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Missing 
Mister 

Thistlethwaite
To the majority, he remains an unknown. A forgotten footnote in 

the annals of folk music, one who released a series of obscure albums 
back in the distant ’70s. 

Yet, to those who were fortunate enough to know him, those who will 
o!en raise a glass and a smile in his memory, or to those who truly 

appreciate his relatively small catalogue of music, he lives on, simply 
because of the warmth and love he shared, his overbearing talent and 
generosity – or simply because of the wonderful music he le! behind. 

Without them, there would have been no Scotty. 
MALCOLM C SEARLES digs deep to discover more of COLIN SCOT, 

his music and why his myth looms so large in the minds of so few 

W hen Colin Scot died in his adopted home city of Amsterdam in 1999, 
there were reportedly few people in attendance at his funeral which, 
given that the man had shared and received so much affection during his 
lifetime, is somewhat surprising to hear. But, then again, having isolated 
himself away from the general hub of the music industry for nigh on a 

decade or more, one can understand the lack of awareness surrounding the tragic 
circumstances. Consumed by sadness following the dissolution of his recent marriage, 
he had delved even further into the murky world of alcohol and substance abuse 
which, again, given the fact that here was a man who would regularly jump up 
onstage with a pint glass full to the brim of gin and tonic, didn’t seem possible, given 
the near-legendary status of his drinking habits. But, aided by the continuous intake 
of his favoured Gitanes cigarettes, the lifestyle eventually caught up with him; liver 
and, ultimately heart failure brought about by the years of excess.  
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Born Colin Scott Thistlethwaite, on 17th 
March 1941, in County Durham, in the 
north-east of England, he spent much of 
his teenage years living in Ontario, 
Canada where his family had relocated 
during the ’50s. However, ever on the 
move, once he hit college age he moved 
down to the warmer climes of southern 
California, attending Cal-State University 
in Los Angeles, and it was here that he 
gradually began immersing himself in the 
burgeoning late ’50s/early ’60s music 
scene, developing a love for rock ’n’ roll, 
the blues, Buddy Holly (whom he saw in 
concert) and, later, The Beatles. 

Teaming up with fellow student Bud 
Hedrick, and taking on a shorter surname, 
the duo would perform 
regularly at Disneyland, 
entertaining the crowds 
at Coke Corner. “Scot 
was on banjo and six- 
and 12-string guitars, 
and I was on ragtime 
piano,” Bud recalled in 
later years. “While 
theoretically we were 
supposed to be there to 
play the old ragtime 
tunes from that era, we 
adapted all the modern 
songs of the day, from 
Dylan to rock and 
mixed it in with the 
jazz. Plus, he would write 
songs, and we’d do them too.” 

In late ’65, fearing the Vietnam draft, he 
joined up with members of fellow 
Disneyland outfit The Yachtsmen, 
renaming themselves as The What’s New, 
and headed off to France to take up a 
residency at the Casino de Paris in the 
nation’s capital (see Shindig! #124) where, 
despite hitting the higher reaches of the 
French charts, they suffered from poor 
management and dissolved shortly 
afterwards. Thus began his European 
sojourn. 

After an initial nine-month period co-
running and performing in a bar in 
Mallorca, by late ’67 Scotty (as he was 
affectionately referred to) had upped sticks 
once again and, with just £200 in his 
pocket, moved back to the land of his 
birth, and was now living in the heart of 
London. “After 13 years, nobody knew 

me anymore,” he 
would later say. “I had 
to build everything up 
again from scratch.” 

Yet, with the hip 
sounds of the 
swinging city all 
around him, he 
seemingly shunned the 
vivacious lifestyle on 
offer and took up 
residency on the UK 
folk scene. Gradually, 
he began to integrate 
himself amongst the 

elite of the circuit, taking spots alongside 
the likes of Martin Carthy, Bert Jansch, 
Davey Graham and John Renbourn in the 
Les Cousins downstairs bar in Soho, at 
London’s Troubadour or further afield in 
the numerous folk venues and coffee 
houses across the country. “The folk 
world in England is actually one big 
family. Everyone knows everyone. They 
all help each other out…” 

Nineteen sixty-nine found Scotty 
falling in with The Strawbs, sharing the 
guidance of their manager, Phillipa Clare, 
and offering support at a few of their 
shows. The following year saw him as the 
opening act for The Beach Boys at their 
Hammersmith Odeon concert (ironically, 
the second time he’d fulfilled the role, The 
What’s New having supported them in 
Paris four years earlier). 

