was overgrown with weeds and was faldogvn. They entered the big stone hall where many a
gruel supper had been served in the past and ddtieeremains of some lettering on the back walttvh
barely made out GOD IS LOVE. David put his foottba stairs and it went right through.

"Careful of them stairs" said David, "I put me fomht through, they're not safe".

Oliver stood in the very spot where his ancestat &sked for more gruel and he suddenly got a chill
down his spine, "Gosh! I'm standing where my gggragat-grandfather said those famous words" he
exclaimed.

"What? You mean, please Sir, | want some moredElavid.

"Yes, that's right" replied Oliver.

The boys shone their torches around and took adodke ruin.

"Look at this place!" exclaimed David, "What a duritdooks like a prison!"

"These workhouses were just like prisons" saigdedliThey could hear the rattling of ghostly chains
"Hey, do you hear something?" asked David, gettayed.

Just as David said that, the spirits of Dick anahjahe best friends of Oliver Twist who sat bedide at
meals, began to appear. They had haunted the waskhior a long time and heard this conversation.

They pointed at Oliver and whispered to each offemause they recognised him. Rockin' Oliver looked
exactly like Oliver Twist and they thought that ¥&r Twist had returned.
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"It's Oliver!" they said to each other. "He's gdtiand with him, too" continued John.

Oliver then touched the wall and cut his fingeraopiece of glass from a broken window. David sasv th
two little spirits and got extremely scared.

"Ooooow!" yelled Oliver, shaking his cut finger. leen turned to David and saw the horrified look on
his face.

"What's the matter, David? You look like you'vers@eghost!" exclaimed, Oliver.

"Yes, two of them! said David, frightened.

"Oh come off it!" shouted Oliver confidently, "thees no such thing as ghosts!"

David noticed the spirits again and got very scatddthen what's that behind you?" he asked.

Oliver turned around and saw the two little spjritarefooted and dressed in rags and ghostly chdas
let off a blood-curdling scream. "GHOSTS!!! Let'st@ut of here!" he shouted. The two boys headed fo
the door quickly.

"No please don't run away. Don't be afraid!" saidkD

"We're your friends" shouted John.

Oliver and David stopped and turned around. Thelkedhback and took a look at these ghostly visjtors
but they were still quite scared.

Dick came up to Oliver and said "John! Oliver'slibaad look at his toggs! He looks like he's beeh ri
and healthy and he's got no chains! Please, Ojngrput your candles, they are too bright!"

"What do you mean?" asked Oliver, puzzled.

"He means our torches" said David. Oliver and Dauid out their torches and could see the spirits by
moonlight. They had an angelic aura about them.

"Don't you remember us, Oliver? Dick and John. Yioends in the workhouse?" asked John.

"I don't know what you're talking about!" said Qdiv confused.

Dick reached out and touched Oliver's arm and adthds cut finger, "blood! he's alive!" he shouted.
"But that can't be" said John, "how can Oliver & living and still be a boy after a hundred w&dr
"Wait a minute!" exclaimed Oliver, "I don't thinloy know who | am."

"You're Oliver Twist, aint ya?" asked Dick.

David and Oliver burst out laughing, and Oliverrtheaid, "No, of course not! He died over fifty year
ago. I'm his great-great grandson, Oliver Brownlang this is my best friend David Freedman!"

44



"Oh!" said Dick, "in life we were Oliver Twist's befriends. I'm the spirit of Dick Swubble and thlighe
spirit of Johnny Unwin. I'm pleased to meet you."

"You mustn't be afraid of us" said John, "we'rd Jitde children, we don't want to scare nobody".
"It's just that we've never seen ghosts beforel &diver, wrapping a tissue around his cut finger.
"Please don't call us ghosts" said Dick.

"We prefer to be called spirits" said John, "Brek, he speaks real good, he's must have had kchoo
"Everybody goes to school nowadays" said Oliveseoling, "Why do you wear those chains?"
"These are the chains we forged in life. We madenthink by link" said Dick.

"Ours are very light. You should see Mr. Bumbldigsios. He was the workhouse guardian who starved
us to death. His chains are so heavy, his spinitheadly move" said John.

"That's justice!" exclaimed David "that bloomin‘eger got what was comin' to him!" The spirits agree

"l get the feeling that your chains will be ligloiot Oliver. You have been a good boy" said John.
"I hope so" exclaimed Oliver, "Boy, talking with yavill help me with history!"

"Oliver, what are them big birds that smash howg#stheir droppings?" John continued.
"Big birds? What big birds?" asked Oliver.

"Yes, a few years ago, these big birds flew actibesky and spat at each other. They then droppéd s
and smashed buildings" exclaimed John.

David started to-laugh very hard and said "thogeagroplanes! You're talking about the war! They ar
like carriages that fly through the air. We werevatr and they were dropping bombs!"

Dick and John started to laugh with disbelief.

At that moment, the spirits of the other boys wiaal Isat at the same table with Oliver Twist, Dickl an
John and whose gruel ration had been cut in hakkaed. "Oliver! You're back!" shouted Sebastiamo w
had a dirty, sooty appearance. "Hey fellahs, IddRlaver's funny clothes and short hair!" he said.

"No, no!" exclaimed Dick, "this is Oliver BrownlowQliver Twist's great-great grandson. He's alive!
Oliver, this is the spirit of Sebastian Arkwrigt8ebastian, | think this Oliver looks very smart€ h
continued.

Sebastian wasn't too happy with Oliver becausel&mdul Oliver Twist for his death, "Oliver Twist's
great-great grandson, eh? Oh really!" he saidgareastic way. "l want to scare you" he continued.

"Why?" asked Oliver.
"We died because your ancestor asked for more gneebot us all in to trouble" shouted Sebastibfr, "

Bumble cut our rations in half and we starved tatkel'm going to haunt you for the rest of yode land
scare all your friends away!"
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Luke, another workhouse ghost, who had been asmall boy, suddenly exclaimed, "Not all of us! |
died from being sick!"

Sebastian replied by shouting at Luke "be quiekel Milkins!". Luke's spirit started to cry.

Oliver got very angry and shouted back "Listen. Dbfame Oliver Twist and don't take it out on me!
Oliver tried to help you and get you more food. $fieck his neck out for you! It's not his fault thihae
whole thing backfired! Blame Mr. Bubble who soldv@k Twist for three guineas, like an animal!"

"That's Bumble not Bubble!" said Dick laughing hard

"Your getting into trouble has got nothing to ddahwine! That was a hundred years ago!" said Oliver.
"He's got a point there" said John.

"Why are you all dirty?" Oliver asked Sebastian.

"l was 'prenticed to Mr. Gamfield, the chimney speen account of them buns we ate that John stbled.
died cleaning out a flue" replied Sebastian.

"Anyway, don't mess with me" exclaimed Oliver, "base I've got something that will scare you".
"What?" asked Sebastian.

"A Stratocaster" replied Oliver, knowing that Sefmshad no idea what that was.

Puzzled, Sebastian turned to Luke and asked "wtdtedsay?"

Luke replied by guessing, "it sounded like a, esygar caster?"

"A sugar caster? What's that?" asked Sebastian.

"Not a sugar caster, you big twit! A Stratocastgefled Oliver.

"How am | supposed to know what that is?" askedaStdm, getting very frustrated with Oliver.
"Why don't you come to the fete tomorrow and yduid out” replied Oliver.

"Alright. | will" shouted Sebastian who then wentay, along with the other spirits, leaving only Bic
and John with Oliver and David.

"He's just jealous 'cause Oliver Twist got out amddied" said John. "Hey, what year be it now QlNe

"It's 1958" replied Oliver. "How come you didn'tdw about all the things we have now? Didn't you see
things come and go all this time? You must havenlaesteep for the last hundred years".

‘We have" said Dick.
"A lot's changed" said David.

"Why have you come here?" asked John.
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"To see where my ancestor was born and | am penfigrtomorrow" said Oliver.
"Where do you live and what do you do?" asked Dick.

"l live on the other side of London and sing andypan instrument and David here is my drummer"
replied Oliver.

"Gosh, London! That's a long way away! Whateverdmee of Oliver Twist?" asked Dick.

"Hey why don't you come to the fete tomorrow. | playing Oliver Twist in a play about his life ateth
church hall at one o'clock. Watch it and you'lidfiaut what happened to him. Afterwards, I'll beypig
some modern music” replied Oliver. "By the way|doahave a little brother named Wesley; he's almost
eight".

‘We'll be there!" said Dick. "We now know that GiivTwist lived, grew up, married and had children."
Oliver and David noticed that it was getting red#l{e, so they said goodbye and left. They walkackb
to the hotel and sneaked in and went to bed. Therg all excited about meeting the spirits and abwait
upcoming fete. The next day, which was bright amghy, they went over to the church hall in costume
and met up with the spirits of Dick and John again.

"Allo" said Dick, "oh you're dressed like us!"

"Yes" said Oliver, "it's my Oliver Twist costume yWwiother made it".

"Hmmm" said Dick, looking at Oliver's costume, "Nuz#d".

"What do you mean not bad? My mother worked harthi' replied Oliver.

"It's in too good shape. Oliver Twist dressed lilsg our clothes were torn, dirty old rags" saidkDic

John noticed that Oliver was wearing shoes and "sadnever got shoes either, except if we had to go
outside in the Winter".

"You're trying to look like Oliver Twist? Your hasrtoo short" said Dick.
"You're too healthy" said John, "And too fat."

"I'm not fat!" exclaimed Oliver, getting angry.

"And much too clean" said Dick.

"It's only a play!" exclaimed Oliver, who was nowitg annoyed. "What do | have to do to look exactly
like Oliver Twist?" he then asked.

