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They are Mancunian expats 

who magically write hits while 

walking down the street. But 

THE BEE GEES’ Gibb brothers are  

also deep young men: religious, 

political, and spiritualist, receiving 

career advice at séances from 

a man called Noel. “Another  

time,” says Maurice, “we  

contacted a German baron…”
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“Ninety per 
cent of it is   
 telepathy…



Beads here now: 

The Bee Gees in ’67 –  

(l–r) Robin and Barry 

Gibb, Colin Petersen, 

Maurice Gibb and 

Vince Melouney
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THE BEE GEES
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L
ITTLE BARRY GIBB had 
butterflies dancing about in his 
stomach the day he stepped out 
on to the stage of Manchester 
Gaumont, pulling his six-year old 
twin brothers behind him and 

clutching tight to the guitar his dad had bought 
him for Christmas. The audience smiled and 
muttered appreciatively; the lights went down;  
the butterflies danced some more; and then Little  
BG and the twins plunged headlong into their 
interpretation of Paul Anka’s “I Love You Baby” and 
Tommy Steele’s “Wedding Bells”.

When they finished, the audience clapped and roared and the 
manager told them they were great and gave them a prize of a shilling 
each. “It wasn’t the money that spurred us on, then,” says Barry today, 
“and it isn’t now. We just wanted to be a success.”

Over the years, Little BG has become big (6ft tall, 11st) Bee Gee with  
a deep conscience, a sense of humour, and a look in his eyes that asks to 
be respected as a man of intelligence.

His conscience strikes him most when he appears with the group and 
sees bouncers pick up girl fans and fling them around without regard for 
their feelings or femininity. He feels personally 
responsible. He says it makes him feel sick 
inside. For this reason, Barry revels in the story 
of Australian singer Normie Rowe, who once 
stopped in the middle of his act in order to fell  
a bouncer he’d seen whirling a girl around like 
a top before flinging her into the stalls.

Barry grinds his teeth and sits on the edge of 
his seat as he recounts the tale. “He got what 
was coming to him,” he smiles with 
satisfaction. “Some of those heavies are so 
sadistic they frighten me to death.” 

As an act, three-fifths of The Bee Gees  
were born the day Barry first strummed his 
Christmas-present guitar and found tiny 
Maurice and Robin joining in with him.

 “It was amazing,” he says in the warm, rounded northern accent 
that 10 years in Australia couldn’t take away. “I just started 
singing and trying to play, and suddenly I found the six-year 
old twins with me doing three-part harmony. ‘This,’ I 
thought, ‘could be something.’ So we kept at it, and 
fiddled with the guitar until I found my own chords. I 
still play that way. After that we did the talent show at 
the Gaumont, then a few other things. About a year 
later, the fretboard warped!”

Barry still suffers from butterflies in the stomach 
before a show, except that now the butterflies have to 
flutter around in a fog of cigarette smoke. “I get the 
whole bit when I’m waiting to go on,” he told me.  
“I smoke and I tremble and I walk around all over 
the place. Any artist tells you he doesn’t get nerves  
is either lying or completely uninterested in  
his performance.”

Barry led a fairly normal life in Manchester 
around the age of 10 or 11. The family lived  
in a nice semi-detached in Koppel Road, 
Chorlton-Cum-Hardy, and he went  
to Oswald Road School. He later 
remembers his mother being a great 
friend of Herman’s mother – “Pete 
[Noone]’s mum was married in my 
mum’s wedding dress” – and Herman 
being shy of girls and always telling 
them he had to go home to play his 
trumpet. That was in West Didsbury, 
where, maybe, dating girls and 
trumpet playing are as compatible  
as they could be. When Barry’s father 
and mother told him the family was 

emigrating to Australia, 
he remembers he didn’t 
really worry about 
leaving his friends and 
the neighbourhood  
he knew.

“I just accepted it,” says 
Barry. “It was like a big 

adventure going halfway 
around the world. I was 12 

when we got to Melbourne,  
I left school at 13, and after that  

I didn’t have an education. I don’t 
really know that much at all. All I can 

do is write and read. Mathematics and 
history? Forget it. 

“Showbusiness has always been in my blood,  
but I did get an ordinary job once. It was in Brisbane, and I had to cart 
materials to a tailor in a case. The tailor would give me the money and  
I would have to take it back to the office. I got sacked because I went home 
one day and forgot to hand the money in. I really did forget, but they 
thought I’d nicked it. So they sacked me.”

