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David Bailey’s shiny new retrospective is full of beautiful people striking beautiful poses in beautiful settings.
But it thlS really how we lived three decades ago? Jonathon Greemn remembers things very dlfferently

Englend swings likea pendulunido,
Bobbies onbicycles treo by tiwo
RogerMiller, Enghnd Swings
(1966)

ere weare again.

i There's Mick and

Marianne, John and

21 Paul, the Shrimp

i and Penny Tree

153 Terry, Michael in
Hmry Palmer” glasses, Cecil and

Rudy, Ron and Reg, Hail, hail,

the gang areindced all here —

and what a gang! Icons galore.

‘alented, patch, but talent needs

channelling, exposure, and who

better to take on the job than their

peer, their groovy macstro, daily

sex-god, gemuine Cockneyin a

Jd ofinock: David Bailey?

Thirty years of assorted Bailey
picturesarc on offer at the
Barbican’s Birth Of The Cool sho,
but lets not be fooled. These
crapped black-and-whites, these
images that have become fixed in
public memory, that have gone to
make that memory, are dominated
byasingle, mythical name:
Swinging London.

Letus dismiss one fantasy. Cool
this pictured world may be, but the
only genuine birth comes in pic~
Lures of the arrival of the photogra-
pher's three children. Like most of
Ihe underpinnings of 20th-century
popular culture, “cool”stems from
black America. It was coinedin the
1880, popularised by the cool jazz
ofthe1940s, and thenee moved
across Lhe calour line, offering
Deatniks, hipsters, hippiesand all
{heir off-centte proge: nya. grailto
which they mightaspire. Bailey's
icons were cool, and some remain

5o, but d|d Lhey create the concept?
ou're

But thatisnot the only fantasy.
What is assembled here is most
definitely a myth. A myth created
in the media, feted and propagated
byit, and then, as such things must
be, Alleted by overesposure. We
demand the inaccessible smart:
Bright Young People, Café Society,
the Chelsea Set. Swinging London
was the sixties version of thatideal.
Its personae were more Catholicin
theirorigins — many actually
worked —but the overall piclure
remains: the usual gilded crew. The
few, celebrating and celebrated, for
their own and public pleasure.

Thekey wordis“few” Bailey
‘himself proclaimed the cast in
1965 in a collection of his pictures:
The Box Of Pinups. It really wasa.
bax — of captioned pictures —
and its aim was to capturc the
“ephemeral glamour” ofthe era
“on the wing" The pin-ups —

“the people in England who today
seem glamorous” — were lypified
as“isolated, invulnerable, lost”
(the central adjective somewhatat
odds with its bookends).

On the basis of this sclection,
the “New Aristocracy” consisted of
two actors, €ight pop stars, one
pop artist, one interior decorator,
four photographers, two pop
fgroup managers, one pop star's
friend, onc hairdresser, two
photographer-designers, one
ballet dancer, three models, one
movie producer, one milliner, one
disco manager, one dress designer,
oneadman and a pair of villains,
These“lost" boys and girls were a
pretty predictable lot: the top two
Beatles, Jagger, Shrimpton, Lord

Snowdon, Michael Caine, Cecil
Beaton, Rudolf Nureyev... For
added notoriety, Bailey included
the eriminal Kray brothe;
East End legend... 1o be with them
is to-enter the atmosphere of an
carly Bogart movie!" Bailey too was
an East End boy, the son of an East
Harn tailor; respect, presumably,
‘was due. (Reminiscing 30 years
on, he claimed: “I scared them”)
Baileywas“in crowd” par
cacellence. Tn 1969 he brought outa
successor volume, Goodbye Baby
And Amen, in which the show-
businessjoumalist Peter Evans
described him “using his canicra...
to probethe shadows, expose thelie
and fix forever the transient truth”,
Sorry, but if that was what you
wanted, then Don McCullin, the
best-known newspaper photogra-
pherofthe time, wasa betterbet.
Bailey was the biggest myth-
makerof the lot, but Evans was
right; he*“caught the face ofhis
own generation more accurately
than any photographer” Butitwas
hardly all that generation. Bernard
Levin, in his sceptical memoir The
Pcndulum Years (1970), saw him
as“Virgil" recording the period for
posterity and cshbhshmg justwho
wasinor out: “photographers..
along with the models they photo-
graphed, the designers whose
clothes the models wore, the
singers whose records they
played... the managers of the mod-
els, the gigolos, the youngersons of
the nerveless aristocracy among
whom they moved, the hangers-on
ofall these, and the vast penumbra
of pimps and agentsand ten-per-
centers, whores and pedlars and
actors, film-makers and play-

