Not only but also…some historical ramblings about the English festivals
scene
compiled by Alan Dearling
If you’ve ever been to any of the UK’s rock festivals, now often referred to as ‘festies’, you
may find something of yourself in the next pages. Read on. Perhaps then your palate is
suitably whetted for a few excursions digging deeper into the worlds of Stonehenge (the place
as much as the events that have been
staged there), Glastonbury and earlier
festivals, the struggles surrounding access
to the Stones, and finally the UK’s newer
Travellers and road protestors.
Somehow everything seems to revolve
around Stonehenge – the Stones – the
mighty megaliths that are the inspiration for
a number of generations, particularly from
st
the mid-1970s to 21 century. Sid Rawle
summed it up when he wrote in The Times
after the 1978 solstice,
“We come to Stonehenge because in an
unstable world it is proper that people
should look for stability to the past order to learn for the
future.”
Now what we are left with is the truths, myths, and
somewhat nostalgic, half-lost memories of what really has
happened in the years since about 1970. Back in those
early years, I went to all three Isle of Wight events (196870), Phun City, Weeley, Harmony Farm and more. There
were many events at this time and between them they
Did I really
offered examples of the best and worst of what the festival
look like
scene could offer: community consciousness; rip-off
this in
merchants; mud; Hells Angels breaking heads while
1968,
offering ‘security services’; police busts; bad drugs;
Neddy?
stinking cess pits for toilets and some glorious, mind
numbing moments of blissful music and all other kinds of stoned-ful bliss! By the third,
anything-up-to-half-a-million people extravaganza on the Isle of Wight, then still called a ‘pop’
festival, and the Bath Blues festival, the concept of the ‘festival spirit’ had taken root. The
branches that sprouted from those roots helped give birth to a further wave of free, and not so
free festivals, and a spirit of tribal experimentation. The music and the performers were but
one part of that experience and it was bands like Hawkwind, Edgar Broughton, Gong, Arthur
Brown (in various band forms) and the Pink Fairies who were identifiably the ‘festival bands’,
not the likes of David Bowie or even Jimi Hendrix, for all his god-like aura.
I particularly liked it when the real
meaning for the existence of
festivals and the later extended
family of the Traveller community,
was spelled out in an official
government publication, the 1973
Report and Code of Practice from
the Department of the
Environment’s Advisory
Committee on Pop Festivals. The
committee said:
“It is remarkable that… hundreds of thousands of people, mainly between 12 and 30, have
elected to spend four or five nights at a time, under most uncomfortable conditions and
sometimes even worse, away from home, tightly packed, listening to music often produced

with low quality amplification. Yet at the same time they have found a tremendous feeling of
togetherness, something which to most people only comes in time of war.”
What this underlines is that people need community, to belong, to feel a part of something
however nebulous. Jeremy Sandford reflects on this:
“…above all, the ‘atmosphere’, the ‘feel’ of a pop festival is quite unique in Britain, seeming to
be closer to the atmosphere of some third world market place than anything British.”
And perhaps even more importantly, the concept
of ritual celebration and ‘gathering’ has a long
heritage in the UK, snaking back through time like
an umbilical cord to the earliest sites of
celebration like Stonehenge, Avebury and the
Rollright Stones. George Firsoff wrote in
Greenleaf magazine:
“When Stonehenge was created, it was not the
work of one individual or even of one tribe. In an
age when the Tribe was the Nation, it was clearly
an example of international co-operation, as the
remarkable importation of stones from the Preseli
mountains bears witness.”
What actually went on there, human and/or
animal sacrifices, early pagan rituals etc., has
been the subject of much critical and fairly loony
speculation, but the Stones, since the late 1960s have come to symbolise the power centre of
the New Age (for better or for worse). The late twentieth century preoccupation with the
solstice at the Stones echoes earlier Celtic traditions (and borrowed Christian traditions), such
as the burning of midsummer fires to ward off witches, and the decking of standing stones
with flowers as a floral sacrifice to the older gods. It is also very possible that Stonehenge
over its long existence has been used for fairs, the earlier embodiment of festivals, for secular
fun and frolics. Essentially they are a form of entertainment made by the public for
themselves.
Bruce Garrard
recently confirmed
the links between
events past and
what has come
since, when he said,
“Do you remember
the Isle of Wight
festival in
1970?…The great big commercial mega-festival became free, the gates opened and fences
were taken down and the festival became free for the people. Out of that spirit came the
Glastonbury festival in 1971 and the Stonehenge festivals and then by degrees, the Green
Gatherings, the Convoy, the second wave of
CND, the peace camps, and all kinds other
trips which people got together in groups or
large numbers on their small-holdings, in
Ireland in the squatters’ movement, on the
road.”
What people don’t realise, unless you were
there at events like the Isle of Wight, was the
sheer scale of the audience arena. With just
one main stage it was awesome. If you
needed a pee, and most people do, the walk from in the middle of 400,000+ sprawled out
people to the edge of the compound would take nearly three-quarters of an hour and the
chances of finding your way back to rejoin friends was minimal. This sea of bodies at the Isle
of Wight I believe gave rise to the Wally legend. The way I heard it, one single voice yelled

