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In Memoriam Frank Bangay 

Frank Bangay was, luckily for us, wholly untameable wholly 

unclassifiable – though he liked to classify others sometimes, and 

with reason. 

The first I saw of Frank was one of his memorable performances 

at the Diorama Studio in Osnaburgh Street in 2003, this burly 

Wandsworth voice fluted with a high Tessitura and a boom that 

seemed to hit the floor in a kind of whump. Frank’s lariat of 

lyrical invective, half-singing half-skirling, lashed into 

memorability. Then there was the mouth organ. And Frank always 

wore an off-white suit to perform – more vanilla, or manila: like a 

joke on Alec Guinness.  

In fact, Frank, amongst other things – embodied a cosmic joke of 

Blakean proportions. Look at his knowingly naïve, vivid Blakean 

paintings and his commentaries on them, or his sophisticated 

historiographical memoir of the music of Kevin Coyne.  There’s 

something of a Renaissance portmanteau man about Frank. Look 

in the pages following. 

I’d learned Frank was the semi-detached co-founder of SP and 

most people here, including Editor Dave Russell and Events 

Organiser Debbie McNamara knew him for up to 20 years more 

than I, and far more closely.  

Taking up the Artistic Director post at SP is a strange oxymoronic 

world at the best of times, but Frank helped define what it wasn’t 

or wasn’t any more. I soon learned that he’d left SP in disgust at 

the rebranding exercise of 1999 that altered the great founding 

strapline ‘Survivors of the Mental Health System’ to ‘Survivors of 

Mental Distress.’ ‘So anyone can get a nosebleed now and say 

they’re a Survivor’ Frank contemptuously noted. Outreach Co-

ordinator Roy Birch, who knows a thing or three about isolation, 
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incarceration and exclusion noted: ‘If someone with a nosebleed 

wants to join SP, there’s a story.’ Wise mediating words.  

But you know what Frank meant by them. James Ferguson, then 

editor of Poetry Express, thought Frank had a point and we 

wrangled over how we could re-inject the original radicalism back 

into the strapline and asked people in 2006. People wanted it to 

stay the same – a bit frustrating. Still I wondered if there was a 

way.  

Survivors of Distress and the Mental Health System 

Basically Frank meant: the move towards Arts Council Funding 

and Regularly Funded Status initiated by co-founder and angelic 

Machiavel supreme Joe Bidder (surely up for an MBE if the very 

notion of it wasn’t offensive to many). The managerial move, the 

casual hierarchies, salaries and governance seemed to Frank like 

Wordsworth’s prison bars rising round the one safe place hewn 

out of bitter exile by the four survivors and their comrades. 

Just appointed, I might have seemed like my predecessor, an ex-

ACE high-flyer, my Cambridge PhD etc. marking me out as 

seemingly pure Establishment, despite being hoiked into post by 

then Chair John O’Donoghue like the Irish tramp by Reginald 

Perrin in The Fall and Rise of Reginald Perrin Part 2. Like the 

tramp, I turned out ominously good with stats. But my torn suits 

didn’t get any better, and – literally – not a patch on Frank’s. 

It didn’t help that later ACE wanted us to start questionnaires 

around events, the one thing Frank kept attending. I could see 

where ACE came from pressured by DCMS with its quantifiable 

outcomes and justifying our ways to the gods. But I saw Frank’s 

point – and not only his, but Razz’s and most attending. So where 

there were non-answers I’m glad it was cheerfully taken as a 
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political statement by – among others – the writer Gemma 

Seltzer, then our incredibly empathic ACE Contact Officer. 

 

Frank’s bear-hug performances effortlessly survived in their 

pristine ambience – even the move to the Poetry Café’s Betterton 

Street cellar – and of course they occurred everywhere in London. 

Frank preserved more than any perhaps the original rage and rock 

against the system. In his case there’s an elemental growl up from 

the bass-line to the heart.  