wrighls and decorators, all the
froth and scum that [... Thubbled
and secthed in the stew of a society
that wasin the process of changing
from what it no Jonger wanted to
beintowhatitdid not know
whetherit wanted to be ornot”.
Bailey, of caurse, was not alone
in tapping the zeitgeist. Time mag-
azine usuallvgcts the credit for
inventing ‘Swinging L ondon’, but
its piecc only appeared mApnl
1966. Entitled You Can Walk
Across [t On'The Grass, it paid
tribute to the city’s packs,
some deteeted asly reference to
the growing popularity of
cannabis. Thejob had
already been dong,
paradoxically in the
Daily Telegraph, 12
months carlier. Writ-
ten by the urbane John
Crosby, an Americanin  § #60
London, it was head- @"M
lined “Laondon, the :
most exciting city
inthe world"
fCrosb) sidea

dcpmdmg asit
didonup-
market night-
clubowners
and various
scionsolthe
aristocracy, b

confluence of the
children of the
old upper classes
and the rampant. *
proles, flexing
their talented

muscles. Nor did he forget the new
airof sexuality (“Young English
girls take to sex as if it's candy and

itsdelicious™, or the growing belief

that, as Time putitlater, “in this
century, every decade has had its
city”, and this time it was the Big L.
Nor was even Crasby the pio-
neer, The Sunday Times Colour
Supplement, launched in 1962,
oftered “a sharp glance at the
mood of Britain". The cover fea-
tured a girl in a grey flannel dress;
the pictures were taken by Bailey,
the girl was Shrimpton and the
dresy’s designer Mary Quant. it
also offered profiles of “people of
the sixties” — among them Quant
and her husband, painter Peter
Blake, a footballer, a youthful
industrialist and an LSE soci-
ologist. Finally it asked, “What
do you need to be of the six-
ties?” The answer: “under
30" and “in tune with
your times”.
U Whoever the
creator, the
myth pros-
A pered, the
world tuok

was appar-
ently based
e2 onits male
% cditors'desire
¥ Lo featureas
much mini-
skirted thigh as
possible, then Fleet
Street, then the cver-
* enthusiastic TV
i crews. Jonathan
Aitken’s Young

entreprencurs into to the
the overall cthos, as the title indi-
cated, was ¢ 5

Onitwent, evermaie sexy,
ever more excitedly ]unlnulul
feeding greedily upen itself —
and nowhere more so than in
Michelangelo Antonioni’s film
Blow-Up (1966). Ostensiibly a
morality tale, it attempted to
portray glamarous viee as wick

and upgraded the p,l.xmuul Few
young men of the Llime were
repelled by the sight of David
Hemmin gely accepted as
tripping
his giggling nymphets before
plunging with them into an orgy
F drop paper. The "pol

— heauliful people stoned
in abeautiful setting — wis
hardly the gateway ln hell,

Oultin the sticks, Blow-Up was
Swinging London — and didr't it
look good? Yes it did, but the draw-
bridge was up — and when the
peasants finally made it into the
castle, they found it desert ted, the
founder swingers having long
since moved on. All thm remained

chestnut: the big lie. Such mythol-
about bearable

v world, but else-
where it jarred. Lauded as the
arammar-school-cducated new
Dbroom who would sweep away the
fuddy-duddyness of trad 2
ward Heath was

was the first Tory leader to boast
that badge of modernity: wall-to-
wall carpeling.

or was everything linked to
nging Juggernaut. The
clling single 0f 1966 came
om the Beatles or the Stones,
but from the mawkish American
Jim Reeves. Frank and Nancy
Sinatra, Herb Alpertand Dave
Dee, Dozy, Beaky, Mick And Tich
all topped the Fab Four. In overall
sales the Beatles were bulninth,
ousted by such distinetly unswing-
Ken Dodd and Cliff

wrd. The masses might gawp,
bul their real tastes remained pre-
(llcmblu 1nd grimly Lon\u\tmndl

nol to survive, T\mduadcs on,
Margaret Thatcher, petty provin-

wits i Carnaby acrum,

incarnate, took

its consumers re ndchd Louristsin
theirown land.

Looking back, one can sce
Swinging London a dehu-
sion, a world of end
aggrandising mythole
there w
much ac G
portable cs: ,hut in the
creation of a massively successtul
media myth, amix ofpop sociol-
ogy and the propagandist’s

revengeon the urban elitists, The
G i d, I

“ngland’s capil ty
Western world berefl of a unitary
authority No cohesion, no London,
No London, no swinging.

David Baiey: Birth Of The Coolis
at the Barbican Art Gallery, Landon EC2
{0171-588 9023 Jun 37, Jomathen
Green's All Dressed Up: The Stxties And
The Counterculture willbe published

by Pimca in July.
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