Most Bee Gee fans know the big break for the group was a children’s-
hour series on Brisbane’s BTQ7 TV station, but then the kiddies’ welfare 

department interfered in their activities and it 
eventually fizzled out. Barry recalls how they 
afterward did a year and a half at a place at 
Surfers’ Paradise (he was about 14, the others 
10 or 11) singing all kinds of material, from 
“My Old Man’ A Dustman” to “What’d I Say”.

“Big artists would come to top the bill there,” 
he says, “but we were so young and sweet we 
were killing their sets and doing great! We 
thought, ‘If we can do this well – why not have  
a crack at Sydney?’ We then went to Sydney 
and got a recording contract and made the 
first of 15 flop singles in a row.”

Barry adds bitterly: “People would tap us  
on the head and say, ‘Go play with your toys.’ 
They thought we were just kids who would 

never make it. There’s no special love for the English, either. The 
Australians are very Americanised now. Eighteen months  

ago, we got into the Australian Top 10 with ‘Wine And 
Women’; then ‘I Was A Lover, A Leader Of Men’; then 

‘Spicks And Specks’. ‘Spicks and Specks’ was No 1 when 
we decided to leave Australia. But we went without 

one word of press.”
Father of Barry, Robin and Maurice is Mr 

Hugh Gibb, who used to be a drummer with his 
own Hughie Gibb Orchestra on the Mecca circuit 

until he took his boys to Australia. He has managed 
them and (this they admit readily) pushed them 

along over the years. Mr Gibb was in the vast 
penthouse flat of Bee Gees agent Robert Stigwood 

(where Barry and I sat talking), and he negotiated the 
animal skins over the floor to bring us the latest magazines 
from Australia. Several minutes elapsed while Barry and 
his father muttered, understandably, at the way one 
particular magazine ignored The Bee Gees, or seemed to 

delight in paying them down. One Aussie columnist 
seemed to believe Normie Rowe and The Easybeats 

were the latest rave in Britain.
“See what I mean?” asked Barry. “We have hits  
in the States; we’ve been No 1 here; and we get 

write-ups like that. What can you do?” 
This natural exasperation hits him once in 

a while. Usually, if he can, he likes to take life 
calmly. He describes himself as very religious. 
“I don’t like church,” he told me, “but I am very 

religious. I just happen to think it’s a very 
personal thing. To go to church to learn  

– yes. But after that, I think too many 
people just go out of habit. 

— NME NOVEMBER 25 — 
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Sydney and 

made the first 
of 15 flop singles 

in a row”
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Barry Gibb in March 

1967: “I was 12 when 

we got to Melbourne, 

left school at 13”
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“It’s the same, “he volunteered suddenly, 
“with sex in films. I hate to see it. I’m not saying 
I turn away, but I simply don’t believe a woman 
should show off her body as an excuse for 
having no talent.”

Barry is genuine about his fiercely moral point of view, but don’t think  
of him as a humourless fuddy-duddy. He loves comedy – especially the 
Carry On films – and he hates realism and death. “I adore biblical epics,” 
he admitted, as he sat forward drumming his fingers on his knee. 
“They’re fantastic.”

He believes in life after death; that throughout life we are auditioning 
for something higher; that death is something he should not be afraid  
of; and that people who think there is nothing to follow have got a “heck  
of a cheek”.

Barry is also convinced of the existence of unidentified flying objects; 
that in 10 years the blacks in this world will wage war on the whites; that 
war is futile, anyway, but that people have always fought and they always 
will; and that everyone needs some kind of purpose in life. He told me:  
“I want to live, and live to want.”

He shows fear in his eyes when he talks about a séance he experienced 
in which the question was asked: “What is there after death?” He says, 
chillingly: “The glass shot off the table.”

Barry the Bee Gee is more than a pop star – he’s a thinking person who 
knows his own inadequacies, wants to improve, but knows that some of 
his faults are with him forever. He told me, with incredible honesty and 
candour, about a broken romance he has just 
experienced. And even though he would  
not name the girl, he told me of the emotions  
he was feeling and the way they worried  
him deeply.

“The reason we split up was, I suppose, 50-50 
between us. It was a long and deep relationship, 
but I can’t see it being patched up. The kind of 
person I am – obsessed with my career. It runs 
my whole life. I think I talk a bit too much, 
although I’m always careful what I say. I can’t  
be nasty to anyone.”