There were superb elegant forays from Peter Campbell, the most 

piercing and sophisticated of the founders; and more quietly 

inflected ones from Hilary Porter, wry with regrets. And Joe 

Bidder’s sardonic twist to lyricism. And poet signatories of the 

1994 Constitution from the magnificent poet and mesmerising 

artist Colin Hambrook, and Debbie McNamara, both still active 

in he movement; and of course event-co-founder blues composer-

guitarist and acclaimed poet/translator Dave Russell, the nearest 

to Frank in rage refracted through an enormous range of gifts 

including the editing and curating of this e-zine, and Razz whose 

poetry lifts off the page back to the voice and idiom of lilt, live.  

Frank, though, is the visionary. Awkward, burling the tidy from 

his sight as he peels back his barbaric yawp, like Whitman he 

earns his freedom, including the Christianity he found latterly, 

individually, with Blakean angels. Unlike Whitman – though his 

song is un-assuaged, unforgiving of state trespasses, and a thorn 

in the side of politesse and appeasement. May it stay there 

forever.  

Simon Jenner 

 



 

5 
 

News from Events 
 

The return of the Lockdown Lounge Parties on zoom in January 

coincided with the news of Frank's death, the night on 28 January 

was dedicated to Frank's memory with some beautiful tributes in 

poetry and song, as well as the billed lineup of performers. For 

some it was the first they had heard of his passing. In February 

there was further opportunity to come together to mourn with 

some fine pieces by and about Frank read, memories of Frank 

shared, music played for him, Kim Bennett read her exquisite 

obituary. 

Frank's flat is being cleared and boxes of his work being retrieved 

and passed on to Core Arts, where Frank spent a lot of time 

recording and working on his many projects. They are going to 

transfer all his poems, artwork etc onto the website he had just 

started developing there. When we have access to all this work we 

will have a night on zoom to celebrate Frank's poetry. 

When we can return to the Poetry Cafe there will be a night to 

remember Frank at our home. And further off a night to mark his 

passing and his legacy at the Poetry Library on the Southbank, as 

we did for Razz in 2019. It's a longer process to get this in the 

bag, as an application has to be assessed by a panel that only 

meets every six months, to allocate dates for the following year, 

and it's currently shut. But Frank's legacy will always be apparent, 

and always cause for celebration. 

Me, I'm going to sit on the park bench on Mabley Green near his 

flat where we had planned to go when the cold weather of this 

winter had passed, and spend a few moments remembering my 

friend in a place he loved. 

 

Debbie McNamara 

Coordinator of Live Events 
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Obituary 

I first got to know Frank in the mid-1980s, in connection with the then Campaign Against 

Psychiatric Oppression, which, among many other things, put on shows at the Troubadour 

in Earls Court. I subsequently shared many spots with him at the Cynics and Idealists 

Cabaret. In the early 90s, I began to participate in Survivors Poetry and Music, of which 

Frank was a founder member. Frank was deeply rooted in Homerton, East London – an area 

once noted for its extreme instability and volatility. Its essence has been brilliantly captured 

in Robert Dellar’s Splitting in Two. Then and there, psychiatric hospitals seemed to be a 

second home for a high proportion of the population. 

He was always utterly diligent and dedicated, struggling valiantly against a mass of health 

issues. He had involvement with the psychiatric system, and acquired an extensive 

knowledge of that system. Frank protested eloquently against ECT. His own words can be 

read in his Statement Shocked Treatment, and its Footnote, in his poetry collection Naked 

Songs and Rhythms of Hope, facilitated by the late Robert Dellar. Another powerful work (so 

hard to choose out of so many) is A Journey through the Psychiatric Corridors, published in 

that great collection Under the Asylum Tree. Ever prolific, his work was published in many 

periodicals, including Southwark Mind Newsletter. He took great pains to memorise many of 

his poems. I was proud to have cooperated with him on his collection. 

