
 

 

Christian Musical Outreach in the 60s – a Memory 

I got my first guitar for Christmas when I was, I guess, about 14. At that time (1964) the Mersey 

Sound was in full flow, and I used to go with my parents (who were helpers) to a youth club dance 

on Saturday nights, where every week saw a different local band playing. “The Mafia” is the only 

name I remember. I learned the “Cavern Stomp” and took my first uncertain (dance) steps with real 

live girls. (Having been in single-sex schools from the age of seven, no mean feat ... or do I mean 

feet?) 

Of course, I got together with a group of friends from school (the Liverpool Institute, attended a few 

years before by Paul McCartney and George Harrison) and got enthusiastic about forming a band. 

That went nowhere, other than wasting £5 on a pickup I never used. 

In October 1966 I became a Christian, very unexpectedly, at the Eric Hutchings Crusade in the Empire 

Theatre, Liverpool. Unknown to me, my best friend Steve Taylor was a Christian (way to witness) and 

I “gegged in” on the evening having heard that there would be girls from the church there.  

Steve and his family were Pentecostals, and attended a small church in Belvidere Road, Toxteth, 

called Salem Tabernacle. I joined him there, and soon found that a few of the young people were in 

process of forming a a band, which they called “The Gospel Rhythms”. Twins Paul and Phil Wilson 

sang and played drums, Dave Mutch played rhythm guitar on an amazing old jazz Hofner with heavy 

strings, and Steve played lead on a wonderful cherry red Hofner Verithin.  



They were encouraged to play in services at the church. I still have a mental image of Steve’s dad 

standing at the back, face screwed up and fingers tight in his ears. 

Their practice room was a cellar beneath the Coal Board office on Aigburth Road, above which 

Dave’s family lived, and I was soon down there, aspiring to fill the gap on bass guitar. I spent a year 

furiously practising guitar in my bedroom, and beginning to write songs. One week I got to sit in with 

them and try out. A week later they announced that Steve’s cousin, Howard, was joining the band. 

Hey ho. 

His Servants and the Christian Coffee Bar Scene 

But my fame had obviously spread (!) because soon afterwards I got a call from another band, His 

Servants, who were looking for a rhythm guitarist. They were based at the time (if I remember 

correctly) at Richmond Baptist Church, on Breck Road, Anfield, and I duly auditioned. The singer, 

Elaine Howard, had been playing a 12-string guitar, but she wanted to focus on singing, so they were 

looking to fill the gap. I joined her, Geoff Gillotson, Derek Christopher and Albert (Bramall?) in the 

band. I remember wearing a fake-fur waistcoat for the first gig, and being mobbed by teenage girls 

(for the only time in my life). 

I remember little about those early days: not because of the drug-induced haze that 60s musicians 

enjoyed, but just because of advancing age. We played mostly local venues. This was the heyday of 

the Christian Coffee Bar. Churches with a big basement invested in lengths of fishing net and glass 

floats (remember them?), a makeshift stage and a short menu of coffee, tea and chocolate biscuits, 

then opened their door to the world. 

Some of them, especially around the Toxteth area, were quite wild, with the occasional fight 

breaking out; but they had a lasting impact. The Maranatha, in a now-demolished church by Princes 

Park gates, was the spiritual birthplace and training ground of a number of men and women who are 

still serving God today. I remember also La Puerta, also in Toxteth, but the names of others are lost 

to me. 

When I wasn’t playing with His Servants, I’d go along to the Maranatha to see other bands, including 

the Gospel Rhythms. I was writing some songs for them, as well as for His Servants.  

Early repertoires were very mixed, until people started developing the skills of writing their own 

songs. There were adapted hymns, black American spirituals, and American country gospel à la Hank 

Williams. We were trying to find a voice. 

My voice in those days was blues and rock. From the Beatles to the Rolling Stones, to John Mayall’s 

Bluesbreakers with Eric Clapton – my course was the classic one. To top it all, I was visiting my cousin 

Andy in Rhyl, a real music aficionado, and he put a record on the turntable: “listen to this”. The fade-

in and first chords of Foxy Lady, from Hendrix’s first album. In ten seconds I had found my destiny.  

