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CHAPTER 1  
Follow Me –The Drifters 
(Atlantic AT 4034 - 1965) 

 
Sunday 6 – Monday 7 August 1967 

 “…nothing will ever change how I feel about James, Mrs. MacKinnon. I love him, and I will 
never leave or abandon him. He needs me, and I need him. He means everything to me.” 
    Mack walked in on the conversation surprising his mother and Angie. Cradling his baby 
sister in his arms, he brought their conversation to an abrupt end. “She’s asleep, Mum. Angie 
and I have to go if we’re to catch the train. Do you want me to carry her upstairs to the cot?” 
    Tears formed in his mother’s eyes. Jane MacKinnon was losing him. Her youngest son was 
leaving home to start a new life.  
    “Yes, please, James. Don’t close the bedroom door so I can hear her if she cries.” 
 It was the unnatural stillness that was so depressing as he carried the tiny bundle upstairs. 
There was an eerie sense of emptiness filling the house as he went to his parent's bedroom. It 
occurred to him that by the time his baby sister was his age, he would be thirty-five, almost 
thirty-six. His parent's daughter would be younger than their first grandchild. That was a 
mind-bending thought. How would that work out? Both his parents would be in their early 
sixties and ready for retirement.  At that moment, he vowed he would love her 
unconditionally and watch over his sister  
as she grew up.  
 Tenderly he laid the sleeping infants in her cot, placing a tiny kiss on her forehead before 
covering her. She uttered a small touching sound as though she sensed he was leaving.  
 Mack passed his bedroom with a silent sigh. It would be there for him when he came back 
to visit. Now the time had arrived to confront the future and begin to live an independent life. 
Making the break was a big step filling him with sadness. He glanced up to the empty attic 
bedroom where Effy had slept, pausing as he passed. Nothing would ever be the same again 
after today. 
 When it came to avoiding the creaking step on the stairs, he took extra care coming down 
to the hallway. He watched as Angie slipped on her grey and white herringbone jacket. The 
two women embraced, and his mother gave Angie a hug and a kiss on the cheek. This was a 
first. 
 “Look after him, Angie.” 
 “I will.” 
 His mother knew he and Angie would live together sharing a flat, but she had said 
nothing, neither disapproving nor approving. “The taxi’s arrived. You’d better get these cases 
taken down. Look after Angie and yourself. I hope it works out well for everyone. 
Remember, there will always be a home here for you if you want to return. I’ll pray for you 
every day.” 
    He hugged his mum, whispering in her ear. “Thank you, Mum. Thank you for everything. 
I’ll be back on a visit before you know it.” 
    His mother was fighting back the tears. He knew she’d start crying once they were gone.    
 The journey to Bradford’s Exchange station was in silence. Angie gripped his hand tightly 
as they passed White’s Terrace, Effy’s old home. They said nothing. A minute or so later, 
speeding past St. Patrick’s church, the memory of how he’d met Effy returned with 
unexpected vividness. So much had happened this past month, not all for the best or how he 
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would have wished. He swept the memories from his thoughts. There was no point in 
dredging them up now. What had happened, had happened, it could not be undone. 
    The weekend had been too short. Mack and Angie had spent most of the time packing up 
Den’s van with the things they would need in London. The few hours spent with Tom and his 
friends in Halifax during the weekend had flown.  
 His cousin had not been his usual joking and light-hearted self. That was no surprise. Tom 
and Ellen had, more or less, broken-up, and his cousin was down, more down than he’d ever 
known. Tom had not wanted Ellen to leave and live in London. After many long, 
heartbreaking conversations, Ellen had decided to pursue her modelling career. She was 
moving to London. Teacher training college was on hold for a year or two. Probably longer, if 
it ever happened at all. Meanwhile, his cousin had to remain in Halifax to complete his 
apprenticeship. 
 Mack felt responsible for the breakup. It was another burden to bear. If Ellen had not 
agreed to model for him, it could have been so different. Now she was in demand, working 
nearly every day. As one of the New Breed cooperative, her earnings were staggering. She 
was fast becoming accepted as an international fashion model, one of the three famous 
Halloran sisters. 
 The taxi drove up Bridge Street to drop them off outside the entrance to the Bradford 
Exchange station. A late evening train would get them into King’s Cross in the early hours of 
the morning.  
 They had agreed to travel first class to have some privacy. Celebrity status was still a 
novelty. Being accosted by strangers for several hours on a train journey was something they 
would rather skip. Mack was less known, and that was the advantage of working as a fashion 
photographer. The face behind the camera attracted far less publicity. Angie was another 
matter. Her face was becoming too well known. She now had to disguise her appearance 
when travelling to and from shoots in the capital.  Even doing a simple food shop was 
becoming a problem. 
 They had the carriage to themselves.  
    “So, have you enjoyed living with me so far?” Angie asked him, rubbing the tip of her nose 
on his cheek. 
    “You know I have.” The hint of sandalwood from her Bourjois perfume filled his nostrils. 
“I’m looking forward to spending more time together as a twosome. So, let’s make the best of 
it.” 
    “It’s our honeymoon period. I only hope you don’t get fed of me.” She ran her fingers 
through his hair. “We’ll need to look around for a decent hairdresser. Unless you’re planning 
to grow your hair long to look like one of the Rolling Stones.” 
 He knew she was teasing him. No matter what, he would keep his hair short with a razored 
parting like any self-respecting Mod. Mack took pride in his well-groomed appearance, and 
he wasn’t about to change. A sharp dress sense made him stand out in a crowd. 
    “Seeing as we don’t have to be up early in the morning,” Angie continued, “and seeing as 
we’ve gone without having sex since Thursday…” 
    “You know what your problem is, Angie Thornton?” 