His output over the decades has been prodigious. In this he was superbly assisted by Core 

Arts in Homerton, and by Southwark Mind. There he produced a large number of CDs, in 

collaboration with the many musicians who frequented core (and myself) on a one-to-one 

basis, and their extremely skilful recording engineers. I am proud to have helped design 

some of the covers for these. There were also strong links to the radio network Resonance 

FM, with whom he made many recordings, and the Mental Fight Club, based in Borough. 

Unfailingly, he gave stalwart encouragement and support to others, including visiting people 

in hospital, and helping them to sort out their Benefit problems. One example of this was 

with the late Brian ‘Smiley’ Simms, whose a capella singing was recorded and dubbed at 

Core Arts, some tracks to be put on YouTube. Smiley was highly erratic, and extremely 

difficult to ‘keep on track’, and Frank had a fantastic empathy for his problems.  

He was also a devotee of the late singer/composer Kevin Coyne, whom (among others) he 

interviewed. He felt a special bond with Kevin, who had the exceptional perspective of 

having been both a psychiatric nurse and a patient. Generally, he always kept up with new 

musicians and bands, and their recordings. Frank had a passionate interest in botany. He had 

a huge collection of potted plants, made many expeditions to botanical gardens, and wrote 

extremely well-researched pieces on his favourite species. With special thanks to Core Arts 

for much of this material, and to Lawrence Renée for his Photography 

Dave Russell 
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Have Faith My Friend 
 

Sometimes I think this is just a strange dream 

I will wake up to find that things are not how they seem 

The world is still spinning 

Birds are still singing  

A little shaken I will start my day. 

 

Sometimes I think this is a science fiction movie 

The demon virus from another galaxy 

We have so much trouble keeping it at bay 

How can we chase it away? 

 

Where are earth’s mighty heroes when we need them? 

Iron Man, the Mighty Thor, Captain America, Luke Cage Powerman, 

And many more. 

They often seem able to defeat these deadly enemies 

As tough as the battle seems to get. 

Doctor Strange could tackle it with his spells 

I am sure Spider Man would do his bit.  

 

Where are Batman and his mate Robin? 

Are they back in Gotham? 

Hiding in their Batcave 

 Hey you guys this is bigger than it seems. 

This is not a prank being played by the Joker 

The world needs to be saved. 

 

Sometimes I see no poetry 

No humour  

Just a desperate world struggling to survive 

Even earths mighty heroes  

Need to protect themselves.  

 

I have fears for the day 

And hopes for the future 

That this world will be able to recover 

But sorting out facts from the scaremongering 

Is never an easy thing, 

Never an easy thing. 
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The other day I walked down the Hackney Narrow Way 

I walked past the Churchyard of St John’s 

I saw a flower bed planted with spring flowers 

Seeing all the colours made me happy 

And I will believe that one day 

I will be sitting on a park bench again 

At peace with myself 

At peace with the world. 

Have faith 

Have faith my friend 

God Bless. 

April 2020 
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A Journey Through the Psychiatric Corridors  

They label themselves as normal  

They label us as mad  

But the effect of this ideology  

Becomes a little sad.  

So many of us get lost  

So many of us get forgotten  

The soul struggles against so many years of assault.  

This is the road we wander up and down  

This is the road we cadge cigarettes on.  

They label themselves as normal  

They label us as mad  

But our anger is our assertiveness  

Not an illness we should apologise for,  

Feet shuffle on hospital lino  

Open mouths  

Staring eyes  

And institutionalised clothes  
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For years we have been oppressed by psychiatric drugs.  

This is the road we wander up and down  

This is the road we cadge cigarettes on.  

They label themselves as normal  

They label us as mad  

So often they speak on our behalf  

But so many stories need to be told  

So we become the scapegoats of many comedians’ jokes  

But we don’t need this scorn  

As we get lost in a psychiatric ghetto  

Always seen as the problem  

But right now we’re looking for our voice.  

This is the road we wander up and down  

This is the road we cadge cigarettes on.  