By now, his onstage repertoire was 

varying between the traditional folk 
sounds of Ian & Sylvia’s ‘Four Strong 
Winds’, alongside a mixture of Beatles 
tunes, James Taylor compositions and old 
rock ’n’ roll and George Formby 
standards, accompanying himself on 
guitar and banjo, and all interspersed with 
humorous one-liners and jokes that 
endeared him to the audiences. He was 
like of breath of fresh air to many who 
followed the folk trail. The ladies loved 
the dimple-cheeked, handsome charm 
although, even now, he was beginning to 
gain a reputation as both a womaniser and 
a hard drinker. Davey Johnstone, later 
guitarist for Elton John, knew him during 
this period and recalled in the liner notes 
of Esoteric’s 2021 reissue of Colin Scot. 
“He was a sweetheart. I was very 
impressed with the amount of girlfriends 
he used to have, [but] he also gave me an 
awful lot of himself… his passion and his 
liquor supply, in equal measure!” 

 

Nineteen seventy-one, however, 
proved to be a breakthrough year 
for Scot. Having signed with 

United Artists, his eponymous solo debut 
was released to much critical acclaim but 
little commercial success. With a seasoned 
supporting crew of Jon Anderson, Rick 
Wakeman, Peter Gabriel, Phil Collins, 
Peter Hammill, Davey Johnstone and 
Robert Fripp, it was a confident mix of 
cover songs and originals with, in 
particular, renditions of Martin Hall’s ‘Do 
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Bud Hedrick and Colin Scot perform on 
Coke Corner, Disneyland, circa 1964 
(left); with The What’s New on Belgian 
TV (this pic); on the 1971 King Crimson 
tour with ‘Mox’ Gowland and Ray Glynn 
(below); press ad for ’71’s debut 45
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The Dance Now, Davey’, and ‘You’re 
Bound To Leave Me Now’, along with 
Harvey Andrews’ ‘Hey! Sandy’ and 
Johnstone’s own ‘The Boatman’ being 
outstanding cuts. Unfortunately, UA put 
little support behind the project, perhaps 
unsure of how to market him. He wasn’t 
quite the purist folkie, or in the singer-
songwriter mould of Nick Drake. Nor 
was he offering the increasingly 
commercial approach of, say, Al Stewart.  

Yet, despite the lack of sales afforded to 
it, Scotty went on to promote the release, 
and the accompanying 45 issue of ‘Hey! 
Sandy’, with further appearances, 
including slots on BBC local radio, along 
with performances at London’s 
Roundhouse, The Cambridge Folk 
Festival and, bizarrely, a week’s residency 
in Morocco, entertaining the tourist trail.  

A surviving audio recording from the 
’71 Cambridge Folk Festival, with fellow 
guitarist Jo Partridge accompanying him 
onstage, reveals the mixture of the song 
selection, ranging again from excerpts 
taken from the newly released album, 
through his favoured James Taylor songs, 
to some traditional, blues-styled numbers, 
one of which, ‘Disneyland Blues’, 
humorously hailed back to his days 
singing on Coke Corner. Once again, it 
was the diversity of the chosen material 
that made the set so interesting on the ear. 
Plus, with Scotty, accompanied by the 
ever-present drink alongside him, you 
ever knew quite what story or interjection 

composed by Jo 
Partridge. By following 
this up with a gentle 
reworking of The 
Fleetwoods’ ’59 #1, 
‘Mr Blue’, a 
thoroughly enjoyable 
interpretation of Paul 
Brady’s ‘Continental 
Trailways Bus’, and 
then a second stunning 
ballad, ‘Analine’, he 
issued what can be 
arguably recognised as 
the strongest sequence 

of songs from his entire, brief recording 
career. Sadly, the weaker selection on the 
flip side (including a version of the Dave 
Cousins/Strawbs composition ‘The Man 
Who Called Himself Jesus’), hurt the 
consistency of the opening salvo and it is 
perhaps understandable why the album 
failed to reach a wider audience. Then 
again, it certainly didn’t help that the 
eventual release just sounded too dark and 
murky, which, according to friend and 
session player David Etheridge, was a 
result of [producer] Robin Cable 
“undertaking the mixing and overdubbing 
in Trident Studios at just insane levels. 
Motörhead had nothing on him!”, thus 
leaving the record bearing little 
relationship to how it sounded in the 
studio. Whatever the reasons, it was 
swiftly cast aside by both label and public, 
never to see a reissue (a fate also suffered 
by its predecessor). One can only 
imagine… 

In the meantime, Scot continued 
plugging away on the endless touring 
circuit, by now regularly accompanied by 
guitarist Ray Glynn and harmonica 
wizard ‘Mox’ Gowland, including further 
supporting slots with both Strawbs and 
King Crimson. “Oh man,” Scot was later 
to recount to Melody Maker. “When we 
did that Crimson tour, we were shit-hot. 
As a three-piece we were insane. Moxxy 
was playing harmonica, Ray was playing 
multi-instruments, and I was carrying the 
bass and drums parts on a 12-string. 
Warners gave us a couple of grand to do 
the tours, but basically, they treated us as 
a tax loss...” 