out, “Wally!!!” looking for a mate and then gradually everyone around the field started to call
out “Wally” too. It became a rallying cry which lasted right through and beyond the Wight
events and into the legends of Windsor and Stonehenge festivals, as we’ll soon find out.
In 1970 the Isle of Wight organisers had reckoned without the self-styled White Panthers
(there were in fact only two of them according to John Peel) handing out leaflets to encourage
a free festival outside the main, fenced arenas, and the ripping down of the fences, which is
what actually happened. Although I’d paid for a ticket, I ended up spending a lot of my time up
on Desolation Row, the hillside overlooking the arena – there was more space and the sound
was better. The ‘commercial’ versus the ‘free’ gig sure has a long history!
Not quite in the beginning…
Also in 1970, Michael Eavis, enthusiastic for
the spirit of youthful revolution he’d witnessed
at Bath and bored with what he called, “years
and years of just milking”, made plans for the
first Worthy Farm Festival for about 2,500
visitors and Marc Bolan’s T Rex. It was a
happy event, definitely non-commercial, and
1971 was expected to lead to the first
Stonehenge Fayre, but it turned into the first
Glastonbury Fair/Fayre instead (the spelling
is ambiguous, but actually fair seems correct
based on the contemporary adverts). The organisers quickly realised that the authorities
would make every effort to block an event at the Stones.
So, once again it took place at the Eavis family home at Pilton. But the Fayre appears to have
had Andrew Kerr as the driving force behind that long-ago event. He was apparently at
something of a loose end, having been the personal assistant to Randolph Churchill, who had
recently died. Together with Arabella Churchill and other friends he formed Solstice Capers
Ltd, who actually hired Bill Harkin to organise the building of Giant Pyramid stage. Writer,
Jeremy Sandford remembers the event,
“I think it was one of the most ideal places you could have for a festival. The low wooded hills
and the hedges and slopes with the stage right at the bottom and the little eighteenth century
farm buildings made it a perfect environment, and there was lots of shelter for people to put
up their tents and little lean-tos under the trees, and huts. Some people built little tree houses
with rope ladders, there were all sorts of nice sorts of shacks and dwellings, quite waterproof
and dry.”
David Bowie headlined then and in the millennium event of 2000, but the Fair of 1971 was
actually the last Glastonbury event until 1978. The hippies, the noise, the drugs, the nudity
had got up the local collective noses of too many conservative farmer-types in Somerset, who
felt it to be just too alien to their rustic lifestyle. Even so, the Fair had been a licensed, quite
tightly organised legal event, which makes it
very different from the far more anarchic
events which occurred at Windsor and
Stonehenge. It was a ‘free’ event in so far
as the punters didn’t have to pay for entry,
but as George McKay has commented in his
book, Glastonbury: a very English fair,
“…but how far does ‘free’ equate with ‘noncommercial’?” In fact it doesn’t really; the
organisers sold the film rights to the Fair
and subsequently established Revelation
Enterprises which sold between 1972 and
1973, 16,000 copies of the (by now named)
Glastonbury Fayre Revelation album, which
even featured bands like the Grateful Dead who were meant to have played at the event, but
somehow got lost en route! Post the Fair, Solstice Capers advertised in the underground
press the establishment of an ecological research foundation later in 1970, and Arabella and