Barry is, finally, a man with an overwhelming 
dedication to making The Bee Gees a name to be 
reckoned with in the pop world. He believes that 
to do this one of the things they must always do 
is to act their records. “You have to believe in what you sing,” says Barry. 
“This is why I believe black people to be the best singers in the world. 
They’ve been shunned for so long. Now they sing out their heartache.”  
Alan Smith

— NME DECEMBER 2 — 

O
NE OTHERWISE NONDESCRIPT morning, to the 
clatter of an alarm-clock bell, young Robin Gibb 
awoke, arose and… lo, the world was round. And lo,  

it rained every day. Now I know and you know (and 
Manchester readers know in particular) that it rains every 
day, and we all know (Flat Earth Society members, here close 
your eyes) that the world is round. But please be patient.

Anyway, as if all that wasn’t mind-boggling enough, Robin 
had previously accomplished the amazing feat of making 
good his escape back to Massachusetts by the simple trick  
of taking a boat to England, where, astute listeners to 
phonographs and steam radio will remember, he did all the 

things he wanted to do. 
Now all this would seem to make Robin a cert for  

sychiatrist’s couch, or at least prime contender for 
e title “Nut Of The Year”! However, he’s a very happy 

nd contented Bee Gee indeed. Still baffled? Then you 
haven’t been reading your Bee Gee songbook. For the 
l zy and illiterate, Robin will explain: 

“We always try to put ourselves into our records. 
We’ve never tried to write anything that wasn’t us. 
What we are doing is sort of writing down people’s 
houghts; nobody has ever thought of writing down 
hings exactly the way people think. “Massachusetts”,  
n fact, is not talking about people going back to 

Massachusetts. It represents all the people who want 
o go back to somewhere or something. It is all about 

people who want to escape.”
Does it represent Robin and The Bee Gees? “No, not 

d d have already gone back to Massachusetts. When we 
were not recognised we were trying to escape – to recognition. That is 
something we have always wanted. We came to England searching for  
it and we found it. 

“Now ‘World’, our new record, is the next step and is completely 
different from ‘Massachusetts’. It’s about somebody who knows 
everything about the world and the storyline is: ‘Where will I be 
tomorrow?’ It says: ‘Now I’ve found that the world is round/And of course  
it rains every day’. He knows what it’s all about and has learnt to live with  
it and accept it. That is completely us. We have found that the world is 
round and that it rains every day. We’ve found peace of mind and now 
we’re very happy.”

Eighteen-year-old Robin, older than his twin Maurice by one hour, 
indeed looked very happy when I met him amid the tiger-skin rugs and 
hunting trophies in Robert Stigwood’s exotic Mayfair “den”. Scattered 
round the room, the rest of The Bee Gees were coping with a queue of 
interviewers, who every now and again would rise, trot across the tigers 
and leopards, and change partners like a game of musical chairs.

Robin sank his slight frame into the soft settee, shook his shaggy brown 
hair, lit a king-size cigarette and prepared to answer my questions, 
jumping on to each one and expounding at length, punctuating each 
phrase and grinning profusely.

I touched on the subject of songwriting  
and that set him off. “We get ideas for songs 
everywhere and anywhere. It’s a telepathy type 
of thing with us, sort of written in the mind.” 

Intrigued, I asked him to explain. “I suppose 
it’s because we are so close as brothers. It’s 
pretty scary at times and it’s not just confined to 
music. Barry and I can be walking along a street 
together when we just start singing the same 
song in the same key at the same time. It can be 
frightening, but we never talk about it to each 
other in case we put a mental block on it. But we 
are very grateful for it; we wouldn’t like it to go.

“It’s incredible really. We get the same chords 
running through our minds. Barry will chance 
on a tune and my mind will go for the same 

thing. All of a sudden he looks at me and we know we are on the same 
wavelength. It can happen anywhere. Ninety per cent of it is mental 
telepathy. ‘Massachusetts’ is an example. I had had this line in my head 
all day – ‘The lights all went out in Massachusetts’. Later that night    D
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doing is sort  

of writing 
down people’s 
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“You have to believe 

in what you sing”:  

The Bee Gees on TV 

in September 1967
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I mentioned it to Barry and he said, ‘Yes, I know. I’ve 
already got the tune for it.’ So we wrote the rest of the 
words together and Maurice did the arrangement.”

