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*Il's been a long time in coming

But we know a changeis gonna gome"
The Sound OF Shoom.
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party, in a bar, in the Kings Road, he
turned up wearing a policemans hel-
met, a smiley t-shirt with his hands
handcuffed together. During the course
of the evening he kept pleading for me
to get him into Spectrum. He left the
party lor the club and saw the massive
queces with untold people being
turned away al the door. t was lhen
that he realised the commercial possi-
bilities of the scene.

“We always kept the price ol our
clubs reasonable but Tomy started
putting on his Sunrise events and
asked extortionale entry fees of £15,
£20 or even E30. It was criminal.
When he said it was for the vibe of
seeing 10,000 people dancing thal
was bulls**l. I was for greed. He
turned the scene into 2 money spin-
ning venture with his 38p per minute
lelephone lines. If he was so into the
original ideals of the scene, as he
says he was, why didn't he ask
Greenpeace 0r Friends Of
The Earth 1o set up stalls at his
raves? Because there was no profil lo

be made from them, that's why.
Instead he brought in bumper cars lor
E1 aride”.

Danny went on lo tell me how peo-
ple stole other ideas from the club.

“Al the club we used lo give away
fruit and ice-poles. It was just a sim-
ple idea of sharing and breaking down
barriers but they even took that away
from us and turned it into profit by
selling apples for £1 each”.

By the autumn of ‘68 London was
swimming in a sea of tie-dye dayglo
and good karma. Shoom was now
attracting up o 2,000 people a night.
Getting in was neigh-on impossible as
Jenny pairolled the door only allowing
in 300 close friends and regulars.
People would plead, grovel and beg to
pet in but all to no avail. Why should
ghe change the crowd? They had loo
much to lose. Inside the club a light
close-knit  community  evolved.
Strangers became firm friends for lite.
Shoomers always seemed slightly
maore colourful than the rest of us, just
a little more flambayant in their dress,

a product that the greater freedom of
the club allowed. People would wear
ponchos and comforiable clothes lo
dance in. Some took influence from
the hippies style of dress and those
lucky enough 1o have a Shoom {-shir
wore them with pride.

By November of that year the crowds
gulside had become so huge they
decided to shul the club for fear of a
police raid. The spring of the next year
they moved io Busby's; 8 more spa-
clous, accessible and legal wenue.
This ran "til an unnecessary and unsa-
vory incident forced the club to close
down. Jenny re-told the slory “Some
really bad people got into the club
through a fire exit and started fighting.
They went up 1o Danny and threatened
him with a glass®. It was time lo shut
up shop. To everyones delight they
soon returned. This lime al The
Park in Kensington. Breeze
helped out on the door and Shoom
proved to be the last bastion of the
capitals “Love, Love, Love™ cullure.
Other fashionable club promoters

selieved thal it was oul of vogue. But
as always the club was packed, the
dancefloor crowded and we still all
got exciled when Danny got behind the
decks. The final Shoom took place in
autlumn last year. A weird concoclion
of a wild party and sad farewells. The
Ramplings showed their appreciation
and that their hearts were slill in the
right place when they bought nearly
£1,000 worth of champagne (the door
money for the evening) and gave it
away 1o all those presenl. Shoom was
nol just content in giving away apples
lo their Iriends.

They went off to Auwstralia and
returned this year with the same old
energy and enthusiasm. They opened
Pure, now Pure Sexy and awoke
London from its hibernation caused by
D.J's slowing down the beats. London
came around lo the joys ol house as
the Ramplings once again injected
some excitemen! and passion back
into clubland. Pure Sexy is considered
one of Londons premier clubs attracl-
ing a2 mixed gay crowd of oulrageous
party people.

Unlike most top D.J's he has kept his

remixing to a minimum, only becom-
Ing Involved with close friends such as
The Beloved or material that truly
excites him. Instead he would rather
spend his energy on his own projects.
Last summer he was given a frack
enlitled °/ Hale Hale' by a triend who
thaught the sentiments contained in
the song would be ideal for the scene.
Unfortunately the sevenlies soul track,
with its strange pipe like keyboards of
that era, lost a lot of quality when
being played over a powerful sound
system. Instead Danny re-arranged the
song, dragging it through nearly twen-
ly years to create a well produced
dance track for the 1990's. On hearing
the aptly named Southwark Sireel
mMx (the street the fitness cenlre is
siluated on) | was surprised nol to
hear a Euro house stomper bul instead
a superb wplempo soul classic to
spread the worthy message to the
world. If someone else released 'l
Hale Hate' il would come across as
being tacky bul somehow with the
Ramplings behind it you feel confident
in the knowledge that the message
comes straight from their hearts. The
dancefloor ol Shoom was always over-
flowing with talents, so”il should come
as no surprise that the wonderiul
vocals on the record are from Eusebe
who Danny met at his own club. | had
known Eusebe for some lime and one
night | asked him whal he was up 1o0.
He told me he was a singer and broke
inlo some rendition. | thoughl his
voice was perfect and asked him lo
work with me". Eusebe's powerful
voice lits perfectly with the song and
you gel the sensation thal the lyrics
are coming from his soul. Being an old
shoomer they probably are.
Danny promises more dance Iracks to
come enabling the message to spread
further afield than the club ever
achieved. Now every dance floor in
the nation can be enlightened and
uplifted to the sound of Shoom. The
club with which so much has evolved
from and to which we all owe so
much.

(John Poole)