"Don't eat for about two years!" said John jokingly
"We're only teasing you" exclaimed Dick, "you Idike".

"Come on, Oliver, or we'll be late" said David, kirtg at the church clock tower.
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The two boys and the two spirits went into the chuand went backstage for the play. The two ssets

on the edge of the stage and watched the play. djoblse could see them. Oliver and David took their
places in the play. After the curtain went up, witecame time for the "Please Sir, | want some rhore
scene, Rockin' Oliver, now playing Oliver Twistceéved a huge cheer from his fans in the audieace a
he walked up on stage with his bowl. His fans obsip knew who he was and were looking forward to
his rock 'n roll performance afterwards. The hadlswpacked with people and the play went very well
receiving a tumultuous applause at the end. DickJmihn cheered and clapped also.

Wesley was in the audience watching the play angteling everyone that Oliver was his brother aad
was constantly asked for autographs, which he ldedbon bits of paper. He was looking forward to
going to the fair afterwards to sample some offtioel and take some of the rides.

After the play, the sets were cleared and RockiiveDand the Twisters set up to perform. During th
break, Dick and John took a look around. They motithe instruments being brought out.

"Look at them drums" said John, pointing at thenalkit.

"Maybe they're going to playa marching song!" daidk. He then noticed the microphone at the frdnt o
the stage and exclaimed "I wonder what this th#y i

John thought and then replied "perhaps it's a ldmpl wonder how you light it. | can't see the dia'
Dick noticed Oliver's Fender Stratocaster ele@uitar and pointed to it, "What's this?" he asked.
"It's some kind of musical instrument"” said John.

"I know that" exclaimed Dick, "but what a strangeking thing. I've never seen an instrument witinso
before! "

"What can it be?" asked John.
"It must be a fiddle" exclaimed Dick who picked tipgitar up and held it up to his shoulder like alini.
"It can't be, it's too big" said John.

"Maybe they play it this way" exclaimed Dick, hotidi it upright like a cello and making moves as
though he was holding a bow.

"But there's no bow" said John. "I think | know witas".

"What?" asked Dick.

"l remember seeing a Spanish instrument called.eer. ... a guitar" said John, "you hold it littes".
John then picked up the guitar and held it proparlgl then strummed it. It was not plugged in. tnh'tl
make much sound!" he exclaimed. The instrumentweag quiet unplugged.

"Well, maybe they play quiet music" said Dick.

Hey' there's writing on it" said John, noticing @li's name on the strap. "It says Oliver".

"It must be that sugar caster that Oliver was taglabout" said Dick. "It's his instrument".
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At that moment, Oliver noticed the two spirits arame over to them.

"Allo. How do you like the show?" asked Oliver.

"Fine" exclaimed Dick. "Now we know what happened @liver Twist. He got ‘prenticed to Mr.
Sowerberry, ran off to London, got in with a garfghieves, got caught, got tooken in by this nite o
gentleman, Mr. Brownlow."

"He was Oliver Twist's grandfather, and my gre&adigreat-great-grandfather” interrupted Oliver.

Dick then continued, "he got taken back by theviseand then returned to Mr. Brownlow to stay".
"Oliver Twist went into parliament when he grew tfe later became a colonial governor. It's said tha
when he was asked if he wanted to be Governor n§aphe replied by saying 'please sir, | want Sédmoa
And here | am four generations later" said Olivapyily.

"Gosh. Oliver Twist was so lucky. Imagine endingimi@a rich family!" exclaimed Dick.

"While the rest of us died from half rations 'caoé®r. Bumble!" shouted John.

"You should stick around and hear some of my modeusic" he continued. "Professionally, I'm called
'Rockin’ Oliver' for what | play".

"I remember at Christmas when we were alive" beDank, "people used to dance in the street to the
fiddle and the hurdy-gurdy. It was a jolly affailr. and Mrs. Bumble and the Governors would go out
and join them, but we boys weren't allowed, we daully watch from the gate" he reminisced.

"What did you have for Christmas dinner?" asked/@li

"We got a piece of bread with our usual bowl ofaftueplied John "and it was often stale".

"What? A piece of bread for Christmas?" exclaimeliveéd, shocked. "I have turkey and ham and
pudding and mince pies" he continued.

"Oh stop!" said Dick, "we couldn't even imaginettha

"I'm on in a minute. Gotta go now, bye" said Oliver

Oliver left and changed into his tuxedo and godyeto rock 'n roll. Suddenly, his father asked him
"Oliver, who were you talking to?" Philip could theee the two little spirits, "You shouldn't tak t
yourself, you know" he continued.

"Two people over there" said Oliver pointing te 8pirits.

"But there's nobody there!" said Philip, "Are yauesyou're feeling alright?"

"Oh they must have left. Oh never mind" exclaimédiyeD.

"Oliver, only children can see us" explained Jdtwe don't appear to grown ups; we don't like 'em".
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Sebastian, the chimney sweep spirit, and the athpdran spirits showed up and joined Dick and John.

Dick noticed Oliver's smart gold tuxedo and exclkricor, look at Oliver's beautiful suit!". All tHetle
spirits gasped in amazement at Oliver who lookeshsart and clean.

"Hey fellahs, What's Oliver doing? And what's ttiahg he's holding?" asked Sebastian, laughing.
"That's his instrument he's going to play, butiibh'tl make no sound!" said Dick.

Sebastian started to laugh "Ooohh, I've got talse€ he exclaimed.

"Well, | feel sorry for him" said John, "he will Is® 'barrassed in front of all them people".
"Serves him right" said Sebastian"

"Shhh" exclaimed Dick, "he's getting ready to pthgt quiet music now", pointing to Oliver who had
strapped on his guitar. Oliver would be able ty/pies guitar perfectly, even with his bandaged éing

As the crowd of workhouse ghosts gathered at tte sf the stage, Sebastian turned to Luke and
exclaimed

"stop shoving!"
"Stop rattling your chains" Luke replied.

Meanwhile, Wesley went out to the muddy field, whiweld the fete activities. He found a huge mud
puddle and proceeded to wallow in it. "Oh yeah! thakclaimed Wesley, who pushed his Wellington
boots he was wearing deeper into the mud. Wesiaditis new black Wellingtons and he loved sinking
them into deep, gooey mud. He was having fun, lpgshg a dirty boy. It was a sunny day, but the
activities field was very muddy from the rain, whimade it more fun for Wesley.

Back at the church hall, the mayor came out ansdameed "now ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls,
here he is, a great-great grandson of Oliver Twhstt little fellow from London with the rockin' gar,
Rockin' Oliver!" the young people in the crowd clegbwildly. Oliver plugged his guitar into the larg
amplifier and noticed the little spirits on theesidf the stage. Sebastian was standing right imt fsbthe

big speaker. Oliver was going to teach him a lessorhe turned his guitar up full blast. He theavetd

off playing a very loud blast of rock 'n roll:

Oliver started by introducing the song, “here’s evnone just hit the charts last month from Ritchie
Valens, a young fellow like me!” he shouted inte thicrophone.

HEAVY AND VERY LOUD GUITAR INTRODUCTION

Well .... Come on let's go let’s go let’s go litdarlin'
Tell me that you'll never leave me

Come on Come on let’s go again and again and again
Well.... Now swing me swing me swing me way darling
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Come on let’s go little darlin’
Let’'s go let’'s go again once more

Well..... I love you so yeah and I'll never let ygaoi
Come along baby soon

Oh pretty baby I love you so WELL......
Let's go let’s go let’s go little sweet heart
Now that we can always be together

Come on come on let’'s go again
Let’s go!

GUITAR INSTRUMENTAL

| love you so yeah and I'll never let you go
Come along baby soon
Oh pretty baby I love you so WELL......

Come on let’'s go let’s go let’s go little darlin’
Tell me that you'll never leave me

Come on Come on let’s go and again and again aaid ag
Come on Let’s go and do it again and again ancheayad again
and again and again and again

Come on let’'s go and do it again

The spirits immediately covered their ears fromlthel guitar riffs and looked at Oliver and eacheut

in puzzlement. Sebastian started howling that is w0 loud. Oliver was loving it! He had both the
physical and spiritual worlds watching him. At teed of the song, the spirits all ran away screaming
making a huge crash from knocking over dustbins railld bottles. Dick and John stayed and laughed
hard at the spirits running away. The crowd themaleded "We want more! We want more!" over and
over again.

"That's the first time anybody's ever asked marfore" exclaimed Oliver jokingly.
Dick and John heard that and started to laugh.e®liken announced "My next song is dedicated to a
little spirit | met last night while | was walkinigprough the ruin of the old workhouse. It has fase in

it. Here's a new one from Chuck Berry!"

He said to the band "this is an R&B, watch me far thanges and try to keep up". He played a heavy
riff.

GUITAR INTRODUCTION
Deep down in Louisiana, close to New Orleans,

Back up in the woods, upon the Evergreens,
There stood a log cabin, made of earth and wood,
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Where there lived a country boy named Johnny Bdéoo
Who never ever learned to read or write so well,
But he could play the guitar like he's ringing dlb&o Go!

Go Johnny Go Go Go!
Go Johnny Go Go!
Go Johnny Go Go!
Go Johnny Go Go Go!
Johnny B. Goode!

He used to carry his guitar in a gunny sack,

Sat beneath the tree, by the railway track,

01' engineer would see him sittin' in the shade,
Strummin' with the rhythm that the drivers' made,
People passing by they're gonna stop and say,
Oh my, but that little country boy can play. Go Go!

Go Johnny Go Go Go!
Go Johnny Go Go!
Go Johnny Go Go!
Go Johnny Go Go Go!
Johnny B. Goode!

