I (Lionel) first met Paul Kelly in Melbourne Australia, way back when “punk-rock” was the latest new music craze, Paul was not a punk rocker in any way. I owned and managed a “clothes boutique” called “No Future-Last Daze”, we dressed the latest up and coming bands in ill-fitting paint splattered apparel, suitable for stage and day wear. Paul was a very shy thin serious young man of 25 years and played in his band called “The Dots”. Not a greatly successful band by any standards, but a nice bunch of “non punk, non attitude” serious musicians. Paul and I shared a mutual friend named Dennis, who had sister with the unbelievable name of Gay Power. Denis and I would attend Paul’s gigs with another friend Grant also in a band, going out with singer/ actress Jo Kennedy. Yes it was a small in-crowd community of punks and musicians living in St Kilda, and frequenting the now legendary Crystal Ballroom at the Seaview (George Hotel).

Other friends of note from those days were consecutively named Pearl Tapioca (Merle alias Marilyn), her sister Sid (Fiona) and young brother Kenny, all part of the clan McArthur. James Eden and Sven, their S&M friends Ian and Sandy, and psycho-logist Black-widow spiders (punk females who dressed entirely in black) were other members of “our gang”. 

Paul unfortunately lived on Punt Road Hill in a suburb half way between St Kilda and Fitzroy, another local punk band suburb also in Melbourne. So it came to pass, that at very late hours of the night and early morning poor Paul frequently played host to overnight stranded punks on their way back and forth between those various music venues. Paul did not even play at any of those venues to my knowledge, but did more respectable appearances at clubs that actually paid the bands for playing. 

My strangest experience whilst staying over at Paul and his then wife Hilary (actress) house was of going to one of his gigs and coming back to find that his Sydney house-guests (new band Mental as Anything) had placed un-opened cans of cat-food onto the gas-stove and his kitchen was splattered ceiling to floor with cat-food. The telephone was thrown outside his second floor window in the tree branches. On another occasion, when I stayed over we listened to his favorite 1960’s Rolling Stones discs staying warm drinking scotch and burning telephone directories to keep warm.

Paul was one of the first people to “discover” then new-wave band “The Cure”, and we looked after them on their first exploratory visit to Australia. The Cure stayed at local hotel Her Majesties in South Yarra, and played to an audience of….us, no-one else in the pub liked them, in fact when they played at dance-club Bombay Rock in Brunswick during their very short 4 day visit to Australia, we had to surround the stage to prevent local beer-can throwing, booing patrons from attempting to beat them up. Their performance was eventually abandoned as we all fled to a safer “punk/ new-wave friendly” suburb. During the very young, very shy Cures stay I think they spoke about 50 words in all, Paul and I played pool with them sometimes till morning in their hotel. We finally caught up again (for the first time in 25 years) at an opening night party for Victorian Opera, we still have some music tastes in common, and who would ever guess opera.  