They label themselves   

They label us too  

And the do-gooders run their nice little charities  

And the scientists dither about  

Looking for that elusive gene  

But I think they fumble in the dark  

So many myths can be seen through  

Once you know  

And now you know  

The rhythm of the spirit will be proud and strong.  

Where is the road we seek freedom on?  

Where is the road we find our liberation on?  

1995  
 
 
 



 

13 
 

 

Mean Virus Blues 
 

That mean old virus 

Shows its ugly face 

That mean old virus 

It shows us its ugly face. 

It has no compassion 

No mercy 

And it knows no shame. 

Outside in the street children are playing 

Traffic is rumbling to its destinations 

Pigeons are cooing and pecking on the ground 

This old world keeps turning, 

Our hearts keep beating. 

That mean old virus 

It laughs while we panic 

That mean old virus 

It laughs as we panic. 

Can I go out? 

Should I stay in? 

I can no longer shake hands 
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With my best friend, 

Should I be wearing a suit of armour? 

Outside in the world spring is rising 

See the trees full of blossom  

Daffodils give us their golden smile 

Nature is about to run riot, 

The world keeps turning 

Our hearts keep on beating 

That mean old virus 

It’s always on the prowl 

That mean old virus 

It’s always on the prowl 

I mourn for its victims. 

I worry about family and friends 

I worry about myself, 

I feel unsure about self-isolation 

I know we have to do it, 

But many of us have already experienced much loneliness. 

All around us GOD’S troubled earth 

Sighs and sometimes weeps 

But there is still beauty out there 

There is still beauty 

A reason for hope in these times 

That mean old virus 

Ain’t no friend of humankind. 

The world keeps turning 

Our hearts keep on beating 

Let’s pray that it stays that way. 
 

March 2020 
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A Path to Light 
 

The sun smiled today 

Even though it’s wintertime 

A little unprepared for the chill  

I stepped outside. 

 

A Pelargonium and Echeveria 

In a pot on my balcony 

Still flowering despite the cold. 

Memories of bygone summers 

Those moments 

When the warmth is in harmony with your emotions. 

 

The moon smiles tonight 

No longer angry 

No longer macho, 

Sitting in the sky 

Showing his effeminate side. 

The moon is a wise old man 

Somewhat saddened by the tragedies he sees 

He watches wars take place on earth 

So much suffering, 

Saying I could light the way 

As you travel through much darkness 

I could lead you on to another dawn. 

A dawn of hope 

Hope to find 

A path to light, 

Don’t give up 

Don’t give up 

Don’t give up the fight 

Keep on travelling 

The journey to find 

A path to daylight. 

The sun smiles a little 

Saying I will return soon 

To help create springtime. 

 

Bygone days 

And future days 

In the bleak mid winter we struggle on 
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As Jack Frost play his icy pranks 

Laughing at us 

Always laughing. 

In time he will retreat 

As quickly as he came  

Sun and moon working in harmony 

Saying why can’t humans do the same? 
 

December 1997   
 

On A January Day 
 

Walking down the Mile End Road 

I saw some daffodils about to come into flower  

They were growing out of a strip of grass 

In front of a housing estate. 

I said to the daffodils  

Be brave 

Be proud 

Be strong 

And when Jack Frost comes round 

Don’t take any nonsense from him. 

You have arrived a little early 

Underground your bulbs multiply 

I like to see your flowers  

They have a friendly smile. 

In this busy city 

As traffic goes rumbling by 

We move towards springtime 

When this urban nature will run wild 
 

February 2020 
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Jewels in the Poundshop 

(CD available from Frank Bangay, 28a Edgar House, Kingsmead Estate, 

Homerton, London E9 6QE; 020 8985 1859; frankbangay@yahoo.co.uk: £10 + 

p&p) 

Produced at Core Arts, Homerton, Jewels in the Poundshop (1966) is the second 

CD of Frank Bangay with musical accompaniment, his first being This Topsy-

Turvy Life (2004) – which certainly adds a new dimension to his work. Frank has 

long made a point of scrupulously learning most of his poems by heart, for oral 

presentation. The excellent facilities of Core Arts have enabled many to extend the 

range of their expressiveness. Frank Bangay has in many ways pioneered this 

development, and given great encouragement to many others. Like its predecessor, 

this collection shows the great collaborative potential of Core Arts. 