GUITAR INSTRUMENTAL

His mother told him some day you will be a man,
You will be the leader of a big 01" band,

Many people comin' down from miles around,

Hear you play your music when the sun goes down.
Maybe some day your name will be in lights,

Sayin' Johnny B. Goode tonight. Go Go!

Go Johnny Go! Go Go
Go Johnny Go! Go Go
Go Johnny Go! Go Go
Go Johnny Go! Go
Johnny B. Goode!

Dick had fallen and got real sick,

So Johnny ran out of the workhouse real quick,
Well he stole some buns that he took home,

To all of his friends, who were all alone,

Mr. Bumble caught him and threw him out,

So now the other boys just sing and shout Go Go!
Go Johnny Go! Go Go

Go Johnny Go! Go Go
Go Johnny Go! Go Go
Go Johnny Go! Go
Johnny B. Goode!
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Rockin' Oliver began to really show off with hisiigu, doing the Chuck Berry duckwalk and jumps and
moves. Dick patted John on the back and John spihétking thatJohnny B. Goodéad been written
and was being sung for him. When Oliver was finéilyshed, he got an enormous standing ovation and
even Dick and John cheered. The mayor then camarmutvent up to the microphone "Rockin' Oliver,
we have a surprise for you" he summoned a ladyitgld cake to come forward. The lady brought in a
huge chocolate cake with thirteen burning candied everyone sang "Happy Birthday" to Rockin'
Oliver. Oliver was so touched by this kind gesture.

"It's Rockin' Oliver's birthday today" said the may'how old are you?"

"Thirteen, sir" replied Oliver, who then blew otetcandles, "l was born at the end of the war. Giash
a teenager now!".

"This is just a thank you from the people of thisdnds town for coming to see us today" said the
mayor.

"Oh thank you" said Oliver, blushing, but deepludbed. The cake was then shared among the rock 'n
roll group and guests, after the curtain closed.

Later, Oliver went over to Dick and John who wisléad a happy birthday.
"What was that funny music?" asked Dick, "You celtascared Sebastian and the others away with it!"
"Rock 'n roll. Today's music" replied Oliver, "miyke is called rockabilly".

"Thanks for that Johnny song, Oliver. By the wagm good. But why does it have to be so loud?"dske
John, who then pushed Dick saying, "Quiet musie&d It was so loud, it nearly blew me ears off!"

"l didn't know Oliver had a magic box that couldkeat loud!" protested Dick.
"That's an amplifier and loud is the way people it replied Oliver.

"Rock 'n roll? What a strange idea naming some enafier a stone and a lump of bread!" exclaimed
Dick, "Say Oliver? Do you get paid when you plagttbtuff?" he then asked.

"Oh yes" replied Oliver.

John then said, "the fiddleman and the hurdy-glady got tuppence ha'penny for playing at Christmas
in our time. I'm sure this Oliver gets more thaattlhings cost more now. He must get about airsgyill

"More like half a crown, I'd say" said Dick.

"Oh , | get quite a bit more than that!" said Otiv&arting to laugh.
"five shillings?" guessed Dick.

"ten shillings?" guessed John.

"Keep going" said Oliver, giggling.

"fifteen shillings?" guessed Dick again.
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"More" said Oliver, laughing out loud.

"A pound!" said Dick in amazement.
"A guinea!" exclaimed John.

"Any more than that and you must be very rich" aiuokd Dick.

"Brace yourselves, spirits" started Oliver aftercaémed down from laughing. "I get two hundred pisin
every time | perform. | make over a thousand pondeek"”.

"TWO HUNDRED POUNDS! OVER A THOUSAND A WEEK!" shoetl Dick and John in total shock.
"That's a fortune! Just for one or two songs?" &xretd Dick.

"And that's not counting royalties from my recoreigher" said Oliver.

"Oh, he's just joking, nobody gets that much" gaitin.

"Just look at my wallet!" said Oliver. He then ttesl hundreds of pounds in his wallet in front & tivo
spirits who looked in total astonishment.

"You're right! Things have changed" exclaimed Jdimlife, we never had two pennies to rub together
"You'll never have to worry about ending up in therkhouse!" exclaimed Dick.

"We don't have workhouses any more" said Oliveughp "thanks to the great work of Oliver Twist,
child labour's now against the law! People get mpphelp and kindness and all children go to school!
And we don't send boys up to clean out chimneysnaorg, either! Anyway, | have a family."

Dick then asked "well, where do they put orphahnen®”

"They have nice homes for them and they try to fiacents for them" Oliver replied proudly.

Dick then said "Cor, they're lucky, we were workedieath, fed worse than dogs, and beaten!"

John exclaimed "I wish we could have some of thaney you got, Oliver!"

"What good would it do us?" said Dick emphaticallye're dead! Remember?"

John, rather embarrassed, then said "Oh yes, otfi6rg

David then noticed Oliver and shouted to him "Hdw€», don't forget they have a big meal for allusf
tonight, roast beef and Yorkshire pudding with tgastatoes and blackberry tart with fresh cream for
afters! They've even got kosher food for me."

Dick and John fell to their knees. "Oh please dafit about food, you're torturing us!" exclaimettio

"You are s00000000 lucky, Oliver" exclaimed John.
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"Sorry about that" said Oliver, "l know all you ha@s gruel that was like boiled wallpaper pastelust
hurt you to hear about my dinner! Roast beef! Fgtatjous food!".

"That's alright. Oliver, can you do us a favouegde?" asked Dick.
"What's that?" asked Oliver.

"Get a vicar to come and bless our graves so wejodn heaven" explained Dick. "We were buried in a
hurry in unholy ground, so we can't get to hea¥amu could do it for us."

"Sure" said Oliver, "lI'd be glad to".

"Oh thank you" both spirits said. "It's like heawgght here with the way things are now! But I'kelito
see my ma and pa again" said John.

"But we should go where we belong! exclaimed DitRJiver, we're buried behind the ruin of the
workhouse by the rubbish dump in a small plot witbsses but no names". The two spirits then left.

Meanwhile, Oliver noticed Wesley who was coverethwiud. "What happened?" asked Oliver.
Wesley lied "l was playing football with some bigdpys and they pushed me into the mud".

"You play football in your Wellies, do you, WesléySaid Oliver, disbelievingly. He knew his brother
was lying. He had been playing in the mud and gatied away. Wesley just laughed at that.

"Can we join you?" asked Oliver, "I want some titaglay and be a normal boy and | love gettingydirt
and | want to try out my new Wellies".

"Sure" said Wesley, "I'm making mud pies". Wesl&ly spoke with a heavy lisp, so 's' came outlals 't

"See you in a minute" said Oliver, all excited.v@li and David ran back to the hotel and changed int
casual clothes and put on Wellington boots. Olalep put his guitar away. He and David later regdrn
and joined Wesley in the mud, wallowing in it atdowing it at each other. They were having a great
time. Oliver had been under so much pressure vatiterts and recording, that he needed some play
time. Oliver usually spent his play time playingcket, which he enjoyed very much, but he liked the
mud also. A while later, the three boys, who weve wery dirty, but as happy as ever, realised ttiay

had better get ready for the big roast beef dinner.

"We'd better get back to the hotel and clean upredflum sees us" said Oliver.

Oliver saw the church vicar and asked him if hel¢@®ee him in the evening after dinner. The vicar
agreed. Rockin' Oliver and the Twisters returnethéohotel to wash and change. The boys all tottksba
before supper and put on clean clothes. Oliver digelt his birthday presents upon the return to tSout
London. He changed into his grey suit for the direred David put on his blue suit and wore his Jewis
kippah (skull cap) as he had kosher food. The dimzes a grand affair with Rockin' Oliver as the gjue
of honour. After the meal, Oliver asked the viaaperform the blessing of Dick's and John's grawés,
which the vicar knew nothing, but readily agreedeTvicar then drove Oliver and David to the
workhouse site. They found the graves in the baxkthe vicar proceeded to bless them, "I bless this
ground and those who are buried here in the nartieedfather, the Son and the Holy Ghost. Amend sai
the vicar.
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David, who was standing beside Oliver and still &g his kippah, then said a Jewish blessing in
Hebrew "Baruch haba bashem Adonai" .

"What does that mean?' enquired Oliver.
"Blessed is He who comes in the Name of the Ldrid. & very powerful Hebrew blessing" replied David

Immediately after the two blessings, Dick and Jelehains fell off. They were free at last. Theynited
Oliver and David and then left for heaven, knowirayv that they would be able to enter. Rockin' Qlive
and David returned to the hotel and were met byrtagor.

"Rockin' Oliver. It's been a pleasure. Many hapgtyms" said the mayor.

"Why thank you, sir" replied Oliver.
The mayor's wife then interjected, "are you surne yant to keep singing that loud rock 'n roll? areit
corrupts our youth and leads to impure thoughtsid@t you try some calmer music?"

"Well, Ma'am, | serve God, | sing and shout and enpkople happy. It's just the way | sing. It hasn't
corrupted me. | still go to church every Sunday bddnate money to charity" replied Oliver.

"Well, Rockin' Oliver, thanks to you we raised & & money. We are just five thousand pounds sbiort
having enough money to pull down the ruin of thé wbrkhouse and build some new houses and shops
to be called South Midlands New Town" said the nnayo

"Five thousand short, eh?" asked Oliver. "Tell ydchat, I'll give you my two hundred pounds | get fo
singing and performing and I'll give you the otfige thousand you need. I've got over a milliorthie
bank and my Dad can write a cheque out for yowedliurned to his Dad and asked him for a cheque, s
Philip gladly filled one out and gave it to the roaypn behalf of Oliver.