It all sounded like something straight out of the 
columns of Psychic News, but before the sceptics take 
up their bludgeons, it is a known fact that very close 
relatives can at times think along the same lines. 
Nevertheless, it must go down as one of the strangest 
songwriting methods in pop history.

We turned to more down-to-earth facts about the  
Bee Gee who describes himself as very temperamental, 
very creative, a bit of a hypochondriac, slightly 
neurotic, inclined to be lazy in the mornings, with  
a dry, goonish sense of humour.

By an odd quirk of fate, Robin, like his brothers, was 
born in Douglas, Isle Of Man. The date: December 22, 
1949. “Mum and Dad, who lived in Manchester, used to 
spend their holidays at Douglas, and it happened that 
each time they went they were expecting one of us.”

Robin’s schooling was spent at such romantic-
sounding places as Oswald Road School, Chorlton-
Cum-Hardy and Cavendish Road School, Manchester. 
“I went back there and looked in last week, just 
reminiscing. It’s probably all changed now anyway.  
I used to love spelling, history, chemistry and  
astrology. I’m still keen on spelling and astrology.  
I was interested in the way people spelt things. You 
know how everybody spells in their own way.” I didn’t 
know, but anyway…

He continued: “I still read a lot about the planets and 
follow the space races closely. I used to hate maths and 
music. I was a complete and utter failure at that. We feel 
music, and there is no feeling when you have to learn.  
Maurice and I sang in the school choir at Christmas-
carol concerts, and when it came to ‘God Save The 
Queen’ we’d sing together and throw the whole choir!”

Robin warmed to the story of The Bee Gees. “In November 1958 we were 
chasing Barry on a bike along Buckingham Road in Manchester, and we 
were talking about these kids who used to sing at the Gaumont Theatre at 
Saturday matinees. We used to watch them every week and we thought, 
‘Why can’t we do something like that?’ There were five of us, Maurice and 
Barry and myself, and Paul Frost and Kenny Orricks. There was a record 
out at the time called ‘Wake Up Little Susie’ by The Everly Brothers and we 
thought we’d mime to that. We called ourselves The Rattlesnakes.

“The Saturday morning came, just before Christmas, and we were going 
up the stairs of the Gaumont when Barry dropped the record! It smashed. 
We thought, ‘Great Everlys! What are we going to do?’ Barry had a guitar, 
which he had taken along to help the miming, and he suggested that we 
go out and really sing.

So out we went and sang ‘Lollipop’ by The Mudlarks, and it went down 
well. We ended up doing five more, including ‘That’ll Be The Day’, ‘Book 
Of Love’ and ‘Oh Boy’ – and that was how The Bee Gees began.”

Robin paused for breath, lit another king-sized cigarette, and 
continued: “Our next date was at the Whalley Range Odeon, when 
Maurice and I added banjos. Then we did the Palentine Theatre as  
Wee Johnnie Hayes & The Mulecats – Barry was Johnnie Hayes. We got  
£5 a week for our act. This was in 1958 and we went on doing matinee 
performances for about two years. 

“Then we left Manchester and emigrated to 
Australia when I was 10. We thought up the 
name The Bee Gees on the boat and also started 
writing our own material. We lived in Brisbane, 
where I went to a secondary school, and after 
about a year started the group again.

“We played the Speedway Circus in Brisbane 
and met a racing driver, Bill Good, who 
introduced us to a DJ friend of his. We did  
some tapes for his show. He played them and 
used to get a tremendous number of orders  
for them, but they weren’t released as records. 
Then we got onto television in Brisbane in 1960 
with our own show, Cottie’s Happy Hour, and  
we got very big in Brisbane. The three of us 

played Surfer’s Paradise at the Beachcomber Hotel for six weeks, three 
shows a night. Then we went to Sydney, which was like going to London, 
and did the Sydney Stadium in 1962 with Chubby Checker. It was the 
biggest break we ever had.

“The first song we ever wrote was ‘Let Me Love You’. Our first song-
writing success was ‘Starlight Of Love’, which was recorded by Col Joye 
and got to No 1. We became an overnight success but our first hit didn’t 
come until 1965, although the Bee Gees were always big TV-wise.