Bill Harkin re-surfaced in 1979 with Michael Eavis to put on another Glastonbury Fayre as a
commercial venture, a year after a 5,000 people, impromptu Travellers’ festival had taken
place. That in turn had followed a wet Stonehenge solstice event.
We’ll now move stage left, and back in time, to the shambolic event known as the First
People’s Free Festival held at Windsor Great Park in 1972.
Leading up to the First People’s Free Festival
This and the later Stonehenge events
followed very much in the wake of the
chaotic Phun City, successfully disorganised
by Deviants/Pink Fairies/International
Times’s Mick Farren. At the time he said,
“It wasn’t strictly typical of yer average
festival, y’ know, because its organisation
was very strange. It was easy for me to
cope with the aftermath because we moved into not so much running a profit-making festival,
as getting a party together for a crowd of freaks.”
I remember (well, sort of remember) Phun City as being a wonderful antidote to the Isle of
Wight. It was small, with a limited line-up, Dave Goodman, MC5 with Wayne Kramer from the
US of A and Free, who didn’t play because the organisers couldn’t pay them! It also provided
two iconic moments. The first was the fact that about 2,000 people had gone to play fairy
people in the woods on the site before there was any security. That alone meant that any
attempt to charge the public was doomed. The second moment of weirdness happened
during Dave Goodman’s set when the stage crew realised that the stage was facing the
wrong way. Dave called for a bit of spontaneous crowd support and got about 500 or 600 of
us to lift up the stage and move it around. As with Weeley, though, the ever threatening
presence of some off-their-faces Hells’ Angels made ‘peace’ seem a long way off, but then
everyone seemed to be a drug dealer, so the free market economy gave most people a
cheap stoned weekend!
Which sort of sets the scene for Windsor. Even the title: Rent Strike – The People’s Free
Festival has a feel to it that is more about political and social change, rather than just another
music bash for weekend hippies. A full and accurate piecing together of how the event came
to pass is now impossible through the mists of time, but it surely involved many of the cult
figures of the time. Many were heavily into the squatting movement, hence the frequent
references to ‘pay no rent’. In their own ways those characters have become some of the
legendary, charismatic, difficult, colourful oddballs of late twentieth century Britain. This was
serious alternative weirdness and somehow it was infectious. It certainly laid the foundations
of what became the counter-culture and alternative economy of the festival-circuit.
To quote Sid Rawle, one of the most extrovert of this band, and the self-proclaimed King of
the Hippies, “We have to find out how all us individuals in the world can have enough space
to live in love and harmony, enough to be self sufficient and be ourselves, and how to give
everyone else this space. That is the Vision of Albion, that is the vision
of the rainbow people…All over the world there
are still other people who do remember what
their roots are, people who are still in touch with
their tribal history. What lies deep in their
systems must also lie deep in our own system.
We have to learn to find it again. ”
That’s the fluffy, hippy vision, and it was
certainly there embedded in whole
paraphernalia of the underground; newspapers
such as International Times (IT), Oz, Friends,
Ink and Strange Days and most of the self-help aid
groups/organisations of the period, such as BIT information services (Binary Information
Transfer from IT), Release or even the Dwarfs. They first appeared at the Portobello Carnival

in 1971, where Hawkwind and the Pink Fairies played beneath the flyover. They modelled
themselves on the Kabouters of Amsterdam and were quoted in Time Out: Dwarfs “operate
strictly as freak ambassadors…Dwarf power does not wish to be corrupted.” A bemused West
London Observer reported that, “Working out what the Dwarfs stand for is like trying to grab a
fist full of air and bottling it in a jam jar.” Strange days indeed, and it didn’t end there – Phil
Russell, aka Wally Hope, was one of them!
And so Windsor came to pass…
Before Stonehenge there was the Windsor Free Festival. Bill ‘Ubi(que)’ Dwyer worked in Her
Majesty’s Stationery Office by day and somehow found time (and/or money) to have 100,000
leaflets printed proclaiming the Rent Strike Peoples Festival (his punctuation) to be held at
th
Windsor Great Park commencing Saturday 26 August 1972. His leaflets stated that
“Between one and five million people are expected including many thousands from overseas.”
Tongue in cheek, one of his leaflets also quoted a Windsor Police spokesman:
“I have seen their leaflets and I think it is absolutely ridiculous. I would think they are as mad
as hatters and I have no doubt it will completely fizzle out. But the trouble is if a lot of these
hairy specimens hear of something going on they will probably turn up here anyway.”
The leaflets were oddball and intriguing. A second one was headlined:
The Revival of Free Festivals
and featured a nude statue of Aphrodite and claimed to be
circulated by the Church of Aphrodite Pandemos, and
advised the potential customers that:
“Everything we do is approved by a god or goddess since
there is deity for every aspect of human life.
“Hence drinking strong wine is pleasing to Dionysus, the
playing of music is pleasing to Apollo, the making of
sexual love pleases Aphrodite and Priapus and they
would be offended were it not performed to the full.”
With an invitation like that, who could refuse?
The event was a ‘free’ one. No fences, no gate charges,
and the ethos was purposely one of self-help, anythingcan-happen anarchy. Richard Arridge says of the event (in
just a small part of the wonderful and extensive The
Archive, a history of UK rock festivals site at:
http://members.fortunecity.com/timetortoise/ )
“It was more like a big picnic than anything with everybody camped under the shelter of a
large copse of trees. On arriving and putting up an ancient tent we consumed a bottle of Glen
Dew, a revolting mixture of cheap whiskey and wine. My friend Graham then proceeded to fall
over into a bramble bush and badly scratch his face, which in the light of what we did next,
was to prove disturbing. Because the next thing we did was to score some acid…Well events
got a little fogged with time, we went into town, liberated some milk from a doorstep,…got
back to find the tent collapsed…The police
wandered around and someone suggested
that we stay in the trees as they were our
friends. The ground breathed and I threw
up. With nightfall the stars slid around the
sky and a delightfully perfumed wood smoke
rose from the fires but so far no music. In
fact as far as I know nobody got together
until late the next day when Hawkwind did
their sonic attack.”
My friend Nigel Clarke, who was there for
the first two Windsor events, confirms this
sort of image saying,