Mad questions the concept of madness, a label which is often tagged on to any 

expression of real feeling. There are two exciting changes of tempo here, slowing 

down for the reflective middle part, and speeding up again for the conclusion. The 

instrumentation includes Frank’s own slide guitar, and some skilful use of 

percussion in the concluding part. 

Little Boy is gentler in style, introducing the acoustic guitar sound of Tunde 

Busari. This is later augmented with a xylophone sound, with penny whistle, and 

finally a penny whistle chorus combined with xylophone. A happy evocation of the 

questing roamiongs of childhood. 

Edwardian Summers – pleasant fairground nostalgia. Some very imaginative 

keyboard work here by Tina Pinder, who switches to ¾ time, evoking brass bands 

in parks, and accompanying Frank’s take on The Last Waltz – and another tempo 

change for the finale, very original. 

Dreaming Blues – exciting 50s railroad guitar rhythm. Frank is extremely good at 

moving back and forth along the lanes of living memory, shades of the skiffle era 

and the teddy boys! Some really exciting codas on lap steel guitar from Tina, as 

Frank takes us on a conducted tour of the Northern Line. 

Jewels in the Poundshop – this song provides the link with the cover motif. There 

is a pleasantly sentimental guitar and accordion accompaniment in a minor key. 

Frank’s slide guitar provides some emphasis, including percussive effects at the 

end. Lyrically, the number wistfully traces the neighbourly association between 

Mrs Jones and Mrs Baxter. Leisured, rummaging shopping expeditions are crucial 

foci of social exchange. And Poundshops are often treasure-troves of old 

heirlooms. Interesting imagery of discarded food wrappers and a diver in the lake 

on the nearby common. 

Our Melody – this has a heavy grunge-chord blues backing. Very forceful – though 

perhaps some bass and drums might have augmented it. 
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I Love My Home – the inclusion of Mel Green’s voice adds a tender sensitivity to 

this number, which touches on the utter universality of the home environment. 

Almost anywhere can be a home – even if it happens to be a bleak hospital room. 

Extremely effective, though the final guitar fade-out is perhaps a bit over-long. 

Throughout Frank’s work, there is an emphasis on a warm and familiar urban 

world – one, of course, which is threatened by redevelopment. 

Dave Russell 

 

JUNIOR BYLES  
 a Roots Reggae Pioneer 
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Earlier this century I bought a copy of MOJO magazine. It had a free reggae 

competition with it. One of the tracks on the CD was A Place Called Africa by Junior 

Byles. The song is a heartfelt cry on the Rastafarian theme of repatriation. Listening 

to it reminded me how good Junior Byles is. This made me check out some of the 

man’s other work. We will return to his music shortly. First I will tell you a bit about 

Junior Byles. 

 

His full name is Kerrie Byles Jr. He was born in 1948 at Kingston’s Jubilee Hospital, 

and grew up in the city’s Jonestown ghetto. His father worked as a mechanic and his 

mother was a school teacher. His family were devoutly religious, and his early 

musical education was singing in church. In 1967 he co founded a vocal trio called 

the The Versatiles. At this time he was also working as a fire fighter. At the time Lee 

“Scratch” Perry was working as chief engineer for producer Joe Gibbs. He was 

scouting for talent for Gibbs new Amalgamated label and on hearing the group 

signed them. Two years later they went on to work with Lee Perry, who by this time 

was establishing himself as a producer. Then they moved on to work with Duke Reid 

for his Treasure Isle label. Also other producers such as Laurel Aitkin. 

