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JOHN GREGORY



John David Gregory was born on Saturday 28th February 1942. Winston 
Churchill was the UK Prime Minister and George VI was King of 
England. World War II was underway,  traffic was being 
admitted onto the brand new Waterloo Bridge, over 
London’s River Thames. 
Famous births in 1942 included TV’s Judge Judy, actors 
John Thaw, Bob Hoskins, Gareth Hunt and Michael 
Crawford, presenters Jan Leeming, Geoffrey from 
Rainbow, Richard O’Brien, cosmologist Stephen Hawking, 
and comedian Billy Connolly. 
And fellow musicians born in the same year as John included The 

Rolling Stones’ Brian Jones, Alvin Stardust, Andy Summers, Ian Dury, Jimi Hendrix, Barbra Streisand, Tammy 
Wynette, Gerry Marsden and Paul McCartney.

Picture houses across the UK were showing stars at the time Johnny Weissmuller as Tarzan, 
comedy from Arthur Askey and Will Hay, motion pictures starring the likes of Leslie 
Howard, James Mason, John Mills, Alastair Sim, Flanagan and Allen and a very young 
Thora Hird.



The family home was in Newbury Gardens, Stoneleigh, Surrey. When John was 
around 4 years old, he moved to Beddington, with his parents Mum (Ivy) and Dad 
(David) and his sisters Heather and Marilyn. He attended a nursery school called 
‘Merrytots’ where he was almost expelled for turning his plate of dinner upside down 
over another child’s head. John, and his sisters, went to High View Primary School in 
Wallington, which was a mile-long walk to and from home everyday. There was a 
cemetery along the route and John, along with his friend Colin Vidler, would hide 
behind bushes and tombstones and jump out at passing girls, to frighten them. 
Despite John missing some of his schooling, owing to illness with asthma and 
eczema, his Mum and Dad paid for him to go to Clarks College in Croydon. Whilst 
there, he performed in a Shakespeare play.  
John left school as soon as he could and worked in his Dad’s factory making military 
footwear. When the factory closed down, he took on a job working for his Dad’s 
friend at Granville Arcade Market in Brixton.  
He finally found full-time employment when he worked as a projectionist at Granada 

Cinema house, in Sutton. In those days, live shows were performed as well as motion pictures and the likes of 
Lonnie Donegan, Morecambe & Wise and Harry Secombe performed there, and John met them all. 
Occasionally, when John thought there was no one around, he would sneak down and play tunes on the big 
Wurlitzer organ they had. This is also where he met usherette Mair. They got married and soon the patter of 
tiny feet could be heard from Sharon and Debbie. They grew up in Beulah Road, Sutton. After John and Mair  
separated, John met and married Linda in 1981. They had a daughter, Sam and son David, together.

⬆ Clarks College, Croydon, around 1960  
⬅ John with fellow performers during a Shakespeare 
play.

⬆ John and Mair, around 1962 ⬆ John and Linda, around 1979



A Christmas family gathering at 42 Queen Elizabeth's Walk, Beddington. 
Home of David, Ivy and family, around 1954. Spot John?

David, Ivy, John, Heather and Marilyn  
Taken at the front door of 65 Dorchester 
Road, Worcester Park, around 1958.

John doing a handstand, 1963John, Heather, Nellie, Marilyn, Peter and Ivy

⬅ Mair, Debbie, John, dolly and Sharon, 1966

⬆ Debbie, John and Sharon, around 1971



My Dad... 
He was someone who was always there for me, if I needed something, he was always there 
to help me out no matter what. Whether that be fixing something or some DIY in our house, 
lending me money or just a coffee and a chat. He was always looking out for me, even when I 
got married and had kids, I think he thought I was still his little girl and he was always worried 
about me and my health, and if we had enough money to get by on. Just recently he called 