“Inevitably I can’t remember much of it. We wandered around most of the time looking for any
bands, what was going on, and met lots of other lost souls also searching for the action.
Eventually we all sat down and got to know the people around us. Even back then I couldn’t
tell you who we heard. Did we see anybody? It was a great experience.”
Jeremy Sandford recollects:
“They used an ice-cream van, its headlights were pointed at the stage, and this van had an
A.C. generator for their refrigerator, so Hawkwind set up their equipment and they’d taken a
line straight from the ice-cream into their equipment, so they started to play, and as they did
smoke started to arise from their equipment. Of course everybody thought that it was part of
Hawkwind’s act, but in fact it was the voltage of the van was 450 and voltage of the
equipment was 240…”
More festivals, more mayhem
Ubi Dwyer didn’t get his millions of people, but the thousand-ish who made it to the first event
were congratulated in the local Windsor paper, quoted by Ubi in his 1974 court case,
“Jolly good show – the hippies really are such nice people.” (Bill Dwyer was imprisoned for
two years while promoting the third festival, charged with both possession of acid and for
‘incitement to cause a public nuisance, causing large crowds to gather unlawfully, and thereby
causing a foul and loathsome amount of litter and waste, and causing excessively loud music
to be played into the night.’) For the second event, Ubi had even invited the Queen to attend
the event in her own Great Park, but he did get a reply: “The Queen will be unable to attend
as she is in Scotland on that date.” Ubi said of
this response: “While not exactly enthusiastic,
Hi, I’m Josefine
this letter was not actually hostile. I took it as a
and Nick is
form of encouragement!”
carrying our
little Merlyn!

Whilst not trying to be ‘comprehensive’ in this
account, it’s worth noting that an interesting
parallel sequence of festivals of rather a
different kind had also started in 1972. Known
collectively as the ‘Faires’ they were a
conscious attempt to recreate in a modern
mould, the great medieval craft fair. Barsham in
1972 was the first and Bungay was the second.
By 1978 they had metamorphasised into the
Albion Fairs. Whilst they included rock and folk
music, and some of the same performers and

audience, they really had a different parentage and
history than their distant second cousins at Windsor
and Stonehenge. And alongside this, there were
small events and happenings; squats, be-ins, loveins, drop-ins, drop-outs and even whole
communities occupied and declaring themselves to
be new nations. Two of the most (in)famous were
the London Street Commune of Piccadilly, led by Dr
John (aka Phil Cohen) and Frestonia – Freeston
Road in the Notting Hill Gate area, led by Nick
Albery, (son of theatre impresario, Sir Donald
Albery) Heathcote Williams (the poet and writer)
and, German sexologist, Josefine Speyer. I worked
on and off with Nick through the 1970s and he
somehow managed to be involved with nearly every
bit of alternative weirdness in London including
International Times’s BIT information service and
further afield in Haight Ashbury and Christiania. He
was also a lifelong friend of the ‘other’ Nick, Nick
Saunders, who founded the Alternative London

guide, Neal’s yard in Covent Garden, and in later years became an ambassador for ecstasy,
saying in 1995: “I truly believe that Ecstasy has improved the quality of my life.”
However, it was out in semi-rural, white England, that the free festival spirit really lived on,
rather than in the cities or towns. Bill Ubi Dwyer in 1973 was living in a squat in London with
his friend Bruce Bradley and others. Bruce remembers him:
“We worked many long hours putting the whole thing together, making flyers and distributing
them, contacting artists and agents, dealing with police and press – it was a heady time. Bill
was a gentle guy with a grizzled beard, but he could be fierce when he needed to be. The
problems he encountered demanded that he be
tenacious and I loved watching him with the media and
the naysayers. His passion for the festival was
something to behold. I also remember that he was
impressed that I knew the derivation of his nickname –
‘Ubi’ is Latin for ‘everywhere’.”
Tony Pendrey suggests that 1973 in Windsor was ‘more
of the same’, but with more stages and many more
police: “On day 4, I was rudely awakened at 5a.m. when
a line of police moved across the site, ripping down
tents, wig-wams etc. It was amazing how peacefully the
majority of concert-goers took it. Mind you, the Old Bill
were arresting anyone they could actually get their
hands on. Can’t remember one bloody band! I spent
most of my time pursuing rumours about the likes of
Syd Barrett and Peter Green.”
And then there was Wally
No other hippy icon or folk legend has proved as long
lasting as Phil Russell, better known as Wally Hope – sometime originator of the Stonehenge
People’s Free Festival. Myths don’t come any stranger or, well, ‘mythical’ than this one! For a
start, Phil believed that he had met the reincarnated Jesus Christ when he visited Cyprus and
many of his Stonehenge leaflets proclaim: dedicated to the Son of the Sun, born Cyprus
1960, love hope, AHH MEN. I’ve pieced together some of the fragments that were, or may
have been, Wally Hope’s life. It was he who gave the world the modern day Stonehenge
Festival.