 

 In 1970 the Versatiles split up. Junior Byles while still working as a fire fighter 

returned to working with Lee Perry. Other members of the group would sometimes 
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provide harmonies on his recordings. Then in 1972 The Wailers left Perry to sign with 

Island. Perry needed someone to fill the void, and Junior Byles fitted the bill. He gave 

up his job as a fire fighter, and over the next five years their partnership would 

produce some of Perry’s most highly regarded work. Every bit as good as the work 

he did with The Wailers.   
 

In 1972 Junior Byles was one of several reggae artists who offered support for 

Michael Manley’s General Election campaign. One of his songs Joshua Desire was 

addressed to Michael Manley while another song Pharaoh Hiding was addressed to 

Hugh Shearer leader of the ruling Jamaican Labour Party. Manley was elected, but 

changes for Jamaica’s poor were a long time coming. Junior Byles addressed this 

with the scathing When Will Better Come. These songs were released on his first 

album titled Beat Down Babylon. With musical backing from The Upsetters, this 

album showcases his song writing talents, and his haunting tenor voice. The title 

track has an anthem like quality to it, in another track Curly Locks he sings about how 

his girlfriend’s parents won’t let him see her because of his dreadlocks and his 

Rastafarian faith. There is the previously mentioned A Place Called Africa, while Poor 

Chubby hinted at his unstable mental health. The record also includes a version of 

the Little Willie John song Fever – a song made famous by Peggy Lee. While he was 

working with Lee Perry he was also self producing and set up his own Love Power 

Label. In the mid 1970s Junior Byles left Lee Perry to work with other producers. 

Among the recordings from this period was a song called Fade Away. Some people 

consider it to be his finest work. “He who seeks vanity and no love for humanity shall 

fade away”. A couple of years later the song was featured in the reggae film Rockers. 

In 1976 he released his second album Jordan. 

 

However, by 1975, Byles’ health started to decline. He was suffering from depression 

and became deeply affected by the death of Hailie Selassie.  Unable to reconcile this 

with his belief in Selassie’s divinity, he attempted suicide. He survived and was 

admitted to Kingston’s Bellevue Hospital. It has also been suggested that he had 

been overworking, and that this contributed to his breakdown. After the admission his 

health continued to decorate. However despite regular spells in hospital he continued 

to record. But by the end of 1976 he had vanished from the scene.  

 

He attempted a comeback in 1978 and recorded two singles for Joe Gibbs. However 

it was clear that he was still not well. He didn’t re emerge until 1982. Work on a 

planned new album went slowly. Then he suffered much tragedy when his mother 

died and he lost his home in a fire. His wife and children also emigrated to the United 

States. Apart from a few singles Byles would release nothing until his album Rasta 

No Pickpocket in 1986.  The album sadly did not see a long lived upturn in his 

fortunes. The next year he found himself living on the streets, scavenging for food in 

dumpsters and begging from passers by. He did resurface in 1989 recording a 

couple of singles. Three years later he played a few shows with Jamaican guitarist 

Earl China Smith. In 2004 he returned to live performing in Jamaica. These 

performances received positive reviews. This led to a short tour of the United 

Kingdom. I don’t know if Junior Byles’ career is still active, but I wish him well. His 
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recordings from the 1970s show him as being one of the pioneering voices in roots 

reggae, and are well worth listening to. 

 
Frank Bangay 
February 2015  
 
There is more information on Junior Byles on the internet. A lot of his recordings are 

also on YouTube 

 

When Hailie Selassie passed away in 1975 it caused a lot of controversy amongst 

the Rastafarians, some felt that Jah had put away his physical presence and was 

around still in spiritual form, while others didn’t believe that he had passed away. 

Rastafarians see Hailie Selassie as a living God.  