Following the 21-date ’74 Strawbs tour, 
disillusioned with life in London and his 
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you 

would get. 
Appearing 
on the BBC 
Night Ride 
With Jon 

Curles radio show, he offered up a host of 
new compositions, along with a lengthy 
medley of Bob Dylan songs, whilst 
admitting on air that “everyone is getting 
smashed, and it’s lovely…”. 

“I was 16 and had moved to London a 
few months previously when I got the gig 
with Scotty,” recalls Jo Partridge today. “I 
was with him for about a year and learned 
a great deal from him during that time. 
He was extremely generous.” 

Unfortunately, United Artists chose not 
to take up the option of a second release. 
Instead, under the guidance of new 
management, Scot switched allegiances to 
Warner Brothers, who were reportedly 
keen at the time to find their own version 
of a “British James Taylor”. Subsequently, 
he cut the Just Another Clown album in ’73 
for them, followed by Out Of The Blue 
(’74). Again, neither saw any significant 
sales figures although, despite the 
somewhat mediocre selection of some of 
the chosen material, both do conjure sheer 
moments of pure delight. The first 45 
released from Just Another Clown, the 
somewhat twee lyrical approach of 
‘Edward And Charley And Me’, composed 
by Scotty himself for a lady friend’s two 
young children, remains beautiful in its 
simplistic innocence.  

However, never one to stick with 
tradition, for the ’74 release he bravely 
opened the record with a tender ballad, 
albeit one that is, without question, one 
of his finest vocal recordings; ‘Smile’ as 

“A beacon and a natural 
Pied Piper.” Scot in 1971; 
the same year’s guest-
heavy debut album

“When we did that Crimson 
tour, we were shit-hot. As a three-

piece we were insane. Moxxy 
was playing harmonica, Ray was 
playing multi-instruments, and I 

was carrying the bass and 
drums parts on a 12-string”
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regular dealings with Warners, he 
upped sticks once again and, in his own 
words, “completely flipped and pissed 
off to Amsterdam, which was the 
closest haven in a storm”. 

Despite developing a friendly niche 
for himself within the Dutch 
community, the drinking continued to 
spiral onwards, brought about by the 
memories of the endless UK touring. 
“What happened was… well, it was the 
madness days for all of us. Six nights a 
fucking week just to keep it going and I’d 
worked up to two bottles of whisky a 
day. We were always boozers, but it was 
getting like fuel to get to the next gig. 
I’m not a docile character y’know? I like 
to boogie, but coming to London is like 
having nothing to do when you come off 
the road.”  

Only one more recording was officially 
issued under his own name. An obscure 
45, released in the Netherlands on RCA in 
’77. Neither ‘Mandolin Man’ nor ‘Boris’ 
are memorable or particularly strong, 
both more akin to some of the more 
commercial pop aspects of fellow 
Geordies Lindisfarne. But, by this time, 
both punk and disco had rolled in over the 
musical wastelands and had pretty much 
confined the old singer-songwriter 
brigade to the small provincial clubs from 
where they had originated. Scotty 
detested both. “Boney M? What’s that 
latest thing they’ve done? ‘Holi-holi-day’ 
or something. It’s Polly Wolly Doodle all 
the fucking day, isn’t it? Typical, man. 
Rip off a tune, put stupid words on it and 
you’ve got a #1. There’s such a gap in the 
music scene, nobody knows what’s 
coming next. Everybody says disco is on 

the way out, thank 
Christ. Yet the guys 
who are still in 
control of the 
industry now are 
still saying, ‘Is there 
a single on the 
album?’ What do 
you do?” 

Scot’s regular 
performances in and 
around Amsterdam, 
despite the relatively 
small audiences he 
would pull in, have 
become almost 
legendary in the 
ensuing years. “He 
used to regularly 
play at the Folk 
Fairport club on the 
Thursday evenings,” 
comments Coen Bos, who 
got to know Scot during 
this period. “He would 
quite often get together 
with Mike Silver. They 
used to sing the Everlys’ 
‘Bye Bye Love’, amongst 
others. Later on in life, we 
moved to Hoorn, north of 
Amsterdam, where I saw him 

perform again in a local 
club.” 