    “What? That I’m insatiable? A bit of a nympho?” The sparkle in his dark-eyed beauty 
signalled teasing foreplay. “Where you’re concerned, I am. I can’t get enough of you.” 
 “And I can’t get enough of you,” He replied, grinning. 
     They kissed, their lips melting into one another. Afterwards, they sat in silence, Mack, 
with his arm around her. Angie rested her head against his shoulder, her hand over his heart. 
The noise of the speeding trains on the rails was the only sound they could hear. The gentle 
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rattling of the carriage had a soothing effect. 
    “I don’t know about you,” Angie began, “but leaving Yorkshire to live in London feels so 
weird.” 
    “Why?” 
 “It’s like I’m abandoning my family and friends. I’ll miss seeing Gill, Den, and my 
parents. I’ll miss going down The Plebs and the Vic Lounge with the crowd. We won’t be 
able to get over to The Twisted Wheel in Manchester either. We’ll be too far away. It’s going 
to feel strange. What about you?” 
     Mack sighed and said nothing for several seconds. “I suppose I feel much the same as you. 
After all, it is a big step we're taking. We could always change our minds and go back to the 
way we were?”  
 “What? And give up all that lovely money we’re earning?” 
     Angie was right. They couldn’t. He loved the creative challenge, and she loved modelling. 
More than that, she loved haggling and negotiating fees for the girls in the New Breed as their 
agent. For an eighteen-year-old, she was tenacious when negotiating face to face.  Mistaking 
her for some silly young woman with big ideas was a big mistake. She was unnerving when it 
came to dealing with middle-aged male executives. Listening to her in action was a mind-
expanding experience. Any illusions they had about her being a young simpering chit of a girl 
they could trample over usually ended abruptly. Angie refused to be ignored or bowed. She 
wasn’t one of their female underlings and made it clear. Her take it or leave it attitude 
annoyed some, who walked away. After reflecting, they more often returned agreeing to her 
demands. The idea that she would come chasing back after them never worked. Where 
business was concerned, Angie Thornton was eighteen going on forty with a committed 
ruthless attitude. 
 He’d watched the fearless way she had handled the middle-aged executives from the 
cosmetic agency. Any impression they may have had of getting their way had disappeared in 
the encounter. She possessed a sweet and winning cheekiness with enough steeliness for them 
to know she meant what she said. Mack had noticed she now copied some of Pearl Piper’s 
techniques too. Angie was simply brilliant at what she did; they were the New Breed, young 
meteors blazing a trail from the North. 
 “Somehow, I don’t think we could ever go back. We’ve come too far, and we’re in too 
deep, and besides, our lives have to be an adventure and count for something. I don’t want to 
live my life filled with regrets at missed opportunities. We have to take the chances and the 
risks that go with them in life.” 
    “You’re right. We’d only regret it. It’s too big an opportunity to miss. We’re on the express 
train to success. It is going to be an adventure, and I can’t wait.” She turned towards him, her 
smile overpowering him. “I’m going to save like mad to buy a place of our own. I don’t want 
to keep renting. What they want in rent in London is criminal. We should save and get a place 
of our own.” 
   “Good idea.” He kissed her on the forehead. ‘That’s what we’ll do. We’ll start a home 
buying fund as soon as we’ve settled in properly.” 
 The taxi journey from King’s Cross to Radnor Walk in Chelsea took thirty minutes. In 
daytime traffic, it could take forty or more minutes. Hester Clayton’s estate agent 
acquaintance had taken them to see the flats in Earls Courts. Then he’d suggested something a 
little more upmarket. They’d ended up in Radnor Walk off the King’s Road. The two flats 
here were convenient for the Moods Mosaic boutique. They had moved in the following day 
after the viewing. Angie had signed the lease within an hour. Under more normal 
circumstances, it would have taken a while longer, but they had been in a rush to become 
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independent. 
 Hester had been delighted when they had settled for the flat in Radnor Walk. It was close 
to her apartment in nearby Sloane Square. Knowing they were moving there had brought 
squeals of delight from her. 
    The third-floor flat was a decent size. It wasn’t huge, but it had two bedrooms, the smallest 
was a bijou single. There was a bathroom that was equally small but at least it was new. The 
flat would do for now.  The kitchen was a decent size and plumbed for a washing machine. 
Getting a new one up the stair was going to be a challenge. 
 The first item Angie had bought was a new divan bed and bedding. The double bed had 
arrived the day after she bought it from Heals in the Tottenham Court Road. Angie had 
definite plans for how she wanted the flat to look. Her shopping list was extensive. She 
intended to furnish their home the way she wanted. As soon as possible new curtains, a 
washing machine, and a fridge would arrive from Selfridges. These topped her extensive 
shopping list along with carpets and rugs. Not far from the top of that list was a television set. 
With the money, she’d earned from modelling buying these items for cash gave her a big 
kick. She’d promised him there was never ever going to be any HP buying now the money 
was flowing in.  
 While she removed her makeup and readied for bed he unpacked some of his things 
finding places for the items. His scooter would arrive in Den’s van along with a few personal 
items like books and his record collection. The Dansette record player would be among his 
possessions. In the meantime, they could listen to his Bush transistor radio. 
 Angie’s nighty was intentionally seductive. A skimpy, crimson baby doll affair, it was 
lacy and see-through. Provocatively dancing in front of him, she giggled and began a vocal 
rendition of Dave Rose’s The Stripper. They fell into bed exhausted but excited to be back in 
their new nest. Snuggling up to Mack, she whispered in his ear, “It takes two to tangle, so 
peel the undies off your walking, talking, living doll, and let's get connected, Jimmy Mack.” 
  Sex that night was explosive. 

 