"There you are, Mr. Mayor, from my personal bankamt." said Oliver proudly. "Anything to take
down that old workhouse in honour of my ancestar lais friends".

"Oh thank you, Rockin' Oliver, you are so kind. Wil name two of the streets in the new development
as Oliver Twist Street and Brownlow Road. Workhousee will keep its name for historical reasons,
though" said the mayor. He then turned to his aifd said "see dear, his music hasn't corrupted'him!

Bill Fagin comes out of the hotel with another nzend comes up to Oliver, "Lovely show, Oliver! Well
done.

I'd like you to meet someone. This is my friendhS&ykes. He's my business partner and keeps thes boo
for me",

"Oh. How do you do, Seth?" says Oliver, introdudnigself politely.

Seth is a rather nasty rough individual dressed @asddy Boy, who just sneers at Oliver "Allo! | hea
your Dad's been asking a lot of questions abouaticeunts”.

Oliver is a little taken back and replies "I ddkiow anything about it. Ask him. All | know is théte
been getting my money and that there have beenoh éxpenses".
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Seth gets very angry and shouts at Oliver "Welgithas a problem with it. He'd better see me. & hatt
nothing wrong with my set of books. If anyone a@susie of doing anything I'm not supposed to, lesett
them. Do you understand?"

"Yes" replied Oliver, getting very scared.
Seth then said "Just keep your old man's nosefouy dbusiness".
"Of course" replied Oliver, shaking.

Bill then tried to comfort everyone and said "Weal el better get back to London because we've got
more shows to do"

Oliver, rather surprised at this altercation, jastghed it off and got into the car, with David ahd other
Twisters, who then left for the other side of Londor Oliver's birthday party in Kent with his fayi
his singing group and his friends. Rock 'n roll madeived some fairly bad press from opponentsjtbut
had not corrupted Rockin' Oliver who was still theocent, kind and fun-loving boy he had alwaysrbee
This was used as an example by promoters of roakl'm Britain.
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Chapter 9, The End Of An Era, February 1959
February 1959 was a time of tragedy for rock 'h aslthree great stars had died in a plane crasé. T
sudden deaths of Buddy Holly, Ritchie Valens arel Big Bopper in America had a profound effect on
Rockin' Oliver and the Artful Bopper, who had beeonery close friends. Shortly after performing in
Paris, France, Rockin' Oliver met the Artful BoperFagin Records to record some songs. By now,
Rockin' Oliver’'s career was at its peak, but thuhBopper was falling behind. Rock 'n roll, whibtlad
suffered some very bad press, was growing with [aoipyy amongst young people and new bands were
forming all the time. Rockin' Oliver and the Twistend the Artful Bopper were getting ready to gd@
record.

The Artful Bopper then came up to Rockin' Olivedasaid "Say, Oliver, aint that awful about Buddy
Holly and the others? Gettin' killed like that! fFe@ry 3, 1959 was a sad day for rock 'n roll"

"Yes" replied Oliver, "I have most of Buddy's redsyit was a terrible thing".
"Oliver, would you like to sing together?" asked Bopper.
"Yes, sure” replied Oliver.

"Well, let's do a song and dedicate it to rememmgeBuddy, Ritchie and the Big Bopper" said the @rtf
Bopper.

The boys were about to do their first recordingetbgr.

"Good idea!" exclaimed Oliver, "In fact, | am lookj for another voice for our group, a deep basseVoi
"Well then, look no further" replied the Boppercdn help you with that".

"Great" said Oliver, "but don't you have your owoup?"

"No" replied the Bopper, "l sing on me own, butalvie the musicians here back me up. | can play nmyth
guitar, but | can't play the fancy lead riffs tlyau can”.

"Hey, Perfect!" shouted Oliver, "you need a leadtagist and | need a bass singer! Why don't we join
up?"

"That'd be great" replied the Bopper who knew tbiasting the Twisters meant that he could now slirare
Oliver's huge profits from his appearances anadaerds.

"Rockin' Oliver, the Artful Bopper and the Twistesmuld be an awfully long name" said Oliver, "we'll
just call ourselves the Twisters".

"Oliver, why do you call your group the Twisters?tla gimmick on Oliver Twist?" asked the Bopper.

"Yes. | am descended from Oliver Twist, he was mgagtgreat grandfather” replied Oliver, "I am
honouring him".

"Why the Artful Dodger was my great-great grandéatti exclaimed the Bopper all excited.
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"Hey that's perfect. Then we were meant to singttogr” said Oliver. "Is Bill Fagin descended fromikB
Fagin, then?"

"No, it's just a coincidence" said the Bopper, ldng, "there's far more money now in music than
stealing!"

"Oohh Not half!" exclaimed Oliver, "so Artful Boppeconsider yourself one of us".
"Thanks" replied the Bopper, he paused and theh"say that again, Oliver".
"l said consider yourself one of us" replied Oliver

"Hmmm, that's sounds really catchy. | have a friglosvn the east end who is a songwriter, | should
mention that to him. You know, Oliver, it's finerfas to keep singing the hits of the day, but wadlye
should start writing some of our own songs" sa&Bopper.

"l haven't been able to do that yet, but if youdhany ideas, rd like to hear them" said Oliver.
Meanwhile, Bill Fagin interjected, "boys, time ieepsing on, are we recording today?"

"Yes" replied Oliver, "we would like to sing togetha song to remember Buddy Holly".
"Alright" said Bill, who set up a roll of recordirtgpe.

Oliver then sang a Buddy Holly song:

GUITAR INTRODUCTION

Well that'll be the day when you say goodbye,
That'll be the day when you make me cry,

You say you're gonna leave me, you know it's a lie,
'‘Cause, that'll be the day when | die.

You give me all your lovin'

And all your turtle-dovin'

All your hugs and kisses, and your money too.

You know you love me baby,

Still you tell maybe,

That some day, well, I'll be blue.

Well that'll be the day when you say goodbye,
That'll be the day when you make me cry,

You say you're gonna leave me, you know it's a lie,
'‘Cause, that'll be the day when | die.

GUITAR INSTRUMENTAL
Well that'll be the day when you say goodbye,
That'll be the day when you make me cry,

You say you're gonna leave me, you know it's a lie,
'‘Cause, that'll be the day when | die.
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When Cupid shot his dart,

He shot it at your heart,

So if we ever part, then I'll leave you.

You say you'll hold me, then you tell me boldly,
That some day, well I'll be blue.

Well that'll be the day when you say goodbye,
That'll be the day when you make me cry,
You say you're gonna leave me,

You know it's a lie,

'‘Cause, that'll be the day when | die.

That'll be the day, Ooh-Ooh.

That'll be the day, Ooh-Ooh.

That'll be the day, Ooh-Ooh.

That'll be the day.

During the song, the spirits of Dick, John and S&bha appeared, waved to Oliver and sat down and
enjoyed the music. After the song was finished,Hro©liver and the Artful Bopper shook hands. @liv
went over to the spirits and signalled for thenfoliow him outside.

"Hey what are you fellows doing back?" asked Oliver

"We've got something wonderful to tell you" exclaienJohn.

"We'll tell you at your house" said Dick.

Philip then summoned Oliver to leave the room "@&ljwvait outside for me. | would like to talk tolBi

"Alright, Dad!" replied Oliver who put his guitanay in its case, put on his coat and went outside.
Bill then turned to Philip and asked "What can Ifdoyou, Philip?"

Philip was rather annoyed and wanted some straigkivers from Bill, so he thought he would come
right out and ask things 'Well, for one thing, | vl like to see the accounting books on Oliver's
royalties".

"What for?" asked Bill, getting worried.

"As | mentioned to you before, his record salesehgane sky high and yet his royalties have gonendow
| just don't believe that the expenses have gonbatpmuch. Something's wrong" replied an rathgnan
Philip.

"Seth. Go get the books on Oliver's royalties, gg¢éaxclaimed Bill, sternly.

Seth was not sure if this was a good idea becdwsehave things to hide, then asked "Is that really
necessary, Bill?"

Bill winked at Seth as if to signal something séees "the books that are in the cupboard pleasallihe
said.
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Seth finally caught on and confidently replied "®&ah. Right away, Governor". He went to the back of
the office and opened up a cupboard and pulled af sather messy and dusty books from them.

Bill then turned to Philip and said confidently;niltelling you, Phil. Don't worry. Everything's igint.
Trust me".

Philip was now quite upset and just exclaimedt'$hast it. | don't".

Bill was a bit offended so he retorted "come nowil.PYou've known me for three years. Have | ever
steered you wrong?"

"What about that new car you just bought? A Rolsyée! Where did you get the money for that?"
shouted Philip angrily.

Bill then shot back "Business is good! | have pfenit contracts. Besides you and your misses g@&va n
car from Oliver, and so did your housekeeper, R¥geat about the new bicycle for Oliver's brother,
Wesley?"

Seth then returned with the accounts book and sthavte Philip.

"Here you are. Everything's in order" said Sethréye

Philip checked over the figures closely and thed ¥dmmmmm! | see income, expenses, royalties paid.

What's this trust fund?" he then asked.

"That's the money I've put aside for Oliver whengets older. You'll get it when he turns twenty-oBy
then, it will have earned lots of interest" Bilplied.

Philip then shot back loudly "But he's only fourieéle's got years to go before he sees any of that
money. Where are the deposit statements for tisefuind? Why are they not with the books?"

Seth got very upset and then shouted "What aremyplying?"
"Nothing" replied Philip. "l just want to see prabiat everything's in order".
"Are you saying that you don't trust me?" askedhSet

"You've got that right. | don't. There are no retgi no deposit slips and we never got any stateshen
shouted Philip in disgust.

