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After Humble Pie drummer Jerry Shirley
hammered out the last cymbal shot of a 1972
concert at the Akron Rubber Bowl, he was
whisked away from the cheering throng to
Akron-Fulton International Airport, where he
blasted off into the evening sky in a chartered
Lear jet.

When Shirley returned to Northeast Ohio to
live in 1988, he was just another passenger on a
Greyhound bus.

“T lit’rally had two pennies in me pocket,” he
recalled the other day. ‘‘Ah friend uh mine in
New Yo’k loaned me the money to ge’ on the
bus.”

I say, dear boy, not exactly the type of
career progress you'd sit down and chart with
the school guidance counselor, eh?

Shirley attributes his dire financial straits to
a messy divorce. It didn’t help, either, that
Humble Pie had long since been reduced to a
glorified bar band.

Things were almost to the point where Thirty
Days in the Hole would have been an
improvement. But the 38-year-old native of

northern London has rallied faster than a hung-
over drunk on a pub crawl. Since returning to
Northeast Ohio to be with a woman he met
here, he’s gained a wife, a steady job and a
house in the Cleveland suburb of Willoughby
Hills.

If you listen to rock radio, you've
undoubtedly heard him. He’s the one with the
cockney accent who can be found weekday
evenings from 6 to 7 and Saturday mornings

from 8 to 11 on Cleveland’s WNCX (98.5-FM).

It’s not just the accent that sets Shirley
apart.. He also offers an insider’s view of the
rock music world, much like a retired
quarterback providing football insights from
the TV broadcasting booth.

During this era of generic disc jockeys,
Shirley is a gust of fresh air — even if his
station sometimes seems on the verge of
suffocating in rock oldies.

Have you ever vowed to hack apart your
radio if you hear, say, Pink Floyd’s Time just
one more time? Well, it's amazing how a
burned-out tune like that one can come back to
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life when the DJ quotes from a

recent conversation with his good

buddy, Floyd guitarist David Gil-

more, or offers an anecdote about

how the song was written.

Naturally, Shirley would pre-
fer to be the one still making
millions on stage. But you do
what you can. Between the radio
gig and about 50 local shows a
year — playing as the only origi-
nal member of a re-formed Hum-
ble Pie — Shirley is doing right
nicely, considering his status of
just 18 months ago.

Go back 18 years, though, and
it seems like a different life alto-
gether.

The summer of '72 was the
peak of Humble Pie’s existence. I
Don’t Need No Doctor — a rau-
cous, nine-minute, 20-second
marathon of thumping drums and
staccato vocals — had become
the anthem for party animals na-
tionwide, and many of the 18,000
at the Rubber Bowl that warm
July evening came primarily to
boogie to the Pie, rather than
Black Sabbath, which had top
billing. Humble Pie’s forte was
live performances — as Black
Sabbath learned the hard way.
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