Penny (Pen for short) Rimbaud, the male anarchist cum drummer (actually called Jeremy),
from the post-punk band Crass, wrote about him in a free booklet, The Last of the Hippies –
An Hysterical Romance, that accompanied their 1982 boxed LP set called Christ the album.
He features heavily in George McKay’s Senseless Acts of Beauty, and likewise, Chris (CJ)

Stone’s book in 1996, Fierce Dancing, uses Wally as the central focus for his quest for the
heart of the UK’s underground. CJ began with words which could have come from Ubi or
Wally:
“We shall celebrate with
such fierce dancing the
Death of your Institutions.”
Maya magazine – Windsor Free Nation News, 1974
What hasn’t surfaced in the accounts is much about Phil Russell’s days before Stonehenge. I
was scratching my head about this dilemma, drinking a pint of cider in my local bar in Lyme
Regis, when I found myself in a conversation with an extrovert couple called Victoria and
Nick. No such thing as coincidences, but four or five pints later, and I had learned that Nick
was Phil Russell’s closest friend back in the Windsor/Stoke Poges area of 1965-67. And Nick
offered to let me use some of his remembrances for this account. Nick told me:
“Strangely, we met because neither of us were any good at maths. We both went to public
schools, but not the same one. We were both having extra maths lessons with the same
private tutor in Windsor. Phil lived in his own place at South Lodge about five miles outside of
Windsor at Stoke Poges. He was a loner, but needed people around him – he always wanted
to be a leader of something.”
“We became really good friends and with this place of his own we had somewhere to go, talk,
listen to music etcetera. There were only occasional visits from his Danish mother who would
drop in on journeys from Germany and Denmark. Phil’s dad was dead and he got trust money
– about £12 a week, a lot in those days – and was due to inherit a bigger property when he
reached thirty. Sometimes his guardian, John Snagge, the broadcaster, would see him too.”
“I went on to East Windsor College at about this time, and Phil used to hang around a lot
there as well, but I don’t think he was a student. We were part of a Windsor scene – the Star
and Garter pub and the Ricky Dik club; the Stones played there. At weekends it would be the
weekend trek on the train on the Waterloo line to Twickenham and Eel Pie island. That was
very much a jazz place, we weren’t into the music so much, it was the place to go. Sometimes
Phil would bring people back to his place.”
“Back at the Lodge, there’d be people strumming guitars, playing harmonicas and Phil was a
really good drummer. Very influenced by the Pretty Things. He had lots of ideas about what
he was going to do, but he never formed a band. I’m actually sure he wanted to be a soldier,
but he wasn’t made that way. He had a fascination with war, he made hundreds of small
soldiers and the two of us would stay up all night devising and playing
war games. Sometimes he’d wander around with a set of stars on his
jacket. And of course we were experimenting with dope and drink!”
“His mother would just turn up out of the blue. They had a very
strange relationship. She was strange anyway, quite strong, about 40,
I think. She’d organise the house and have a lot of influence over him,
but no clout over the property. Phil used to say, ‘Mother’s mad’. I’m
not sure. Anyway, one night in 1967 there were seven or eight of us
at the Lodge. The police came in and knew exactly what they were looking for – they pulled
some cannabis out of an umbrella in the hall. We were all charged, but they wanted to make
an example of Phil since it was his house. Phil was sure that his mother had set him and us
up. Maybe she thought if he was locked up, she’d get the house, I don’t know. Phil got
eighteen months starting in the Scrubs and then moved to Ashford in Kent. My charges were
dropped and all my parents did was to arrange that I had to go and see a psychiatrist. But I
wrote to Phil while he was inside and he wrote back. You can see from his letters what sort of
a guy he was at that time. I visited him inside.”
Nick has kept three of Phil’s letters to him. The first from Wormwood Scrubs, the other two
from Ashford H.M. Remand Centre. Phil and Nick referred to themselves as Mutants. In this
vein, he addressed Nick as, ‘Dear Nick you old Mutant’. Perhaps the Mutants were the
forerunners of the Wallies? His first Scrubs letter was the bleakest. In it he wrote (his spelling
and punctuation):

“The beard and
most of my hair is
lying on the
barbers floor ugh.
All I can say is
you don’t know
how lucky you
are…I feel so
hopless and lost
and I don’t really
know what to
do…I’m here in
sort of solitry
confinement. They do give you books. It’s not as easy in here as someone imagines…I feel
like a monk. Pity I didn’t do that meditation course…it’s funny they don’t tell you the rules you
have to figure them out for yourself, so I don’t know what I’m allowed to talk. I mean write
about...I’m wondering if I’m thinking what you are. Simonizing…I wonder how my mother feels
now. Anyway, one day things will be different.
Regards from your local God behind bars, Mutant Phil.”
Here’s an excerpt from the second letter:

However, Phil’s sense of humour was gradually returning and he still wanted to change the
world. He wrote in the third letter:
“Dear Nick, or help for short,
Having a wonderful time, wish you were all here goodbye.
Phil.”