Seth got extremely angry and screamed at Philihd'tie hell are you coming in here and questioning
my accounts. Are you the boy's manager or sometHing

"As a matter of fact, | am" replied Philip.
"Are you implying that | run a crooked businesset®rasked Seth.

"Well, it looks that way, and | just want proof thiaisn't" replied Philip.
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Bill wanted to calm things down so he intercedetl $how you the receipts tomorrow, Phil. I'm still
going through them at the moment".

Philip then gave an ultimatum "Well, they had bette ready". Philip then put on his coat and hat an
left the room to take Oliver home. Mary, the owpét'The ‘2 i's™ coffee bar, then came in to sedlBi
She had overheard some of the conversation.

"What's all the row about?" asked Mary.

"Mary, my love, how are you?" asked Seth in a speeky, trying to avoid the question.

"Don't you my love me! Who have you been crookimgnt?" replied Mary, angrily.

"Come now, Mary. We must have civil words. We aust jhaving a bit of difficulty with one of the
clients who wants to see the books, that's alkseeed Bill.

"Catching on, is he? | told you that one day y@etlinto trouble" warned Mary.

Seth suddenly got very furious and shouted "If beuaes me of anything, I'll break every bone irt tha
boy's body. He'll never sing again because he'lsikefeet underground”. Bill signalled to Seth te b
quiet, but Seth ignored it. "After that, I'll puishmanager there! | won't have no snotty-nosed dbfi
manager accusing me of being crooked!" continudld Swouting.

Mary became very angry too and shouted "That &frtelk will get you hung. That's a fact!"

Bill again tried to calm things down by saying ' dpologise, Mary, my dear. My partner doesn't know
what he's saying. Be quiet, Seth!"

Mary then left to go back to the coffee bar in disy

"For Gawd's sake, Seth! Watch what you're sayirmyBpeople. That man who was here earlier was the
boy's father as well as his manager" warned Bill.

Seth then lit a cigarette and was getting alarfiBlimey, Bill. You could have told me that he wais h
bloomin' father as well. We've got to do somethabgut him. If he finds out that there's no trustdiand
that you spent most of the royalty money on our maws, your new house, holidays in the south of
France and bribing wireless stations to play hisms, we're up the river" he warned.

"He won't find out. Trust me. | have a second $étomks and a set of false receipts put away justise
the auditors show up" replied Bill.

"Well, that geezer's sniffing around and | dok&elit. Something's got to be done about it!" shd@eth.

"Seth Sykes, don't worry. Just keep calm and itleing goes wrong, we will sit down and decide on a
proper course of action" cautioned Bill.

"While your keeping calm, I'll be out of the coyntmate. You got us into this little lot, you caetgis
out of it. | don't care how you do it, just gettthaff off our backs, will you?" warned Seth stgrnThe
two of them then moved on to other business, hotfiag Philip Brownlow would not find out about the
false documents.
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The recording session was finished, so the Twiskeitsfor home. Rockin' Oliver returned to the
Brownlow home in South London, and the three ligfgrits followed him. Wesley was returning from
his football game and was still dressed in hislattuniform, complete with cleated boots. He whs a
excited. Meanwhile the spirits met up with Wesleyroxwood Park as he was coming home.

"Who are you?" asked Wesley, not in the leastfbitichand interested in the spirits.

"We're the spirits of Oliver Twist's best friendsrh the workhouse" replied Dick. "I was Dick anadk
were John and Sebastian. Who are you?"

"I'm Wesley Brownlow" replied Wesley.

"Oh you're Oliver Brownlow's brother and Oliver Bt other great-great grandson" stated John.
"Yes, that's right. You've met my brother, theré&tidNesley.

"We met him when he was in Midlands Town last yeaplied Dick.

"He never told me about that. What a cheek nantelhe about it!" exclaimed Wesley.

"What do you like to do, Wesley?" asked Dick.

"I like football" replied Wesley.

"Oh football! A great game!" exclaimed Dick, "andur brother plays an instrument"”.

"Yes. When he's practising, he likes to jam to GhBerry with his Stratocaster” said Wesley.

Dick, John and Sebastian looked at each otherzalpment and then Dick exclaimed "your brotherdike
to make jam by chucking berries with his sugarer@st

"What does he make? Strawberry or raspberry jasid John.

"No! No! No!" exclaimed Wesley, laughing. "Olivakés to play his guitar to a record of songs byaaam
named Chuck Berry, he's Oliver's favourite singet guitar player" he explained.

John turned to Dick and said "See, | was rightld /ou a sugar caster was a kind of guitar".
"It's Stratocaster, not sugar caster" exclaimedlgyetaughing very loudly.
"Then why did you say he makes jam?" asked Dick.

"No, he doesn't make jam. To jam means to play gung' explained Wesley, "my mother makes the
kind of jam you eat, and marmalade, too" he comiihu

"Oh, you mean all that talk about jam was just tiath century small talk?" asked Dick.
"That's right" said Wesley, "it's called hipstdktehe explained.

"So you jam football, do you?" asked Sebastian.
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Wesley began to laugh again and said, "l play falbtdamming is just for music" he exclaimed.

"Oh, we'll never get used to these modern gadgetdre way people talk nowadays!" exclaimed Dick.
After they had all arrived at the Brownlow housed dad gone inside, the three spirits were lookihg
the portrait of Oliver Twist on the wall and werggling at it in remembrance. They were also in awe
about the beautiful Brownlow home. Oliver came iithaut his guitar. He had dropped it off at Mr.
Jessop's music shop to be fixed. He had been pléyguite heavily and it needed some repairs.

"Hey Oliver!" exclaimed Wesley, "I won my match ahdnade it on to the school team for my age
group!™

"Well done, Wesley. You could be a professionaypiasome day. They make as much money as | do!"
said Oliver.

"Look who's here" said Wesley, referring to thesthspirits.

"I see them" said Oliver, "what are you doing batkRought | helped you get to heaven? Were you
rejected again?"

"No! no!" said Dick, "we all made it in, even Jolaiter stealing them buns to feed us".

"John stole some buns?" asked Oliver.

"The people in heaven said it was alright becadssllsaid forgive me and because we were starvidg a
| gave the buns to some of the other boys" exptbiwdn.

"We've been sent back on a mission" explained Dick.

"Tell him, Dick" said John, excited.

"You see, Oliver, three rock 'n roll singers digdl &arne into heaven a few days ago. One of them ha
spectacles, another was a big fat man and the athgr young boy not much older than you. They all
spoke foreign sounding. Americans, | think" expéairick.

"That would be Buddy Holly, the Big Bopper and RiteValens" interrupted Oliver.

"l talked to them and the one with the spectaciéd Ise knew of you and had heard your music" said
Dick.

"Yes, | met Buddy Holly backstage when he playethatLondon Palladium last year" explained Oliver.

"Well, he said that you need extra protection st ffou won't die young like them, or us, so spinitauld
be sent to help your guardian angels take carewf Rick went on.

"Really?" asked Oliver, interested.
"Well, I've been sent to help protect you" explalriick.

"And I've been sent to help protect little Wesleyho will be a great footballer some day" explained
John.
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"Hey, that's great!!" exclaimed Oliver. "Did yourrinto Mr. Bumble in heaven?" he then asked.
"No" said Dick, "he didn't go to heaven".
"Where did he go then?" asked Oliver, knowing theweer.

The three spirits pointed down toward the groundamning only one thing. "He got what he deserved"
exclaimed John.

"We did meet Oliver Twist in heaven" exclaimed Digkcited. "He was a very old man, content and
happy. He turned himself back into a little boywam could recognise him!"

"Was he pleased to see you again?" asked Oliver.
"Oh Yes! He remembered us. He said he was verydppbyou too" exclaimed Dick.

This meant a lot to Oliver who then said "if youaéking to him again, tell him that I'm very protabe
his great-great grandson".

"We'll do that" said Dick, "now somebody has sorregtio say to you" he continued. Dick then grabbed
Sebastian and pushed him towards Oliver.

"Go on up and say it" shouted John "go on!"
"Yes, go on, Sebastian" repeated Dick.
Sebastian walked slowly up to Oliver, deeply emdmssed.

"GO ON!!" shouted John and Dick together. Theseewttie same words they had used to encourage
Oliver Twist to go up and ask for more.

"Oliver, | wanted to say I'm sorry. I'm very soffigr blaming your great-great grandfather for myttea
and taking it out on you and trying to scare ydke | did" exclaimed Sebastian sheepishly. "It Wés
Bumble who killed us, not Oliver Twist, who was pilying to help us".

"It was Mr. Gamfield, the master sweep, who kiljexdi" exclaimed John.

"Yes, well, Oliver, please forgive me. | won't h&on scare you" continued Sebastian.

"Well | owe you an apology too" said Oliver, "I'sorry for turning the music up so loud and scaring

you".
"You must admit, it was funny" said Dick, giggling.
"Let's be friends" exclaimed Oliver.

"Alright" said Sebastian, relieved that Oliver woutot scare him again with the loud music. "By the
way, I've been sent to look after the Artful Bopper

"He's joined my group, so we can all be togetheclamed Oliver.
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"We'll all be friends" said John.
"Let's celebrate it with a song" said Dick.
"How 'bout that Johnny be a good boy song?" askbd &nthusiastically.

"You've certainly changed your mind about rockdii since you heard a song with your name in it"
exclaimed Dick to John. Dick then turned to Oliaed asked "is there a song with my name in it?"

"No Dick" answered Oliver, laughing, "and, Johrgtteong is Johnny B. Goode, it's a name".
"Well, Dick is short for Richard" said Dick "is treea Richard song?"