me and left me a message(he hated that I never answered my phone!), reminding me that we need to get our 
car serviced. And then another message apologising if I thought he was interfering! 
I will always remember his passion for music, and how he instilled a love for so many different genres of music 
into us all from a young age.  
Mum and Dad used to take us to the annual Trowbridge folk festival when we were little, and we used to camp 
there. It wasn't really the norm for kids of our age, but my goodness did we love it. The camping, the hippy 
style market stalls, playing in the little stream, the folk music - this is where my love of The Rankin Family came 
from, and listening to them will always take me back to you. As will The Dixie Chicks, Eric Clapton, James 
Taylor, to name but a few.  
Our camping holidays and our much loved VW camper van, is another memory that I will treasure forever, we 
had so much fun as kids on these holidays and I hope that I can give my children the same special memories 
as they grow up, that you gave us.  
You had so many passions - narrowboats was another one, we had many a narrowboat holiday including to 
Ireland - and again not really the norm for family holidays but we had so much fun. I loved joining in with 
operating the locks, and mooring the boat up for the night. One trip I will never forget is when me, Dave and 
Dad went away for a few days on Punchie. There had been quite bad weather and we'd come up to a weir that 
was hugely overflowing and to pass it was to enter into extremely rough waters. All the other boats were 
stopping and turning around. But no, Dad saw no problem and we were going through as that's the way we 
needed to go. I was sitting on the top of the boat at the time and as we were going through,  the boat must 
have been tipping at a 90 degree angle....I saw my life flash before my eyes! But obviously we made it through 
in one piece, with Dad very proud of himself! We also went past the Houses of Parliament and were boarded 
by the police as we shouldn't have been that close....what a trip!  
I will miss popping round and letting myself in, to see you sitting in your wheelchair in front of the laptop 
watching something intently on YouTube. Or sat there with one of your many guitars practising a song that you 
were due to sing at a gig soon. Or in front of the TV fast asleep poised with the remote in your hand pointed at 
the TV!  
I will miss your silly Dad jokes. I will miss your smile, it was the kind that lit up your whole face. I will never 
forget your determination, and your passion. And how much of a full life you had. And more than anything, 
how much you loved us all, your children, grandchildren and great grandchildren, and how we loved you.  
Sleep tight Dad, Love you forever. xxxxx

Going to really miss you Pops, especially on Facebook, and your words of support you gave 
me through tough times. Keep singing, Cade.

I first met John in 2009 in the Band Acoustic Creation. We hit it off straight away, knew all the 
same songs and liked the same music.  I thought, 'great, someone who can actually play and 
sing properly.’  Over the passing years we became soul mates. He always said he was 
intending to give up playing guitar but changed his mind after meeting me.   
We have had some great times playing, he would come round to my house, drink my beer 
and chat and play music for hours.  I have been fortunate to help him through some pretty 
dark moments but was always so impressed by his stubbornness and refusal to give in to 

whatever health issues he suffered. 
I will always miss him but am honoured to have been his friend.  A brilliant musician and a larger than life 
character, loved by so many of us. 
Dave Hook and Pam.



I remember… 
When I was little, you made me believe you knew Santa! I gave you my Christmas list and 
right in front of me it disappeared and I was in awe! I remember when you would let me 
stand on your feet and dance with me and when you made me my first wooden stilts. We 
used to sit in the garden and eat bacon sandwiches on a Sunday morning, while everyone 
else laid in. But mostly, I remember you with a guitar in your hand, practicing your music and 
listening to your voice, while I fell asleep. We always used to say we were similar, we looked 

at the world in the same way and we had the same sense of humour, you and me. We would find the strangest 
things funny (which we probably shouldn’t) and it often left us giggling.  
I will always think of you when I find something funny and I’m on my own! You could talk to a room of strangers 
and be drinking pals within an hour. You had this innate way of drawing people to you and everyone who 
knew you, loved you a little bit. Those that knew you the most, loved you a lot. You were the only one to always 
call me Debs…  Gonna miss you so much. 
Your Debs x x

What can I say about John? I can only say what I know of him. A talented, knowledgeable, 
funny, caring man who absolutely adored his family and adored music.  He was never afraid 
of sharing his opinions, could talk the hind legs off a donkey and could be a grumpy arse. Of 
course, he always had that twinkle in his eye that we all loved. 
It’s a privilege to have been classed as one of his friends and been able to spend personal 
time with him. I was quite in awe of his stories and at all the people he knew through the 

years. 
One of our best pleasures was a musical soiree, of which we had many. His little nuances in playing an entire 
intro to a song and then play a completely different song to the intro. (that made him chuckle). Oh! And a story 
to every song! All these little things made John – John! 
He may no longer be physically here but he’ll always be with us. I shall miss him very much, as I’m sure we all 
will. I’m glad my life was made richer for knowing him. 
Rest in musical peace, John Gregory! 
With love. (Kes)

Wow. Where do I start with this? So many great memories. 
You taught me everything there is to be a man and you always supported me with everything 
I’ve done in my life. I did go off the rails slightly in my teenage years but I managed to see 
the light and sort myself out in the end. I will always be sorry for the stress I put you and mum 
through as a teen. I know you had forgiven me for this in recent years. 
You taught me that if you had a dream that you should go for it and showed me that you 
have to take the rough with the smooth. A phrase you used a lot was to “bite the bullet.” 