“They think anyone different should be shot or locked away for life. What a mentality. But
people normally fear what they can’t understand…I enclose a visiting order for Friday…Then
you can all laugh at my baggy uniform, round shoes, short hair and clean face. I look in the
mirror and I’m someone else, I’m worried as I certainly don’t like what I see…”
“Dear me, haven’t they robbed me of life. Mind you our day will come where we can have our
say. It will come. Maybe very soon. And truth will always conquers ignorance…
Commander Energy or Phil to You.”
So, that gives us a glimpse at Phil Russell before he became Wally Hope.
Central to what CJ calls “his adventures in the Underground” account are chapters entitled:
Everyone’s a Wally and Where’s Wally?. He writes:
“ ‘Have you heard of Wally Hope?’ she asked.
Wally Hope, she explained, was the man who started the Stonehenge free festival back in the
seventies. She said that he was later murdered; given an overdose of psychiatric drugs to
keep him quiet. This was the myth. He was part of a tribe who called themselves Wally. When
the police came to summons them for trespassing on the monument, they all gave their name
as Wally.”
Penny Rimbaud’s version always struck me as a bit overblown and rather a piece of
fantastical, conspiracy theory writing. I agree to some extent with Nigel Ayers who has called
it an “an odd and very muddled story, in which many of the details do not concur with other
known facts about the case.” CJ interviewed Rimbaud for Fierce Dancing. In his account,
Rimbaud who was living in an Epping commune in 1974, had Phil from Ongar as a regular
visitor, always shouting “Wal-ly” as he approached. From these visits, Rimbaud says he was
inveigled into becoming the joint organiser of the first two Stonehenge festivals. CJ quotes
him as not believing in the idea, but through Phil’s visits he became part of it, caught up in
Phil’s vision. He also told CJ that Phil Russell could perform miracles.
CJ’s report describes Phil at the commune:
“It was a day very much like today: warm and sultry, with no clouds. May or September, Pen’s
not too sure. Wally dances out backwards from behind a bush. He’s weaving his fingers in a
magical pattern and there’s a strange grin on his face, like some jester-fool from a demented
tarot. ‘Watch this,’ he says, winking, and he’s dancing backwards again out of the bush, but
this time accompanied by a snowstorm. The snow is lashing about in the still, warm air as
Wally’s arms are twisting and jerking. The sight is so incomprehensible it sends their minds
reeling. The people in the shed look on astonished while the snow is swirling and spinning,
and Wally’s arms shift around in the middle of it, stirring it up. Then Wally winks again and
dances back behind the cover of the bush, taking the snow with him. Finally, he walks out
normally as if nothing has happened. It’s no longer snowing.”
The fact that the Stonehenge Festival was promoted at the same time as Windsor is worth
remarking upon. Tim Abbot actually knew Phil having met him at the 1973 Windsor event. Tim
takes up the story:
“He was disillusioned by what was already happening at the ‘People’s Free Festival’, notably
the sight of someone going haywire on the gate demanding money from traders for a ‘free’
festival. As well as being a psychedelic anarchist he had a strong traditionalist streak, and
was upset that the Queen’s back garden should be littered and fouled. He had a vision that it
could be done in a purer way. Later in the autumn he arrived at my father’s vicarage in
Wiltshire with a vision of a massive tribal gathering at Stonehenge the following summer. The
Beatles and Bob Dylan were to be invited and so were coachloads of stewardesses to join in
the fun.
He left to spend the winter in Cyprus to meditate, dance in the sun and will it to fruition. He
had been orphaned as a child and was due to inherit land and property in Hertfordshire when
he reached the age of 30. He had a small income from a trust fund which gave him freedom
to travel.” (note: John Snagge is reported as saying that the property that Phil would have
inherited was in Buckinghamshire)