"Still no song | know of, but there's a singer ndndtle Richard" explained Oliver, "I've done somie
his songs" he continued.

"Oh!" exclaimed Dick happily.

"Anyway, how 'bout the Johnny song?" asked Johratiaptly.

"I can't" said Oliver, "my guitar is at Mr. Jessopking fixed, it needs new strings and some negspl
"What about your old one?" asked Wesley.

"l sold it a while ago" explained Oliver.

"Alright, what about the Spanish guitar?" asked Mes

"It doesn't sound right on that thing" explaineavéx.

John was very disappointed, but he understoode said "oh well, never mind then".

Philip came into the room, but he could not selkear the spirits.

Oliver said "Hey, Dad, do you remember when we virerlidlands Town last summer, the mayor said
that they were going to pull down the remains efworkhouse and build houses and shops and that two
streets would be named after Oliver Twist and aurify? Is it all done now?"

"Well, Oliver, | was talking with the mayor of Migihds town a few days ago and I'm afraid things'didn
quite go as planned. They got the workhouse dowighal in fact it fell down when they started
demolishing it. Then something went wrong and texeetbper pulled out of the project” explained Rhili

"So, what happened?" asked Oliver, interested.

"The new town was never built, so the workhouse wias levelled and turned into a big municipal car
park instead" continued Philip.

Oliver just laughed. At that moment, there was adknat the door. A boy from Mr. Jessop's music shop
was returning Oliver's guitar, all repaired. Rogssveered the door and presented Oliver with hisaguit
which he treated like a long lost friend. Olivervgahe delivery boy an autographed photo of himself

"Hey Oliver! you got your guitar back!" exclaimedegley.
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"Let's go upstairs and | can play it. There's ggdém going to try" said Oliver.

Meanwhile, the three spirits, who were now all begidies, were gazing at the Brownlow home.

"What a beautiful house you have, Oliver" exclairbeck.

"Yes, but the house Oliver Twist came to live injmber 26 Bloomsbury Square up in London is even
nicer" explained Oliver "Our family moved down héoeSouth London just before | was born".

"Cor, he was very lucky!" exclaimed Sebastian.

Oliver then exclaimed to the spirits, "hey fellowsur workhouse is gone. They've pulled it down!"

The three little spirits responded by cheering Wild

"Let's celebrate it with a song. Come on, let'sugstairs" said Oliver. The two boys and the thigigts
went up to the attic.

In the attic, Philip had built a complete soundproausic studio for Oliver. It contained all the
instruments that the Twisters used: a big drumagtiano, a saxophone, a bass guitar and, of course
amplifiers for Oliver's lead guitar as well as thass.

"This is the music studio my Dad built for us. ttsmpletely soundproof!" exclaimed Oliver.

"What's that mean?" asked John.

"It means that we can make as much noise as wairi@eghey can't hear us downstairs" explained @live
"Gosh! the inventions you have today are amaziagf Sebastian.

"You are so lucky Oliver" said Dick, "you live inv@onderful time, where everybody's happy! You have
even made us happy for the first time ever! We joght let your father see us, he is very kind and

good!"

"Remember, my Dad is descended from Oliver Twist aur great time is the new Elizabethan age"
exclaimed Oliver, "Our prime minister, Mr. HarolddgMillan, said that we've never had it so good".

"He's certainly right about that!" replied Dick 'lydold us that you get paid two hundred pounds for
singing. Imagine making lots of money just for siggor playing a game!" Dick continued.

"That's right, and Tommy Steele, a poor east end bow a rock 'n roll singer, gets more, he gets fi
hundred pounds! There's no more poverty now likeghvas back in the 1800's" said Oliver proudly.

"What an age these 1950's are!" exclaimed Dick.

"They're almost over. This is 1959. | wonder whatvrand exciting things the sixties will hold for'us
wondered Oliver.

John turned to Dick and said "don't tell him what kmow".
Charlie, David, the Artful Bopper and the other $ters then arrived at the front door and Rosehkint

in. They went straight upstairs to the sound stirdihe attic and met Oliver and Wesley.
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"Oh you got your guitar back" exclaimed David whbok his seat at the drums.
"Yes, it came a few minutes ago" replied Oliver.
"Let's rock then" shouted Charlie.

The Artful Bopper said "I know a good song we skladib. Critics of rock 'n roll are saying that thasit
will soon fade out or die after this plane crasigédy. Let's do a song that shows they're wrongv Ho
'bout that new ClIiff Richard number "Move It"?

"Great. | love that song!" exclaimed Oliver, "ydaglead and I'll back you up and do the riffs"

The Artful Bopper kept the rhythm on his Gibsontguiwhile Oliver played the solo riffs on his Fende
Stratocaster guitar, including the opening. The@wmnd Oliver sang together:

GUITAR INTRODUCTION

Come on pretty baby, let's move it and a-groove it.
Shake it baby, shake it baby, please don't lose it.
The rhythm that gets into your heart and soul,

Let me tell you baby, it's called rock 'n roll.

They say it's gonna die, but honey please letes itac
They just don't know what's going to replace it.
Ballards and calypso have nothing on

Real country music that just drives along!

Well move it!

GUITAR INSTRUMENTAL

Come on pretty baby, let's move it and a-groove it.
Shake it baby, shake it baby, please don't lose it.
The rhythm that gets into your heart and soul,

Let me tell you baby, it's called rock 'n roll.

They say it's gonna die, but honey please letesitac
They just don't know what's going to replace it.
Ballards and calypso have nothing on,

Real country music that just drives along!

Yeah Move it! Yeah Move it! Yeah Move it! Yeah Mbve

Wesley sat with the spirits, who all enjoyed thesiouWesley got a camera and took a picture of the
spirits, scaring them with the flash. When he Igi@rthe picture developed, the spirits did notslip in

it. Wesley was disappointed to discover that yoo'tdake a photograph of spirits. When the song was
over, the three spirits left.

As they were leaving, John turned to Dick and $aiel can't tell Oliver what we know. We can't telim
that in heaven they told us what will happen inftitere. That Oliver is a boy of the fifties and fmusic
will go down in the 1960's and four boys from Ligeol will soon take over".

"Yes, but it will be Wesley's turn for fame andttore as he will rise to become a great footbalygia
said Sebastian "and it's your job to look after,hiohnny".
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"And Wesley will make as much money with his fodtlaa Oliver did with his music" said John.
"Our job is to take care of them no matter whatkwew and no matter what happens" replied Dick.

"Right!" the three spirits agreed as they left thge. The 1950's were drawing to a close and great
changes were to come in the 1960's for both Olimer\Wesley.

Meanwhile, in the east end of London, a bombed sltea near the ‘2 i's’ Coffee Bar, where Rockin'
Oliver had first performed, was being cleared aud aew apartments were being constructed. Workers
were draining an old sewer system and construetingw one to serve the development, when they made
an amazing discovery. A small treasure chest ant/peeces of valuables were found buried in the . mud
They had been there for a long time. A coroneiarata pocket watch, brooches, necklaces of paads

a large number of coins were found scattered imibd. The coins were dated from the 1830's. Workers
quickly removed the entire collection and handemhtlover to the British Museum.

The Brownlows were watching the news on televigtmat evening and became fascinated in the report
about this found treasure. The museum workers kezshed up the collection and restored it to itgioél
beauty. The collection was being shown in detaitedavision. However, nobody had any idea how the
collection of valuables came to be there.

Suddenly, Philip got up and said "I think | knowavl those came from".

"Where?" asked Oliver.

"A story has been passed down the generations offagaily from Oliver Twist about Fagin's lost
treasure. It goes that Bob Fagin, the thief traimeom Oliver Twist stayed with before he came hbeal

a large collection of stolen valuables, which hkedahis "little treasure for his old age". It wdsopped

in the mud in that area when Fagin tried to esdaga the police. | think that this discovery is kag
treasure”.

"Why don't you call the British Museum and tell thf®' asked Jean.

"Good idea!" replied Philip. He then picked up teéephone and called the museum and told them the
story. They were very interested and asked thelyamivisit right away. Meanwhile, there was a kkoc
on the door.

Rose answered it. It was a courier delivery mam @&ipackage for Rockin' Oliver. Rose signed fani
gave it to Oliver.

"It's from Midlands Town" said Oliver, "from the Mar's office".
"Open it!" shouted Wesley.

Oliver then ripped open the package and inside avaetal bowl, a very old brick and a letter frora th
Mayor.

He read the letter quietly after looking at theteoits of the package.

"Well, Oliver what is it?" asked Philip.
"Woweeeeee!!!!" yelled Oliver "Do you know what ¢his?"

"What?" asked Philip.
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"According to this letter, this is Oliver Twist'®Wwl that he ate from and asked for more with, amdiek
from the demolished workhouse" exclaimed Oliver.thiged over the bowl and looked on the bottom.
There scratched on the metal was the name 'OliwestT Oliver Twist had scratched his name on the
bowl to remember how he had stood up and askednfoe gruel. "The bowl was dug up when the
workhouse ruin was demolished and the brick isuvesoir for me. The Mayor wants me to have them"
Oliver continued, very excited.

"What wonderful discoveries!!" exclaimed Jean. "Yowst write a thank you letter to the Mayor of
Midlands Town".

"I will, right away" said Oliver. He then went téshroom and wrote a thank you note. When it wasedon
and stamped and ready to post, Philip became ¢aggr and see Fagin's treasures. Oliver returtiseto
front room with his letter.

Jean then turns to Oliver and says" Oliver. Do sgruember Mary from the coffee bar?".

"Oh yes. Hello, Mary. Gosh | met you about threargeago” replied Oliver happily.

"You've grown some since then" says Mary afterrgj\Dliver a huge hug and a kiss.