There were so many adventures we went on as a family, from holidays around Europe in the VW campers, to 
cruising the canals of England on your canal boat. I will cherish these memories and I thank you for passing 
this adventurous side onto me. 
It’s also the small things that will always stick with me, like when we made a fire at the bottom of the garden to 
get rid of some old wood from the garden. Dad then grabbed a pack of sausages to cook up and a few beers 
and we sat around the fire chatting for hours. Great times. 
The family home was always filled with music and the sound of your voice singing James Taylor, Eric Clapton 
and so many more folk and country songs was always heard and enjoyed. 
You lived a fun-filled musical life and even through all the medical hurdles, you never gave up and the strength 
you found to get over these life changing setbacks is truly amazing. You are an inspiration to me and so many 
others. 
Gone but never ever forgotten. 
Rest easy Dad.



Pops!  
I always loved visiting you! When I was young I received a pound coin and a grandad hug 
before we parted, and when I got older I received wise words, a grandad hug and 
sometimes a song or two.  
I will remember you for your music, guitar playing, and your singing. You were an inspiration 
to me, and helped me find confidence to sing in front of people. I’m so pleased and proud 
that I got to sing with you. I won’t forget and I will continue to celebrate your life through 
music and singing in the future. Miss you already, love from your first granddaughter, Kelly. xx

I remember when I started secondary school and on my first day you rang to find out how I 
got on. Also, you were always playing your guitar and singing all the time. I remember I had a 
nightmare when I was very little and you came in and comforted me and made sure I was 
okay. You always called me ‘Shaz.’ These are all memories I will treasure. Love you and miss 
you dad. xx

My Brother John. 
I was thinking about my earliest memories of John and realised that of all the people still 
alive and kicking, I am probably the person who has known him the longest. Maybe one or 
two distant cousins that we used to meet as children, on our annual visits with all the cousins 
to Chessington Zoo, but to me, he was 'my big brother' from my first breath. 

As children, we lived opposite a small area of trees and hillocks and paths. It was Queen Elizabeth's Walk, 
Beddington, Surrey. To us, it was a forest and John was 'an outside boy.’ Playing in the woods, making bows 
and arrows and organising cricket games in the road. We had an old gypsy caravan in Biggin Hill, Kent, that we 
used to stay in, for long summer holidays and John would spend the time with his friends making more bows 
and arrows and running wild in the woods. 
He was rather rebellious and Heather and I were always aghast at how he would answer Mum and Dad back 
and be sent to his room. Only to escape somehow and go out and play.   Grandad was an old fashioned 'bash 
it out on the piano' sort of pianist and I remember John telling me that he used to stand for ages with his chin 
resting on the ledge at the end of the piano keys and just be entranced by the sounds. The other Grandpa and 
Grandma were much more classical and often took him to shows and recitals in London. Maybe they realised 
there was some innate musical talent there. Great Grandfather George Walter Gregory used to play the organ/
harmonium in churches in London. 
And then one day, Dad packed up John’s electric Hornby train set and sold it. With the money, he bought 
John his first guitar. And his love of guitar music was born. The house shook with his record player thumping 
out the latest 'hits' and John practising his chords and joining in. And he never looked back. 
He moved into his rebellious teenage years and was what can only be called ‘wayward.’ Life wasn't dull with 
John around but his love of music carried him through and and remained with him until his final days when he 
was still battling with grim determination to retain the use of his fingers. 
The memories he and I shared are endless and it hasn't been until the last few years that we have spent ages 
reminiscing and talking about and sharing them.  
Happy days and an interesting life 'well lived.’ I am proud to have had him as a brother.

Pops, you were the best musical grandad that anyone could ask for.  
I remember when you were drinking your beer at Tilgate Park, it was a great day spent 
together. Most of all, I will remember your amazingly cool cowboy hat. No one could wear 
one and pull it off as well as you did.  
I always thought your wooden leg and your jokey attitude with it was so cool and amazing. 