Certainly, by the early 1970s, Phil Russell wasn’t the same guy that Nick from Windsor had
been best friends with. Nick told me,
“By the end of the 1960s I moved to Devon, and Phil and myself kind of lost contact. I moved
down to the area around Lyme Regis and especially Sidmouth. I was into woodland crafts and
I didn’t want to be an urban hippy any more. Phil would appear wearing bright multi-coloured
shirts made by Mon, his Danish girlfriend. By this time he was living with her in Surbiton, I
think. He’d taken acid, seen God in Cyprus, and we weren’t talking the same language
anymore. I went and
visited him in his flat with
Mon, and he came down
and stayed with us. His
stories of organising
events or whatever would
come out in one long rush
and go on for as long as
you could stay awake. He
couldn’t come down and
just enjoy a normal day
out. We’d all take a lot of
acid, we kind of
humoured him. He
wanted to lead and felt
that he had a divine right
to be listened to. We’d get
pissed off with him after a
couple of days.”
“He brought a couple of
Wallies with him one time, right plankheads. He needed people who weren’t as bright as him,
that he could push around. There were a very limited number of people who would listen to
him or could cope with him. I think he lost the plot when he became a ‘visionary’. We tried to
get him to come and live with us in the country – I was into farming at the time, but it wasn’t
for him.”
You can tell from the leaflets for the
Stonehenge event that were hand
duplicated by Phil/Wally where he’d
reached in his head. They nearly always
included one of his child-like drawings of
the sun and/or the Stones. He had many
cosmic catch phrases. I like especially:
EVERY DAY IS A SUN DAY. EVERY ONE
IS A WALLY. EVERY WHERE HAS A
HEART. EVERY FESTIVAL IS A COSMIC
BATTLE HONOUR. EVERY BODY IS A
DEPARTMENT OF THE ENVIRONMENT
Phil actually wrote to the farmer (whoever
he or she was) before the 1974 event to
enlist their support. The June 1974
Stonehenge event did take place, but only
involved a few hundred people and one
band, Zorch. Many of them encamped
there for a couple of months and declared
themselves to be the tribe of Wally. It took
until the end of July for the Department of
the Environment to issue a summons,
which amidst a flurry of media coverage,
was issued against the likes of Sir Walter

Wally, Kris Wally, Philip Wally, Wally Egypt and what the Times, covering the High Court case
on 13/8/74, called “a few other wandering Wallies.” The Times coverage caught the
quintessential ‘Englishness’ of it all, reporting:
“The sober calm of the High Court was shattered as the Wallies of Stonehenge sought justice.
A lady Wally called Egypt with bare feet and bells on her ankles blew soap bubbles in the
rarefied legal air and knelt to meditate. Sir Walter Wally wore a theatrical Elizabethan doublet
with blue jeans and spoke of peace and equality and hot dogs. Kevin Wally chain smoked
through a grotesque mask and gave the victory sign to embarrassed pin-striped lawyers. And
tartan-blanketed Kris Wally – ‘My mates built Stonehenge’ – climbed a lamp-post in the
Strand outside the Law Courts and stopped bemused tourists in their tracks. The Wallies
(motto: ‘Everyone’s a Wally: Everyday’s a Sun Day’) – made the pilgrimage to defend what
was their squatter right to camp at Stonehenge…There
are a soft core of about two dozen peace-loving, sun
worshipping Wallies – including Wally Woof the mongrel
dog…Egypt Wally wouldn’t say exactly where she was
from – only that she was born 12,870 years ago in the
cosmic sun and had a certain affinity with white
negative. Last night they were squatting on the grass
and meditating on the news.”
Nigel Ayers went and stayed with the Wallies after their
eviction to a spot six feet away on a stretch of common
land. He says, “I left the wind-swept Salisbury Plain a
few weeks later with head lice and a bad cough. The camp, known as Fort Wally, remained in
place until after the Winter Solstice.” In all it was the stuff of Ealing comedy farces, especially
Passport to Pimlico.
Sadly, during the run up to 1975 repeat event, Wally Hope was arrested while visiting a squat
in London Road, Amesbury in May 1975. He was busted for possession of (in different
accounts) a half a tab/three tabs of acid, and apparently threatened to give the arresting
officer, “a cosmic kick in the balls”. Phil Russell was diagnosed as having schizophrenia, and
for that reason was sectioned under the 1959 Mental Health Laws and held until July 1975 in
the Old Manor hospital in Salisbury. His medical notes were never found.
Bruce Garrard recounted this part of the story in his unpublished The Legacy of Wally Hope:
“The theory goes that there was this young kid, run away from school, who had some acid,
and Wally Hope took the rap for him. He was arrested and brought before Amesbury
magistrates where he not only didn’t deny possession of LSD, he enthused about it, told them
it was wonderful stuff which opened the mind to all kinds of visions and new dimensions and
the magistrates thought he was mad. They had him put away in a mental asylum.”
It is this part of the story that Rimbaud focused on. He said, “Of course they (the police)
hadn’t noticed the rainbow coloured car parked outside (the squat), nor were they aware of
the fact that the coat (where the acid was found) belonged to the laughing hippy anarchist
who had made such an arsehole of them a year before, or that he was the same colourful
character that had been handing out leaflets about Stonehenge 2 in the streets of London just
a few days ago.”
Rimbaud continues with his version of events, saying that,
“Wally was prescribed massive doses of a drug called Largactil…When we attempted to visit
Wally in hospital we were informed that no one but his close relatives could see him. His
father had died and his mother and sister, neither of whom would have anything to do with
him, were abroad. Gambling on the chance that the staff knew little about his family
background, one of us, posing as Wally’s sister, finally gained access to the hospital. The aim
of the visit, apart from simply wanting to see Wally, was to plan a means of kidnapping him…”
“…On our second visit, two of us were able to see him without arousing suspicion. We had
hoped to finalise the kidnap plan, but we found him in such a bad state that we decided it
could be damaging to him to have to deal with the kind of movements we had planned…The
injections of a drug called Modecate, of which he was receiving doses massively above those