“Our first hit was ‘Wine And Women’, a group song, which got to  
No 10. We followed that with three complete flops. The first, ‘I Was  
A Lover, A Leader Of Men’, won an award for the best composition of  
the year, but it wasn’t a hit. We then met Bill Shepherd, who came to 
England with us as musical director, and Ossie Burn, our producer.  
We were on the Spin label and used to record until seven in the morning. 
‘Monday’s Rain’, our first for him, was an absolute flop. Our next, ‘Cherry 
Red’ – again, an absolute flop.

 “In August 1966 we went into the studio desperate to get a hit before  
we left for England. We made this song ‘Spicks And Specks’, but Spin 
didn’t want to release it. They thought we were finished, a financial loss. 
However, it was released eventually and went to the top in four weeks.  
On January 3, 1967, when we left, it was a No 1 hit. It had been in our  
minds for the past years to come to England. ‘Spicks And Specks’ gave  
us the money.”

Two welcome cups of tea appeared before us 
and I gave my hardworking pen a well-earned 
chance to cool off. Tea put away, Robin picked 
up the story.

“When we first came over here we went to see  
a man – who shall remain nameless to save him 
embarrassment – at the Grade Organisation. He 
practically threw us out of his office and said we 
were wasting our time: ‘When The Seekers 
came in here I knew they were going to do 
something, but you are just another group…’” 
Pause for that short-sighted gent to kick himself.

“Then Robert Stigwood began to take an 
interest and was ringing our house every 20 
minutes. When he finally got in touch, I was the 

Mane attraction: The Bee 

Gees pose in the trophy-

strewn penthouse of 

agent Robert Stigwood, 

London, December 1967

“Barry and  
I can just start 

singing the 
same song in 
the same key”
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“Dad went to 
see Robert 

Stigwood at 
NEMS – and 
here we are”

THE BEE GEES

one who picked up the phone. We went to see 
him and he wanted to do business. He took us 
over and since February we have never looked 
back. We would give Robert the world now. 
He’s done wonders for us.”  Nick Logan

— NME DECEMBER 16 — 

I
F I WERE a film casting director I’ve a 
feeling I could visualise Maurice Gibb as 
the brown-eyed, brown-haired, 5ft 6in  

son of an Indian chief, what with those high 
cheekbones that dip inwards to give him the 
lean, hungry, proud look of a brave out-to-kill 
wagon-train master who speak with forked 
tongue. Maurice sees himself in another light. 
He would have loved to have Clyde in Bonnie 
And Clyde, playing the Warren Beatty role with 
fervour because it struck him as a real, human 
thing. His deep-set eyes light up as he speaks 
fluently, articulately, about his hopes and his 
inner thoughts on success and the lifetime 
stretching in front of him.

“It’s a nice idea,” he told me, “to talk about 
things like this once in a while. I like people to know I’m not just a face in  
a photograph.”

The first time I met Maurice he was carrying an old single by Lorraine 
Ellison, “Stay With Me Baby”, which he thrust on to the record player with 
urgency and delight.

Seconds later I was listening to a full-blooded, screaming, beautiful, 
agonised, ecstatic, sobbing, sexual, soaring performance of a song that 
prickled the hairs at the nape of the neck. It was one of the most incredible 
records I’ve ever heard, and I raved, Maurice raved, even the man there 
from the BBC World Service raved. When I heard that Cilla and Lulu were 
also raving, that was it. My mind was made up. I asked Warner Brothers to 
rush me a copy as soon as they could, and I raced home and also thrust it 
on to the record player with urgency and delight.

Lorraine Ellison’s “Stay With Me Baby” may now be heard screaming 
through our house and right out into the road, probably to the great 
chagrin of our neighbours Ron and Marge on one side and the nice old 
boy on the other. That an emotionally supercharged record like this 
should appeal to Maurice doesn’t surprise me at all. He has a great sense 
of the romantic and he admits to it readily.

“When I meet a girl,” Maurice told me gently. “I treat her as a girl should 
be treated. I even go as far as walking on the outside of the pavement.  
I find I get very romantic, and I don’t swear and I treat her with respect.  
I like small girls, preferably, blonde, with a sense of humour.”