"She's got something to tell you" warns Philip,figf on his pipe.

"It's about Bill Fagin. You must get away from himarned Mary.

"Why?" asked Oliver, puzzled.

"He's not to be trusted. My boyfriend Todd recoraeth him once and he bribed a radio station ty pla
the record. Then Todd never saw any money frottmtsorry, Oliver, but | think he is doing thatyou.
Your Dad says that your royalties have been gemgller when your records sales have gone through
the roof. | mean, that's not right!" explained Mary

Oliver was shocked and shouted "What? Payola!"

"Yes, that's right. And that Seth is awful too"lreg Mary, cautiously.

"I never liked him" exclaimed Philip in a quiet eei

"Oliver, | heard him say that if your Dad questidnis books again, he'll kill both of you. He medtis
warned Mary, getting excited.

"Someone else tried to warn me. | just can't beliéM don't believe a word of it. You are all jugalous

of my success. Bill would never do me wrong. Hessfriend. My cheques have got smaller because of
expenses of all the tours, that's all" said Olivert believing what he was told. Oliver suddenlgdrae
very upset and stomped out of the room in a fiiaad temper.

"Thank you for telling us this, Mary. | think ittBne that we went to the police" exclaimed Philip.

"That boy's in for a big let down" warned Mary. ¥@f had calmed down and returned to the room. Mary
then left to return to the coffee bar.
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"Hey let's go to the British Museum right now anavé a look at Fagin's treasure" exclaimed Philip,
"Oliver bring your things from Midlands town" Held the museum manager and told him that they
were coming right away.

"Alright, Dad" replied Oliver.

The family drove to the museum, up in central Landehich was close to Bloomsbury Square, where
Oliver Twist had come to live and on the way, tipegted Oliver's thank you letter. Oliver dressetifm
grey suit and wore dark sunglasses so that he wuatlbe recognised so easily and mobbed by fans.
Upon arriving at the museum, Philip explained whe tamily was and what the found treasures were.
The museum manager welcomed the Brownlows andttakamily over to see the treasures, which had
been cleaned up and placed in a glass case. Tleetmni fit the description that had been handeardo
the generations of the Brownlow family from Oliv@wist. This indeed was Fagin's lost treasures.
Rockin' Oliver then stepped forward and offered bwavl and the brick to the museum. They were
accepted and would be placed in the collection $e@nd case. Signs would be made for the two glass
cases, which would read The Lost Treasures offBagpin' and 'Oliver Twist's Bowl'. Many, many people
would flock to the museum to see them. The presk ieen tipped off by the museum about the
Brownlows coming over to view the collection and,course, with Oliver being a famous rock 'n roll
star, everyone was eager to get a glimpse of him.

Reporters asked Rockin' Oliver to hold up the bamd the brick and to stand beside Fagin's treasidees
did so with great pride. The rest of the familytgatd around the treasures and many photograptes wer
then taken.

The bowl and the brick were then placed in the séaase. Reporters bombarded the family with many
guestions about the treasures and Philip and Okxetained where they came from. Reporters were
eagerly writing down every word they said. Telesscameras arrived and filmed the interviews, which
were shown on the news. The events of that Spiygrd1959 were front page news.
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Chapter 10, The Twist, Summer 1960

The 1960's had dawned and Rockin' Oliver was no@enager with a beautiful girlfriend. A new dance
craze had suddenly hit and rock 'n roll was begigrio change and take on new characteristics. $t wa
moving away from its rockabilly roots, which Olivdiscovered back in 1956. The Twist was a hot dance
that everyone was doing and Rockin' Oliver thouglat it had the perfect name for his performances.
"Rockin' Oliver does the Twist" was a great slotjaat would keep him popular. Though, by now, there
was very stiff competition in the music world, esipdly blowing down from the north from cities suakh
Liverpool.

In the summer of 1960, the Brownlows spent a wegkerBrighton, on the south coast, while Oliver,
now aged fourteen, performed at a beach twistity p®liver had now bought a regular adult sized&n
Stratocaster electric guitar, as his child size time one he had played since 1957, was now tot.sma

The announcer came out on the stage and said Heasewith the new dance craze of the sixties, Rock
Oliver and the Twisters!"

Rockin' Oliver came out on to the stage to a hdgecand shouted "let's twist!" into the microphdre
then sang and strummed his guitar:

Come on, baby, let's do the twist.

Come on, baby, let's do the twist.

Take me by my little hand, And go like this.
Yeah twist, baby twist, Yeah, just like this,
Come on little miss, And do the twist.

Daddy is sleeping, And Mama aint around.
Daddy's just sleeping, And Mama aint around.
We're gonna twistin', twistin, twistin', Till wearethe house down.
Come on and twist, yeah baby twist,

Yeah, just like this, Come on little miss,

And do the twist. Yeah!

SAXOPHONE INSTRUMENTAL

Yeah! You should see my little sis,
You should see my little sis,
She really knows how to rock, She knows how td. twis

Come on and twist, yeah baby twist, Yeah, justthile
Come on little miss, And do the twist. Yeah!
That's alright! Yeah! Twist all night! Twist!

The teenagers on the beach were all dancing thst BiRockin' Oliver sang. He received a great

cheer at the end of the performance. The group léferand went back to the Brighton Palace Hotel,
where they were staying, and Oliver met up with gidfriend, Elizabeth. He had met her at a
performance and he had developed an immediate amsher, as she had done on him. She was a
beautiful fourteen year old girl with blonde haihevdressed very stylishly, was a good dancer addilha

of Oliver's records. The name "the Twisters" hdamaon a new meaning for Oliver with this new dance
craze.
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The entire Brownlow family and the rest of the Twrs, including the Artful Bopper who had been a
member of the group for two years, were at thelhottheir suite of rooms. Dinner had been brought
Oliver walked in with Elizabeth.

"Boy I'm starved" exclaimed Oliver, "when's dinnér?

"It's all ready" said Jean.

They all sat down and started to eat a meal ohffesh. Suddenly, there was a knock on the door and
Jean opened it.

A police detective inspector from Scotland Yard;aupanied by two uniformed policemen, is there. The
detective inspector is a tall middle-aged man vatldeep authoritarian voice and wearing a very
expensive blue three-piece suit. His name is Jer€hoyston. Jean signals him to come in and he asks
"Mr. Bill Fagin and Mr. Seth Sykes?"

"Yes" replied Bill.

D.I Clouston showed his badge and then said "I'te@&e Inspector Jeremy Clouston, Scotland Yard.
You are both under arrest for fraud and embezzl¢iseh threatening the life of someone. Anything you
say may be used against you in a court of law. Naxe the right to retain counsel" He then handcuffs
both Bill and Seth, who are led out by the unifodnpelicemen.

Bill then tries to put the whole blame on Seth byisg "Is was all Seth's fault. He kept the books!"

"Shut up, Bill. We're both going down for this" figgal Seth angrily.

"Oliver intervened and asked "Wait a minute. Whgwsng on here?"

"These two gentlemen, if | may use the term, haaenbstealing from business funds that belong teroth
people. They have been bribing radio stations haiit tecords show non-existent trust funds, whiadyt
have spent on themselves lavishly. I'm sorry Oliert the most money was taken from you. They kept
two sets of books. One was kept in the cupboardchwivas what you saw, and the other was kept in a
vault. The one in the vault was the real set ofksowmhich auditors saw. When things didn't add u@, w
were called in" explained the detective.

Oliver became very shocked and yelled "Oh my God!"

"People tried to warn you, son, but you wouldnlidwe it" explained Philip.

Oliver got very angry and yelled at Bill "Bill, hoeould you? | trusted you".

"That's business, Oliver. | did make you a staplied Bill in a snarky way.

"By crooked means" added Oliver.

The detective then said "not entirely. He used [@ay@ get you on to Radio Luxembourg initially, but
you have been such a hit, that your success wasaown doing since then. Bill and Seth have been

milking your account since then. However, thereigega bit left over which the courts have frozemw a
you will be getting it in due course" He then tuirie Bill and Seth and said "come on you two, yget
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at least twenty years for this". Bill and Seth #ren led out to the police car waiting outside argltaken
back to London to be formally charged.

As Bill and Seth left, the Artful Bopper then exaled "Bill, you bleedin' crook! I'll bet you tookdm
me too. I'm sorry | ever introduced Oliver to ydinanks to you, Oliver’s finished".

"Maybe, but it made me famous. I'll always be dtdtior that" reassured Oliver.
"Oliver, do you remember your first royalty chedoeone thousand pounds?" asked Philip.
"Yes. | do. Boy what fun | had with that" repliediv@r.

"Well, it should have been ten thousand poundd!a@itl Seth kept the other nine. | went to the oéc
while ago and they did an investigation and cheakestything out and let me know" explained Philip.

Oliver then shouted "Oh my God!" Then he said cglthlow much is left that can come to me now?"
"Oliver" said Philip, "I've got something to showu that came in the post yesterday".
"What's that, Dad?" asked Oliver.

"It's your bank statement. It shows exactly what yxave today, from your performances, records and
with interest.

The police gave it to me. Do you want to see it?
Do you want to see it?" asked Philip.
"Sure" replied Oliver.

Philip passed the piece of paper to Oliver, whalgd®d it and his eyes lit up in amazement whenae s
it.

"What does it say?" asked Elizabeth, putting her around Oliver.

"Crikey!" exclaimed Oliver, "it says that | have awnillion, three hundred and fifty-six thousandurfo
hundred and twenty-one pounds, ten shillings axngesce in the bank!"

"We're one of the richest families in England, tketo you. You made far more money than | ever did,

that is why I retired from my job and became yownager full time" said Philip, "and as your managjer
think you should take a little advice".