recommended by the manufacturers, were creating increasingly serious side effects that were
not being treated…Meanwhile, Stonehenge 2 took place. This year thousands of people
turned up and for over two weeks the authorities were unable to stop the festivities. Woodfires, tents and tepees, free food stalls, stages and bands, music and magic. Flags flew and
kites soared. Naked children played in the woodlands, miniature Robin Hoods celebrating
their material poverty…Everywhere there was singing and dancing. Indian flutes wove
strange patterns of sound around the ever present bird song. The beat of drums echoed the
hollow thud of axe on wood. Old friends met new, hands touched, bodies entwined, minds
expanded and, in one tiny spot on our earth, love and peace was a reality. Just ten miles
down the road, Wally Hope, the man whose vision and hard work had made that reality
possible, was being pumped full of poisons in the darkness of a hospital cell…”
“A couple of days after the last person had left the festival site, Wally was, without warning,
set free…It took Wally two days to drive his rainbow coloured car from the hospital to our
home. Seventy miles in two days, two days of terror…When he finally arrived in our house he
was in a worse condition than when we had seen him at the hospital; he was barely able to
walk and even the simplest of tasks was impossible for him…This pale shadow of the person
who we had once known now found it agony to sit in the sun, his feet and hands would swell
up in a distorted mess…We tried to teach him to walk properly again, but he was unable to
co-ordinate and his left arm would swing forward with his left leg, his right with his right.
Sometimes we were able to laugh about it, but the laughter always gave way to tears. We
couldn’t understand and we were afraid.”
“Finally, in desperation, we got Wally to a doctor friend who diagnosed his condition as being
‘chronic dyskinesia’, a disease brought about through overdoses of Modecate and similar
drugs. Wally had been made into a cabbage and worse, an incurable one.”
“Bit by bit, the realisation that he was doomed to live in a half-world of drug induced idiocy
made its way into what was left of Wally’s brain. On the third of September 1975, unable to
face another day, perhaps hoping that death might offer more to him than what was left of life,
Wally Hope overdosed on sleeping pills and choked to death on the vomit that they induced.”
Other writers, including his friend Tim Abbot, say that Wally attended the 1975 People’s
Festival at Watchfield (the Windsor event was moved, partly at the instigation of Sid Rawle).
Tim wrote in 1990, “It is from the curious circumstances which surround his last few months
that the myths and legends are created. His vision had a surreal clarity but his grasp of the
necessities and realities of life was too fragile for him to challenge the establishment head-on
and survive intact. We shall remember
him.”
Nigel Ayers referred to the Rimbaud theory
of the authorities being out to get Wally as
a “death cult story. One of the surviving
Wallies, Chris Wally, a resident of the
Traveller Tipi Village in South Wales was
recorded by CJ Stone: “He thought it was
no wonder that Phil had been certified
back then. He must have sounded mad
with all his strange declarations: ‘I am the
son of the sun. Acid is the sacrament.’ All
that stuff. And he pooh-poohed the idea of
using any kind of conspiracy theory to
explain the motivations of the powers-thatbe…His death was brought on as much by
his own intransigence – and by their failure
to understand what he was trying to say –
as by any dark machinations.”
Phil’s old friend Nick is not sure. He told
me:

“After the mental hospital in Salisbury, Phil came and stayed with us in Branscombe in Devon.
He was like an old man. He could barely speak or walk. He said the doctors had overdosed
him on purpose, saying, ‘Get off Cloud Nine, sonny’. We tried to walk him along by the
beach, but he’d lost it by then. We put him on the train for Ongar in Essex where he was to
stay with the Hatfields, who were doctors. We never saw him again. He was totally burnt out.”
However, the myth has more than lived on. It has become internalised into successive
generations of Festival goers and Travellers. In 1976, a specially constructed little wooden
box containing Wally’s ashes was taken to the Stones. On the outside was engraved the
words: WALLY HOPE DIED 1975 AGED 29 A VICTIM OF IGNORANCE
Nigel Ayers describes the events:
“The next year (1976) a whisper went round that someone had turned up with ashes from
Wally’s cremation. At midday, within the Sarsen circle, Sid Rawle said a few mystical words
over the small wooden box and a bunch of us scattered Wally’s mortal remains over the
Stones. I took a handful of ashes out to sprinkle on the Heel stone, and as I did so, a breeze
blew up and I got a bit of Wally in the eye.”