 

 

The Progress We’ve Made 
 
The other night I went to YouTube and watched a reggae concert from 
1973. The concert took place in Edinburgh. The audience ranged from 
teenage to middle age, the audience was mostly white. The acts 
performed in a variety of styles. The Cimarons sang Ain’t No Sunshine 
by Bill Withers and backed most of the other artists. There was Nicky 
Thomas, Winston Groovy. Then came Dennis Alcapone one of the early 
Toasters. I remember hearing him toasting the following sentiments, “war 
is ugly, love is beautiful”, here he sang praises to Cassius Clay. The 
Marvels were a vocal group two men and an attractive woman singer. 
The Pioneers were backed by a group of long haired white musicians. 
Judge Dread was the MC, a white guy who knew the artists. At the end 
of the evening he wished us all God Bless. Nicky Thomas was 
particularly dynamic, he sang “Something’s Holding Me Back Is It 
Because I’m Black.” A sentiment that he could no doubt relate to. But I 
feel he wasn’t projecting it on to the audience. The skinheads who 
bought those reggae records and helped get them into the charts often 
lived on the same housing estates as their Caribbean brethren. 

A few years later reggae became popular, punk bands and reggae bands 
started working together. Dennis Bovell produced the Pop Group and the 
Slits. “Black skinned blue eyed boys ain’t going to fight no more wars” 
sang the Equals at the beginning of the decade. We had made a little 
progress. There were setbacks, there always are. Scheming minds trying 
to corrupt white working class youth. Too often they succeeded in their 
aims There was still a long way to go but we had made some progress.  

Over the years I have got to know and make friends with people from 
different parts of the world. It has felt good to learn and share a little of 
each other’s history. It is always good to learn something new. Black and 
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white people become neighbours, in the same street, on the same 
housing estate. We talk and moan about life, our struggles with the 
housing association. The beautiful summer sunshine, the miserable 
English weather, when it keeps raining. There are reasons to greet each 
other with a smile. We stand in the same supermarket queues we get on 
the same buses. If we should stumble and fall, it’s nice when someone 
helps us up. It is good to have a friend, someone to offer a helping hand. 
When that happens I am grateful to you whoever you are, I will say thank 
you for your help. 

In this world of constantly changing terminology buzz words and mind 
games that divide and control. Privileged white lives some will say. But 
many of us are not privaliged, we have experienced hardship, we’ve had 
our struggles. Poverty, slum housing. dead end jobs, we have worked 
hard to make our way. Many of us have travelled that lonely journey 
through psychiatric corridors, there are struggles we could share, help lift 
some of the burdens’. All lives matter, don’t they, don’t they? All lives 
matter that is what I would like to say. We could be working together 
towards more hopeful days. Is it possible to build on the progress we’ve 
made? 

Frank Bangay 
July 2020 

  

In case you are not familiar with Dennis Bovell I will explain. He was part 
of a South London reggae band called Matumbi. Formed in 1971 and 
based in the Brixton, Clapham and Battersea areas.  Dennis Bovell also 
made some acclaimed dub albums under the name Blackbeard. He also 
produced some punk and new wave bands like the Pop Group and the 
Slits.  

The scheming minds mentioned in this piece is a reference to far right 
political parties like the National Front and the British Movement. They 
did a lot to exploit white working class youths. They did manage to create 
a lot of friction. In the late 1970s things were getting tough and people 
had many frustrations. However it has been said that a lot of the youth 
who were into two tone music were fans of the music and didn’t like the 
way the far right were exploiting them.   

This piece of writing talks about some of the good things that have 
happened in Brittan since the 1950s in attempts to bridge racial barriers. 
Mixed race musical collaborations in Brittan go back to that time, the post 
war years. Some of the black jazz musicians from the 1950s have been 
quoted as saying that they felt marginalised. That is no doubt true, these 
were early days and we had a long way to go   
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Trinidad born piano player Winifred Atwell came to England in 1946. In 
1953 she appeared in the last film made by music hall comedian Frank 
Randall titled It’s A Grand Life. Throughout the 1950s she had many hits 
in the pop charts with her boogie piano playing. This included two 
number 1 hits. Keyboard player Keith Emerson has described her as an 
influenced on his piano playing. Two mixed race singers in Brittan in the 
1950s were Shirley Bassey and Cleo Lane. Shirley Bassey was born in 
the Bluetown area of Cardiff from a Nigerian father and an English 
mother. Bluetown is also known as Tiger Bay, and is situated near 
Cardiff docks. Since early last century it has been a culturally mixed 
area. Shirley Bassey’s musical career started during the 1950s. By the 
1960s she had established herself as a popular singer having various 
chart hits. She also sang the theme song to three James Bond films. 
Cleo Lane was born in Uxbridge Middlesex from a Jamaican father and 
an English mother. She grew up in the Southall area of West London. 
She married British jazz musician John Dank worth and sang with his 
jazz band. She also developed an acting career appearing at the Royal 
Court Theatre in London. The Royal Court Theatre was home to modern 
playwrights of that time such as John Osborne and Harold Pinter. 