Thank you for showing me your resilience and I will strive to have that resilience in my life. 
Even in the hardest situations, you still made the best of it.  
Miss you. Love your 1st great grandson, Ethan. X



Pops,  
It's a strange thought to think of you not being here. I miss your Facebook rants you had 
started to do each day… they kept me very entertained!  
We will miss you very much.... I hope you've managed to find yourself a decent hat up there. 
All our love Leanne, Dan, Lucas and Elena. xx

Pops, I remember the boat rides and all the music. So glad we got to see you on your 
birthday. Going to miss you.  
Aidan, Beth, Luca, Vienna. x

One of my earliest memories is your guitar playing, your hat and your smile. Visiting your 
boat and being envious of you going off camping (I still have some of your camping plates). 
More recent memories are that you stood with us when we said goodbye to our Aunty Mair 
and Nanny Evans. Thank you for giving me the BEST COUSINS a girl could ever ask for.  
Love Hayley. xx

I’ll remember John never without his hat (unless he was showing us how long his hair had 
got), with his best friend Oscar by his side, and sitting at his dining room table often with a 
story of something he’d said or commented somewhere on Facebook that he was now 
getting in trouble for! 
On every visit back, I always felt welcomed by him into his home especially with the Welcome 
Home sign that he'd hung in the hall for us in 2015 and not taken down.   
I’ll remember the times with a welcome back pint in a beer garden where he'd tell me the 

same stories of what a little terror Dave was growing up, but how proud he was of him today.  
He was so happy that he got to come to New Zealand and we’re glad he got to be part of our wedding, and 
got to enjoy a beer in our garden with our little dogs on his lap and got to see some of our favourite places.  
So many stories and memories of someone who well and truly made the most of their 80 years and will be 
missed.  
lots of love Marisa (Jackson & Juke). xx

Grandad, I will remember you forever. You were always happy and excited. I love you and 
you're always going to be in my heart. (Jake).

From the time we met in 1978 at the Royal Marsden Hospital folk club my life took a big 
change. John was a great guitarist and singer and our lives together were built around 
music, festivals and lots of friends. 
Later, when we married and we had Sam and David and we took them to the festivals too 
and they also loved the life we had. 
Even up to the later days of his life, John was still playing guitar and learning new songs. It 

was his life. 
He will be greatly missed by everyone who knew him as well as by his children Sharon, Debbie, Sam and 
David.



It was Saturday 26 February 1983, and it was John’s 40th birthday bash at his place, in Sutton. 
I was dating Debbie at the time… I know… me! This was to be one of the many occasions of 
growing up and spending time with Debbie’s family. But being with John back then, left a 
huge impression on me and how much I appreciated music.  
Growing up, I was listening to The Human League, Donna Summer, The Cure, Sister Sledge, 
Duran Duran… but when we were with John and those moments when a guitar went from 

being within arms reach to suddenly on John’s leg… I was in awe. I just wanted the whole place to be quiet 
and I wanted to absorb every sound. His love for singing and playing gave me a whole new outlook on music 
and a few years later, I found myself singing at karaoke, on one occasion with more than a hundred people in a 
hall. I realise now that it was knowing John, watching, listening and learning from him… that I developed 
confidence. 
On another occasion at John & Linda’s, we were in the front room, all sat around a massive 22 inch colour 
television set… waited for it to warm up, and watched from a VHS tape, “The Everly Brothers… The Reunion 
Concert 1983,” filmed from London’s Royal Albert Hall. 
And this is what John did to me. His influence for good music had me, a little teenager that didn’t know what 
he liked, from food to clothes, from girls to boys… and there I was ordering The Everly Brothers double vinyl 
LP while his mates at school were going crazy for Softcell and Frankie Goes To Hollywood. But I didn’t care… I 
didn’t care because if John thought it was good… then I thought it was super cool. 
The story should end there but I’m renowned for talking for too long so… this influence resurfaced again 
around 2017. John posted on Facebook, a Boz Scaggs track, recorded live from a concert. The song was: 
“Look What You’ve Done To Me.” I knew of Boz Scaggs because of the almost disco hit “What Can I Say” but 
this was something else. I was sat in front of my computer screen, mesmerised. As a result of that single 
incident, my iTunes collection now has 39 tracks by Boz Scaggs, across several albums. 
John, you’ve been a mentor, an influencer… I’ve loved you since I was 15 and you were 40. You taught me how 
to appreciate good wholesome music and all this from a man who was my ex-girlfriend’s Dad. You were so 
cool, I’d sometimes pretended that you were my Dad too. 
From now on if anyone asks me “who’s your favourite singer?” I’m going to say I don’t have one… I have 
many… they include, Luther Vandross, Karen Carpenter, Rumer and John Gregory.



Star of stage and screen



John with his musical family

John’s collection…



John with family





FASCINATING FACT 

“John never learned to 
play the guitar and 
wasn’t able to read 
sheet music. He taught 
himself and just knew 
how to play by sound 
alone.”







FASCINATING FACT 

“John was hooked on the TV game show, 
‘Tipping Point’ and watched it religiously.”



Just John

This is what’s under the hat!
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Those who wish  
to sing, always  

find a song  
~   Unknown