Tapes still circulate 
amongst those “in the 
know”, with one 
performance at Club 
Bibelot in Dordrecht, 
being a favourite 
amongst Scotty 
collectors. This 78-
minute radio broadcast, 
taped in January ’77, 
takes both him and his 
audience on a full 
musical journey from his 
Disneyland roots, 
through the influential 
songs of Dylan and his 
love of the blues to a 
heartfelt gutsy rendition 

of Bob Marley’s ‘No 
Woman, No Cry’. 
Accompanied only by his 
guitar, his love of 
performing and humour 
shines through and the 
featured rendition of 
‘Mandolin Man’ redeems 
any shortcomings that the 
studio version had to 
offer. “The people who 
come [to see me], it’s my 
job to give those people 
some cheer and a little bit 
of dreaming. Of course 
I’m serious. But if I’m 
serious all night, nobody 
listens. I’m a big fan of 
Jacques Brel. Contrast is 
very important. One 

moment you’re laughing and 
the next moment he’s razor-
sharp. That way it sticks. 
I’m a poet. When I was 16, 
I thought the whole world 
wanted to listen to me. 
When I was 20, 20,000 

people. Now I’m happy if I 
can do four, five or six songs 

in one night that stick.” 
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“It was the 
madness days for all of 

us. Six nights a fucking 
week just to keep it 

going and I’d worked up 
to two bottles of whisky 

a day. We were always 
boozers, but it was 

getting like fuel to get to 
the next gig”

A drink and a song. Scot signs 
to Warner Bros in 1973; the ’74 
Strawbs tour; beermat from 
Scot’s adopted home of 
Amsterdam’s Folk Fairport Café
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He was to 
occasionally 
return to British 

shores, coming home 
briefly towards the end of 
the decade and settling in, 
of all places, the musical 
backwaters of Bishops 
Stortford. During the ’79 
Melody Maker interview, 
he discussed plans for resuming touring 
activities with his old sparring partner 
Ray Glynn, albeit one that would avoid 
the endless pitfalls of previous years. Yet, 
it was not to be, and before long the lure 
of a low-key existence in Amsterdam 
returned. “In the club de Teerling, you 
can actually get Newcastle Brown Ale. It’s 
unbelievable. Half pint bottles…” he 
would enthuse, although, more often than 
not, it was the gin or blue label vodka that 
would become his constant companion. 

His voice was also still to appear on 
various collections. A privately pressed 
cassette release entitled Lesley Lady Love, 
made up of a selection of self-composed 
songs, appeared during the early ’90s, as 
did an appearance on ’94 Dutch 
compilation CD Nomad Music, credited to 
Lucas Amor, featuring what is presumably 
his final recorded vocal. “Nobody loves 
you when you’re down and out,” he sings 
in a dark bluesy voice, scarred by the 
alcohol and cigarettes, accompanied by his 
solitary guitar and the sound of Amor’s 
lonely violin.  

“Some may ask why he wasn’t more 
successful,” David Etheridge reflected 
recently. “Part of it may be that he got 
star struck by some of the people he was 
dealing with and lost direction. Ironically, 
I saw him get really upset at how [Irish 
musician] Jonathan Kelly was surrounded 
by sycophants at a prestigious gig and lost 
his inner direction, yet Scotty may not 
have realised the same thing was 
happening to him when thrust into the 
limelight.” 

Today, his name is all but forgotten, 
except by the few who hold onto his 
memory dearly. Posthumous success has 
since evaded him, although his close 
friend, fellow musician Allan Taylor later 
immortalised his legacy in song (‘Crazy 
Amsterdam’). However, even during his 
later years his composing talents were 
often recognised around his adopted 
homeland. In ’84, fellow ex-pat, Sue 
Chaloner covered a composition of 
Scotty’s titled ‘Missing Mr Marley’, an 
inspiring tribute to another artist he so 
admired. Others have since followed suit, 
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including a wonderful live 
rendition by Dominic Earl 
& Kiki Graciet (available 
via YouTube). Sadly, 
despite committing the 
song to tape himself, his 
own version has never 
publicly surfaced, except 
for a lone appearance on 
the aforesaid limited 

cassette. One day, one hopes. 
Reflecting over the loss of Scotty, Kevin 
Shipman, his former bandmate in The 
What’s New, later recounted for the 
Garage Hangover website; “Scotty was a 
beacon and a natural Pied Piper. Everyone 
loved him and he trusted everyone and 
was taken advantage of by many. 
Ultimately, his life was very difficult with 
bright chapters and many dark ones. In 
reflection, it could not have gone any 
other way. This was Scotty and there was 
no other life option for him. Music and 
entertaining was his passion, and alcohol 
was a demon none of us could exorcise 
from him. In the end, he should be 
remembered as a loving, caring, zany 
bundle of gifts and excesses. His was the 
life of the clown. Happy on the outside 
and often tortured within. He was one of 
a kind and he is missed…”  
 
With acknowledgements to Coen Bos, Bud 
Hedrick, David Etheridge, Kevin Shipman, 
John Knowler, Jo Partridge, Chris Bishop, Paul 
Brazier 

Cheers! 1974’s Out Of The 
Blue and ’77 Dutch single, 
Scot’s final release
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