D.R.C.C. and TCC

By way of explanation, the D stands for Dundee, the two C’s for Crisis Centre, the R, I have to be tactful with as the last time I made full reference to it on my Home Page certain unpalatable sites zeroed in on it and I spent months trying to rid my site of them. Suffice it to say it’s an offence predominantly against women, though not exclusively.

I opened the local newspaper to read that D.R.C.C. had run out of funding and was going to have to close its doors, thus robbing the area of an important supportive service.

After some thought I asked my female backing vocalist if she would consider contacting them on my behalf. My initial idea was to see if I could help in any way, perhaps a concert.
Once contact had been made I was invited to meet with Laurie Matthew who was responsible for setting up and running the centre. It was at that meeting that I discovered the varied requirements of the team. There was a lot of immediate support for recent victims but also for people who had suffered many years previously and could only now talk about it. They had plans to reach out to schools giving advice on recognising, reporting and dealing with abuse. In short it was more involved than I had thought.

I wondered about Lottery grants but they had been rejected as they weren’t ‘high profile enough’. Laurie said they were desperate, had exhausted all avenues and had no where left to turn. A concert wasn’t going to suffice so it was back to the drawing board. I was busy in the studios recording Another Que Sera album so I wondered about taking a track and donating the proceeds. The worry there, was that it might be construed as me trying to get publicity from their misfortunes, apart from the worry that we might only sell three copies. It had to be bigger than that. How about if we put together a compilation album of local artistes, famous and not-so, who could donate a track thus avoiding heaps of outlay in studio time and logistics of booking bands in etc?
All I would have to do would be to contact a selection of said musicians, request a track, organise an order, get it mastered and printed and hey presto, job done, couple of weeks max! There would be some outlay on studio time for mastering and printing but I’m sure I could stir up interest from local businesses to fund this part. Some of my own Que Sera time could be donated towards this end. This was sounding like a plan.
It was encouraging to find all the Dundee musicians only too keen to help whether they were based in the city, in Glasgow or in London. Some I knew personally and had done favours for in days gone by so they were happy to repay. Others I knew of but our paths had never crossed but they were every bit as helpful. Funding was the next hurdle. I reckoned a new business might want the exposure and chatted to 

Monteath’s my accountant about it. He suggested a new firm of solicitors in the city, Muir Myles and Lafferty, might be interested as they were young and forward thinking. There I sat, in MM&L’s new offices three of them and one of me. I promised Press, Radio and TV coverage which was happily accepted. The deal clincher was the permanence of the advertising. A flyer or newspaper ad ends up in a bin or as a fish supper wrapping. The CD would carry their name and info, everyone who picked it up would see their name and once someone had tired listening to it they would pass it on to a friend or put it in a second hand music store resulting in continuous advertising. The figure we needed was around £2½ thousand. The firm readily accepted. 
Many of the local based acts handed their demos in by return while the better known acts, through no fault of their own, had managers and record companies to deal with.

So, Accountants, Solicitors, Press, Radio, TV, Artistes, Managers, Recording Companies, Studio engineer, Mastering suite, my couple of weeks started to expand. We were somewhere into month two and I still had nothing to show except a handful of Demos and a lot of positive interest. I still had to find an artist to create the cover, a print studio to print the sleeves, and a printing company to produce flyers and posters. This was becoming a full time job. So much so that my own project had to be put on hold as I had to make myself available for everyone, when it best suited them, to drive this venture forward. I managed to source all the necessary assistance needed but still the months moved on. I seemed to be constantly sitting by my phone, listening back to voicemails, returning calls to execs who had just left the building, confirming in writing to all and sundry while still trying to rehearse, gig and earn a living. There does come a point when you feel you’re drowning in a sea of officialdom. Even the unexpected, PRS refusing us permission to release the album, meant a mammoth amount of extra communication. What part of ‘charity’ did they not understand? 
And then, suddenly, I spied the proverbial ‘light at the end of the tunnel’. I appeared to have all the required bits and bobs in all the salient positions. All I needed to do now was push the button. Or maybe not. Something had happened with the Mastering/Printing side of the job and it transpired that we would need more than double the original sum. I approached the firm to see how they felt about this and they smiled and signed the cheque. There were still smaller expenses to cover regarding photocopying, posters and flyers. Some companies still had to cover basic overheads. A handful of local businesses came riding to the rescue and funded this shortfall. Button was duly pushed.
Wheels started processing and printing and ‘After The Storm’ was, at long last, released. Several local stores stocked it and it sold, for a local album, incredibly well. Both BBC and Grampian TV covered it in their ‘and finally’ part of the programmes. I’d organised every act to autograph some CD sized pages with the intention of raffling them on air. The controller of the local radio station said he would take it off my hands and deal with it which delighted and surprised me as he had his own radio station’s children’s charity to run at the same time. I thought it might have clashed or taken proceeds away from him but he obviously saw it differently from me. I handed over the signed CD’s, listened on and off, asked friends if they’d heard anything and, once the station had finished their own auction, the CD’S were returned to me. 

Laurie phoned to tell me that the Lottery grant people had been in touch and were keen to give them a grant, securing safety for the ensuing couple of years. The reason? They were now high profile. She was later honoured with an OBE which was very well deserved considering the sacrifices she’d made to keep the centre afloat.
It had taken me approximately six months from inception to signing off. I looked up to find my band had splintered and the studio was up-dating its equipment making my recordings obsolete. Other musical ventures needed my attention too and so Another Que Sera never actually saw the finished light of day. It survives only as fuzzy demos on the Webpage.

I still reckon it was worth the swap.