When he added that his steady girlfriend was a happy person who was 
also in showbusiness, I took a calculated guess and asked him did he 
mean Lulu. This was before news of their romance found its way into the 
papers. Maurice’s eyes widened with undisguised surprise. “You’re 
right!” he exclaimed. “How did you know?” I shrugged one of my I-just-
happen-to-be-a-genius shrugs, and gave him my word I wouldn’t break 
the news. We talked about many things, Maurice and I. He’s quick-witted 
and cheerful, and his conversation isn’t limited to pop music or buying 
an ’ouse for ’is muvver.

He says he believes in God, but dislikes the hypocrisy of many 
churchgoers; thinks politics is the biggest bore that ever happened to the 
world; can’t see himself splitting with the other Bee Gees, although he 
would like to do other things as well; would like everybody in the group  
to act; is obsessed by cars, although he is still waiting to pass his driving 
test; has a Rolls Royce and  
a Morris-Cooper S with 
“blacked out” windows  
and all that; likes The 
Bachelors for their 
professionalism; and says 
his greatest dream is to own  
a motion picture company.

Maurice looks back with 
happy nostalgia on how he 
and the other Bee Gees were 
scared stiff at the audition 

they did for Robert Stigwood soon after they 
arrived in Britain. 

“We did our nightclub act,” says Maurice, “and 
he watched and listened and never smiled once. 
Then he said, ‘Be at my office at six o’clock’, and we 
were and we signed the contracts.”

Maurice also looks back with a slight sense of awe 
on the way he and the rest of the family just packed 

up and came to Britain, without anything 
definite to look forward to, on only £200 
between them. “We stayed in a crummy hotel in 
Hampstead,” says Maurice, “and one day my 
dad went to see The Seekers’ manager, Eddie 
Jarrett, to see if he could help. He said sorry, he 
couldn’t do anything. After that, Dad went to see 
Robert Stigwood at NEMS – and here we are.”

There they are indeed… still selling well with 
“Massachusetts”, and not only that, but high in 
the sky with “World”. Maurice might well be 
inclined to celebrate this with a great, big, 
swinging humdinger of a party, except that  
he isn’t that keen on parties.

“I don’t mind a celebration now and again,”  
he told me. “In fact, I’m a bit of a raver. But many 

times I like to be on my own and play a bit of the old ‘Monty Varni’. 
“Know something? Everything surprises me. You mention Lulu and I’m 

really surprised. Say a well-known girl record reviewer has got false teeth 
and there I am again – really surprised! Some people would shrug and 
say, ‘Oh yeah, so what?’ Not me, everything surprises me.”

Maurice loves subtle humour and also doing his own impressions  
of other people, but there’s an intensely serious side to him. When he 
heard about the death of Brian Epstein, the shock and suddenness of it 
had a deep and traumatic effect.

Apart from death, the greatest personal blow to him has been failing his 
driving test three times. Bitterly Maurice recalls how in the middle of the 
first driving test he took, the examiner said, “You’re one of The Bee Gees, 
aren’t you – the ones getting deported?” (This was at the time of work 
permits trouble regarding Colin Petersen and Vince Melouney.)

“I was just about to say this applied to only two of the members,” alleges 
Maurice, with an acid edge to his tongue, “when this bloke says, ‘Then 
why the hell are you taking your test?’ That got me. My blood really boiled 
and I thought, ‘Right, mate.’ I gave it to him at 80. We were going along like 
there was no tomorrow. When he got out he said, ‘Mr Gibb, I’m happy to 
say you’ve failed.’” 

More out-of-this-world matters often concern the agile mind of 
Maurice Gibb, who at 17 admits to feeling far more mature than his years. 
He tells of spiritualist séances in which “an English guy named Noel, who 
was killed in a motorbike crash when he was 22” has given The Bee Gees 
advice and prophesied their future in the charts. “There was another 
time,” says Maurice, “in which we got in touch with a German baron by 
means of using a glass and letters of the alphabet. But it didn’t really work. 
Either he couldn’t spell, or he couldn’t speak English.”

The things that worry Maurice include death; his nose; the gold in his 
front tooth; making a wrong move and embarrassing himself when he’s 
with a girl; and being in clubs and being stared at. 

“I hate that,” says Maurice. “I used to go to clubs a lot, but I don’t like 
feeling conspicuous. Now I don’t go so much, I suppose people will think 
I’m big-time. But I’m not.” Maurice is right. He is straightforward, 
confident, uncertain, impulsive, romantic, nostalgic and the most 
mature and sensible 17-year-old I’ve ever met. But big-time? Never. 
Alan Smith   
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