In the 1950s Teddy Boys were listening to black artists such as Fats 
Domino, Little Richard and Chuck Berry. Fats Domino was also popular 
in Jamaica and an influence on Ska. Teenagers from this time were also 
discovering the blues and formed skifle groups where they would be 
playing songs by people like Leadbelly. Jazz musician Chris Barber and 
blues musician Alex Korner brought Big Bill Bronzy and Muddy Waters to 
Brittan. This paved the way for the many blues artists who visited Brittan 
during the 1960s. In the 1960s the musicians union made a ruling that 
visiting American artists couldn’t bring their backing groups with them. As 
a result when these blues and soul artists toured in Brittan they would be 
teamed up with a British band. During the late 1960s blues music would 
find a hippy audience. The mid to late 60s blues boom would find many 
British bands playing the blues and many blues artists making visits to 
Brittan. If anyone knows about other mixed race musical collaborations 
that took place in the 1950s, or any mixed race musical collaborations 
that took place before the Second World War I would be pleased to learn 
about them.  

Through the mods, skinheads and the punks, youth who loved black 
music in its different forms more mixed race collaborations would take 
place. There were no doubt other things too. We made a little progress 
and it would be nice to think that more progress could be made. 

Peace and Love Frank 
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A FEW WORDS ABOUT MY ARTWORK 

My interest in art started in the late 1970s. An early influence was Kevin 

Coyne, on occasions his albums would have his artwork on the covers. 

In later years all his albums had his artwork on them. Then, as is the 

case now, seeing Kevin’s artwork inspired me to pick up a felt tip pen or 

crayon and have a go at something myself. Over the years I grew to 

appreciate the work of many other artists. 

My early artwork was mostly done with felt tip pens and crayons. I drew 

a lot of pictures featuring tower blocks, corrugated iron fences and waste 

ground. This was very much a reflection of what London looked like at 

the time. I went on to do some oil paintings. For these I got a lot of 

inspiration from places like Richmond Park. I carried on drawing mostly 

with felt tip pens. During the 1990s I started using crayons as well. I 

draw from the imagination, but it is inspired by the world around me and 

the way I see life. 

The inspiration behind my current artwork started last year. I had not 

done any drawing for a while. I seemed to have lost confidence in my 

artwork, but I felt frustrated by this. At the time I was putting together my 

latest CD Good Morning World which was recorded at Core Arts. As part 

of a Core Arts creative work plan I decided to put some of my artwork on 

the cover. I was encouraged to do a water colour painting for the cover. 

It worked out ok and I started to get ideas for other paintings. With 

support and constructive suggestion from people at Core my artwork 

continues. Some paintings have been inspired by the weather and the 

seasons. One of these paintings was done during February when we 

had constant rain storms. It was also inspired by blues legend Elmore 

James. Some paintings are inspired by things happening around me. 
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One painting was inspired by a baby pigeon in one of my window boxes 

last year, and watching the parents care for the bird. Some of my 

artwork is of a spiritual nature. A couple of paintings are inspired by felt 

tip pen drawings that I did earlier this century, I felt I could developed the 

ideas in watercolours. I feel blessed to have this outlet. Included here 

are some crayon drawings that I did some years back. 

Frank Bangay, 2014 
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