His Servants started to get a rockier edge, and Derek wasn’t too impressed. Just before our first 

major gig, Beat Capital 68 at the Liverpool Philharmonic, he announced that he was leaving to join 

another band, The Informers, whose musical style he preferred. I moved over to bass, and we 

reinvented ourselves as a kind of “power trio” with a singer – guitar, bass, drums, the classic 

Hendrix/Cream/Free line-up. Albert also left the band, for unconnected reasons, and we recruited 

Phil Wilson, old friend and ex-Gospel Rhythms, as drummer. New line-up, new style, new name: 

Time Limited was born. 

  



Time Limited 

Now that’s a period, from 1968 to about 1971, that I do remember with fondness. For the time, we 

were pushing the boundaries of Christian music. The star act on BC68 had been Out of Darkness, a 

London band who had bitten the bullet and gone all out for a contemporary rock sound. It was my 

first sight of Marshall stacks, and the first time I had heard music loud enough to have a physical 

impact. I was sold. 

We started to play further afield. The Mustard Seed in Sheffield was always good to visit: they gave 

you burger and chips, not just coffee, during your break. We coupled that with another Sheffield 

venue on the Sunday night, the Upper Room. It meant a late trip home. We always seemed to get 

across the Snake Pass and descend into Matlock in our beaten-up old Bedford Utilabrake just before 

midnight, in time to catch last orders at the only chip shop. 

Our “home” for a while was the Catacombs in Manchester: we were resident band there for maybe 

a year, playing every month. Evangelist, later Liverpool vicar, Alan Godson was there at the time, 

along with a DJ, Paul Gough, who had a nasty accident on stage with a live mic stand, and ended up 

with extensive skin grafts. 

For one year, probably 1969/70, I kept a calendar of gigs, and we played 60 times in 12 months – 

quite a lot for an amateur band. We played various venues around Manchester, Birmingham, even a 

couple of weekends down in Aylesbury and in Oxford. We set up and rehearsed ready to play an 

amazing venue called King Solomon’s Disco, but there was a fire scare, and the gig was cancelled. 

Beat Capital 70, at the Philharmonic, was a repeat of the BC68 event, but organised by the bands 

themselves – Time Limited, the Crossbeats, the Informers, Trinity Folk. You can view the programme 

on the Crossbeats site here. At that event, we worked with Trinity Folk on what we grandly titled a 

“rock opera”. (Tommy had been released not too long before.) Ian Sparks, who I later worked with 

as part of Dovetale, was the narrator, and the title was “Liverpool: City of Change and Challenge”, 

which was the city’s motto at the time. 

It’s all about connections, isn’t it? I had built up something of a friendship with Trinity Folk, and a 

few times, when they had bigger-scale gigs, they invited me to play bass to fill out their sound. That’s 

how I ended up on the first-ever Tearfund Concert at the Albert Hall in 1969, with a cast of 

luminaries including Cliff Richard and US singing group The Imperials. (Each one of them had a gold 

watch, inscribed “with appreciation” from Elvis Presley, whom they had backed.) 

Calling Time 

As well as the round of Christian venues, we began to get opportunities to play secular venues: for 

us this was the “holy grail”, to get the gospel outside the church. But in the end it led to a 

reconsideration of what we were doing, and whether the message and the music were starting to be 

in conflict.  

It came to a head at a “Battle of the Bands” in Manchester, where a number of bands got half-an-

hour each on stage. We were reduced to 15 minutes because the band before us overran in their 

efforts, as they put it, to “make the back wall bend with sheer volume”. We did our best three songs 

– a couple of Cream-ish jams and a long slow blues – and during the “freakouts” I could see the 

audience reaction – and even that of our guitarist – looked a bit to “freaked-out” for my liking. 

Time was Limited, and had run out. We had our day, and hopefully did some good – and, boy, it was 

fun! We were never able to record – few did in those days – and the tapes from the Catacombs have 

http://www.crossbeats.co.uk/y70jan17.htm


long perished. A few years ago, I tried to recreate our sound on an album I called “A Night in the 

Museum”. It kept me occupied for a few weeks during the monsoon: we were living in India at the 

time. 

Dovetale and Beyond 

I hope you’re paying attention, because it gets a bit complicated from now on.  

A friend of ours, Keith Rycroft, had been playing folk with a couple of others in The Gospel 

Messengers, and was wanting to move into something edgier and more blues-oriented. Elaine and I 

had paid our dues as rock musicians, and wanted to develop an area that communicated the gospel 

more clearly – as well as recovering our hearing. Mervyn, who had been our roadie for a while had a 

young brother, Rob, who played recorders. Ian Sparks (later CEO of the Children’s Society, and now, 

sadly, no longer with us) had worked with Keith as a narrator and explainer of the gospel. It all 

dovetailed.  