Meanwhile, Rose came in with a ten year old boy wias dressed in shorts, a T-shirt, an Australiashbu
hat and barefoot in sandals. He had very shortdradr spoke with a heavy Australian accent. He had
certainly been in the sunshine.

Rose then introduced the boy "Oliver, Wesley, thiBatrick Pirie, from Australia. He has a link lwthis
family".

"How can that be?" asked Oliver.
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Patrick then intervened and explained "G’day, folMy ancestor knew your ancestor, Oliver Twist. He
was one of Fagin's gang of thieves. He was latgrsported to Botany Bay in Australia. When | heard
your rock 'n roll records, | had my teacher at stlobeck you out and | discovered who you were.ISo,

am a sort of friend of the family from over a huediyears ago".

"How did you find us?" enquired Wesley.

"I wrote to your fan club and they sent my laterytur Dad. He paid to bring me here to visit you"
explained Patrick.

Philip then continued "Patrick is an orphan. Hedsing to live with us for a while. He will be joirg
Wesley at your old school, Clarington House, trept8mber. | arranged all of this as a nice surgase

you".
"Do you play football and cricket?" asked Wesley.

"I'm a keen cricketer. I'm a good bowler and batshneplied Patrick enthusiastically.

"Wow! That's wonderful. Welcome to the family, Felt" exclaimed Oliver, happily.

"Thanks. It's great to be here, and you must afieeand visit down under some day" said Patrick.

"Oliver, now with the release of what is really @vi® you, as your manager, | think you should take
little advice" exclaimed Philip.

"What have you got in mind? Invest some of itRealsOliver, guessing.

"No, you should set up your own music businessratitce from performing soon. You could take over
Bill Fagin's studio. Besides, you should take yo@adrick under your wing as a new brother" expldine
Philip.

Oliver became very amazed and exclaimed "What?"

"You're still a great performer" reassured Elizabet

Philip was only trying to be kind to Oliver, so aeplained "Now then, Oliver, you must understarat th

you have been a star for four years. That is a long in the music industry and | don't want you to

suffer the heartbreak of suddenly going out ofestitihappens, you know".

"But Dad, I'm still very popular and with this nedance, the Twist, I'm as hot as ever. | don't want
retire! But | do like the idea of having my own ditol' protested Oliver.

"Hey, you could print your own record label. Yowtmb call it Oliver Records. You can make a fortune"
exclaimed the Artful Bopper, all excited.

"l already have a fortune! Gosh! What a day of gags ! We are certainly starting the sixties oftfrma
bang!" Oliver retorted.

"Oliver, all kinds of new groups are forming in therth, particularly in Liverpool, and they writeeir

own songs. Look at John Lennon and the Quarrymaén,they now call the Beatles, they are performing
and recording on the continent, in Germany. In fpears, you've never performed outside the United
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Kingdom at all. You didn't even perform during aecent summer holidays in the south of France,
Spain, ltaly or Greece" explained Philip.

Oliver got very annoyed and said "Summer holidagsfar relaxing, not performing. Anyway, | won't
quit, but I'll think about the new label idea".

"Not right now, son, but think about it. You han®re than enough money to live on. You are only
fifteen years old. You need time to yourself, eggdcwith Elizabeth here. We could even leave Lond
and go and live in the country house near Ashfieht. You love to go there and ride horses, and do
some fishing and enjoy fresh air. It gives you ealirfrom your concerts and your fans and posshsy t
new record label" explained Philip.

"l could manage the studio for you" said the ArBdpper enthusiastically.

"I love all of my fans. Let's see what happensimmnext couple of years, Dad" protested Oliver.

"Alright, son. But remember, | will always be prowad you and your great-great grandfather, Oliver
Twist, would be too" reassured Philip.

"Thanks, Dad" said Oliver.
"Another rock 'n roll singer has just been killekplained Philip, cautiously.

"That was Eddy Cochran, a great guitarist, whdesas visiting here in England. Sad! That's fowats
gone!" exclaimed Oliver, sadly.

"I shudder to think how | would feel if that eveaigpened to you. God forbid!" exclaimed Philip.
"Sothat's it! | appreciate your concern, Dad, but den'ry, spirits are protecting me!" shouted Oliver
Philip chuckled and then said "Now then, we mustkttabout what is to become of your young brother,
wgz:gy};, .who was now thirteen years old, then petiednd said "I want to be a football player atay p
on one of the big division teams".

"You're getting very good at the game, Wesley,dmut't neglect your schoolwork™" cautioned Jean.

"If you used money for promotion, you can alwaymeao me" said Oliver kindly to his brother".

"Thanks" said Wesley, "while we're talking aboutrmag, | could use some new football boots and some
practice equipment" .

"No problem" said Oliver, 'Tm sure you will be gt football star some day".

After dinner, the Artful Bopper and Oliver went tioe hotel ballroom and performed with the group.
They reminisced about the last few years and abwtraw rockabilly music that launched Oliver's
career. Oliver turned to the Bopper and said "Isame@ music will change in the future, but | love tid
rock 'n roll and rockabilly sound. Let's do onetloém tonight for old time's sake, rather than tiagsT,

eh Bopper?"
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"Sure, great idea" said the Bopper "l was goinguggest the same thing. | know just the song t@tion
Bill and Seth appropriately".

The group came out on stage to a huge cheer ankirR@liver and the Artful Bopper sang together,

while Elizabeth and the Brownlow parents sat in alidience. Oliver summoned Wesley to come and
watch from backstage. Wesley went up on the stagepecked up a tambourine. Oliver then brought
Wesley out on stage with him. During the song, &liplayed the heavy guitar riffs, while the Bopper

kept the rhythm. Wesley kept the beat with the tamnime, in addition to David's drumbeat; he enjoyed
the music very much, but football remained his ifzetron. The boys were starting to get used tow ne

style of microphone that was now becoming commdreyTsang together:

GUITAR INTRODUCTION

The warden threw a party in the county jail

The prison band was there and they began to walil
The band was jumpin’ and the joint began to swing
You should've heard them knocked out jailbirds sing
Let's rock, everybody, let's rock

Everybody in the whole cell block

Was dancin' to the Jailhouse Rock

Spider Murphy played the tenor saxophone

Little Joe was blowin' on the slide trombone

The drummer boy from lllinois went crash, boom,gan
The whole rhythm section was the Purple Gang

Let's rock, everybody, let's rock
Everybody in the whole cell block
Was dancin' to the Jailhouse Rock

GUITAR INSTRUMENTAL

Number forty-seven said to number three
Well you're the cutest jailbird | ever did see

| sure would be delighted with your company
Come on and do the Jailhouse Rock with me

Let's rock, everybody, let's rock
Everybody in the whole cell block
Was dancin' to the Jailhouse Rock

Sad sack was sittin' on a block of stone

Way over in the comer weepin' all alone

The warden said, Hey, buddy, don't you be no square
If you can't find a partner use a wooden chair

Let's rock, everybody, let's rock
Everybody in the whole cell block
Was dancin' to the Jailhouse Rock

Shifty Henry said to Bugs, For Heaven's sake
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No one's lookin', now's our chance to make a break
Bugsy turned to Shifty and he said, Nix nix
I wanna stick around a while and get my kicks

Let's rock, everybody, let's rock
Everybody in the whole cell block
Was dancin' to the Jailhouse Rock

Dancin' to the Jailhouse Rock
Dancin' to the Jailhouse Rock
Dancin' to the Jailhouse Rock

The crowd cheered at the end of the performanceyNaople had got up and danced the Twist and the
Jive during the song.

After the curtain closed, the Brownlows and Elizabgent backstage and met up with the group.
"See, Dad, we're still very popular" exclaimed @figtubbornly.

Little did Oliver know that this was to be his lasar as a great star, since in 1962, the Bedtl@s),
Liverpool, swept the British pop music industry d@ackin' Oliver could not compete with them. Hetjus
did not sound the same after his voice crackedveamt lower. Rockin' Oliver's five year contract hwit
Fagin Records, signed by his father in 1957, cowidrenewed when it expired in September 1962 with
Bill Fagin in prison and the recording company saldesley, however, did go on to become a great
football player, eventually being hired for the lrauin team. The Brownlows eventually retired to a
country house near Ashford, Kent with plenty of o live on and a nice peaceful life. Rockin'v@li
would always be remembered as the youngest roal'pioneer of the 1950's and a descendent of the
famous Oliver Twist. All Philip could reply to Okr's teenage stubbornness that evening in 1960 was
"let's go home tomorrow, Oliver, we've had enougltitement for now". Oliver understood and
reluctantly agreed.

The little spirits, Dick, John and Sebastian, dtsetold Rockin' Oliver that even though his musiii

go down in the 1960's, and that new music stylesldvase, he should relax, be patient and keep on
playing. At some point in the future, perhaps by ylear 2000, his style of music will come back inig
way and a 50-year old Rockin' Oliver will be mom@pplar than ever. People would turn away from new
music styles and long for the boppin' beat of &t¥s' once again. They also foretold that Wesleyg wh
became known as "Winnin' Wesley", the great fod#ialwould eventually retire and rejoin his older
brother in music, backing him up with a tamboutieat.

The two descendents of Oliver Twist would carry tbe fame and fortune of the Brownlow family.
Rockin' Oliver's future son would play rock 'n rwlbutes to his father.

“I'll be back!" is all Rockin' Oliver could say this as the 1960's progressed. Meanwhile, Rockines
school, Clarington House Boys' Preparatory Scheauld eventually close down due to financial
difficulties, and be demolished in 1970. It woulelfebuilt into a comprehensive Primary School.

THE END
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