Dovetale (briefly, in the beginning, “Fresco”, but we thought it sounded too much like a discount 

supermarket) was Keith as singer and guitarist, Elaine as singer and bass guitarist, Rob on recorders 

and bass guitar, and myself playing electric and acoustic guitar. Our repertoire was about half Keith’s 

songs and half mine, with a few gospel blues standards thrown in. 

Jumping forward, to complete the story, Dovetale lapsed while I was attending to final exams at 

college, and Keith was invited to join two members of Trinity Folk, John Pac and Sue McLellan, in 

forming a professional band, Parchment. You can read all about them here. 

Weirdly, after being out of touch for 40 years, Keith and I reconnected via Facebook a couple of 

years ago, and we even performed one of our old songs at the Hungry Horse Folk Club in Ellesmere 

Port, when we met up there. Keith still plays and sings with a couple of friends in venues around 

Chester. 

But what about Dovetale? Well, I do think that we developed a good style and a good approach to 

sharing the gospel. We all sat down to play on our second-hand bar stools, Ian talked about faith and 

explained the message of the gospel, using poems and punctuating his narrative with our songs. We 

played a number of University Christian Union gigs, with a lot of interaction and questioning from 

the audience. 

Musically, we all enjoyed Pentangle and other “folk-rock” that was emerging at the time, but we also 

had a bit of chunky electric music as well. I’d like to think that some of that development showed in 

Keith’s later work with Parchment, who are generally seen as having what’s sometimes called an 

“acid folk” sound. 

We also played on the Manchester Free Trade Hall as part of what was quite an innovative event, a 

national tour called “Sound Vision”. This was sponsored by an organisation called Musical Gospel 

Outreach, which had arisen in the early days of “gospel pop”, and which had played a significant role 

in the development of the British gospel music scene in the 60s, mainly through its magazine “Buzz”. 

Time Limited had been to a couple of the annual conferences at The Hayes in Derbyshire, hanging 

out with all kinds of weird and wonderful people. 

Years later, living and working at a school in the Indian Himalaya, I got to make a couple of albums 

with friends – an Indian sitar player, an English fiddler, an American flautist and singer – and some of 

Dovetale’s songs found a new life. You can listen to a couple of albums here, under the name of 

Circle. 

https://petewildman.bandcamp.com/album/a-night-at-the-museum
https://petewildman.bandcamp.com/album/a-night-at-the-museum
http://parchmentmusic.blogspot.co.uk/
https://petewildman.bandcamp.com/


So, What Happened? 

I stopped playing with outreach bands around 1972, and from what I can see, within the next few 

years things went in two different directions. First, we saw the rapid and all-enveloping rise of 

contemporary worship music. (Graham Kendrick, for example, started off as a member of an 

outreach band.) Worship bands are the kind of outlet for creative talent and the desire to perform 

that outreach bands were in the 60s. 

At the same time, Christians who were musicians formed bands which, well, were bands. U2 are a 

classic example: Bono claims that Parchment influenced him as an aspiring musician, and there was 

and is certainly a Christian core to their music. But the whole idea of a band which adopts 

contemporary music as an outreach strategy is no longer there. 

On reflection, without wanting to make the mistake of exaggerating the significance of eras which 

you yourself lived through, it seems to me that the 60s were a key transitional time in Christian 

music, as well as in music generally. 

• First, contemporary music and contemporary expressions of faith came to be viewed as a 

legitimate part of church culture – indeed, have become to dominate the church to a point 

which may itself be unhealthy.  

 

• Second, Christians who, like myself, have a love for contemporary music are no longer 

generally viewed as having “sold out” to the devil. If you want to form a band and play rock, 

or blues, or hip hop, or jazz, you no longer need the “cover” of outreach: just as you can play 

violin in an orchestra, you can play guitar in a band. It’s OK!  

I’m glad to have lived through that period. I’m glad that I’ve continued to write and play music – in 

worship, in covers bands, in barn dances, in folk clubs, in concerts with friends, and at home on my 

own. I’m glad to be sitting typing this in a room full of musical instruments. I’m glad that when we 

have a few friends round, we can pull up the words of songs and enjoy singing and playing. 

Well done, all of those people who saved up for a guitar, a drum kit, a PA, found a van and a driver 

and got out on the road. I hope you had as good a time as me. 

Pete Wildman 

http://wildies.wordpress.com 
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