
By Paul Collins 

For many people who came of age back 
in the distant days of music’s storied Bea-
tles-led “British Invasion of the 1960’s,
there are still indelible images of that magi-
cal time. They are now part of a fading gen-
eration who tuck those times away to keep 
them safe and forever young. Although the
years may fade them a bit, they can never 
erase them. Looking back at that amazing 
moment in cultural history, one London-
based British rock band that played a piv-
otal role in shaping the face of rock music 
was the Kinks. During that brief golden pe-
riod in music history when Britain was at 
the epicenter of a worldwide music explo-
sion, the fabled Kinks, led by brothers Ray 
and Dave Davies, collaborated to produce 
a pristine catalog of innovative songs that 
still resonate with the people of these times. 

Ray, the older brother, was, and still is, a 
songwriter-extraordinaire. Today it is clear
that he wrote on the same extraordinary 
level as Lennon and McCartney, and Jagger
and Richards. His lyrical prowess took the 
rock ‘n’ roll genre to new creative heights.
Much like the legendary Phil and Don 
Everly, the most successful brother duo
in pop music history, the Davies brothers
have had a long, and very public, history of 
legendary fights and tumultuous on-stage 
break-ups and makeups. That being said,
when they weren’t trying to kill each other, 
they were pure musical magic together. 

Across a broad swath of years, well-
deserved praise has been given to Sir Ray 
Davies by songwriting luminaries like John 
Lennon, Mick Jagger and Brian Wilson, In 
the halcyon days of the British Invasion, 
the Kinks front man employed his enor-
mous talent in crafting a thick portfolio of
classic songs that captured the imagination 
of people across the world. “Waterloo Sun-
set,” “Victoria,” “Well Respected Man,” 
“Celluloid Heroes,” “Lola,” and “Dedicat-
ed Follower of Fashion” are but a few of 
them. Back in the day, their songs captured
the very essence of Britain, and painted a 
vivid picture of the various levels of British 
society from the storied times of the world-
wide British empire, right through to her 
decline and fall. Their rich trove of songs
has stood the test of time. Rolling Stone 

Magazine lists the Ray Davies-written song 
“Waterloo Sunset” at number 14 in its top
100 songs of all time. Not too shabby com-
ing from what is, arguably, the most presti-
gious music publication in the world. 

“Waterloo Sunset” crafts an atmospheric
picture of two young lovers meeting at Wa-
terloo train station in what was a shabby
and unglamourous part of post-war Lon-
don. Filled with vivid images of a different 
world from long ago, it gently takes listen-
ers by the hand leading them back through 
the misty past to the England of another 
time. The lyrics and the wispy vocal deliv-
ery, captured the station and everything that
was part of an England that no longer ex-
ists. Another evocative composition from 
Davies is the Kinks memorable “Victoria.”
In a unique way that is set against a harmo-
ny-laced up-tempo rock backdrop, the song 
chronicles the decline and fall of the British 
Empire under Queen Victoria’s rule.

What also differentiated the Kinks from
the legions of the Beatle-cloned British 
bands of that fabled time in music history 
was classic hard rock tunes like “You Real-
ly Got Me,” and “Till the End of the Day.” 
Both featured the trademark scorching gui-
tar licks of younger brother Dave Davies. 
His lead guitar always formed the musical 
underpinning for brother Ray’s distinctive
vocal stylings. The passing of time has
not eroded the younger Davies brother’s
guitar expertise. In fact, both brothers are 
still active and relevant contributors in the 
21st century; At their advanced age, this
is pretty amazing by anyone’s standard of
measurement. I don’t think it’s much of a 
stretch to see today’s young people imme-
diately recognizing, and still being drawn-
in by the intoxicating guitar lead-in to such 
timeless Kinks rock ‘n’ roll classics.

Proof points of the band’s continued lon-
gevity and impact comes from the other 
side of the pond. UK super bands like Oa-
sis, Blur, and many other top tier musical
artists, have cited the Kinks as having been 
a major influence on them. The Who’s Pete 
Towsend once said that “Ray Davies should
be Britain’s poet laureate.” The legendary 
David Bowie is on the record having said, 
“I never heard a Kinks song I didn’t like.”

The Davies brothers formed the Kinks in 
1963 in the Muswell Hill section of North 

London. They struggled to get a record 
deal, and after finally breaking through and 
signing with a major label, they released 
their first song, the aforementioned “You
Really Got Me. The guitar lead was, from
day one, very unique in the song quickly 
climbing the charts on its way the number 1 
on both the British and American charts. To
achieve the exact sound that he was look-
ing for from his guitar, Dave Davies actu-
ally slit the fabric that covered the amplifier
of the instrument with a razor blade, and a 
rock ‘n’ roll classic was born in a London
studio. 

Keeping one foot anchored in the soil 
of reality, while they were always a char-
ismatic band, the Kinks certainly weren’t
the Beatles, the Rolling Stones or the Who.
In truth, their gigs never included stadiums 
across the globe that saw them playing to 
massive crowds. 

When all is said and done, every now and 
then it is nice to visit that faraway world 
that lives inside all of us. It’s that secret
and safe haven where one is forever young; 
the place that is eternal and remains un-
touched by the passing of time. As I say, 

for a certain generation, the Kinks will for-
ever hold a place in their collective memo-
ries. Although they weren’t the Beatles or 
the Stones, perhaps, in the final analysis, 
they never wanted or sought to be anyone 
other than themselves. They were an amaz-
ing rock band; one that, 60 years later, still
resonates with young people who were not 
even born when London ruled the music 
world, and the Kinks were rock royalty. I
think that there’s something to be said for 
that.

After releasing two anthology albums, 
“Journey Part 1,” and “Journey Part 2” in 
2023 and 2024, the Kinks have been in the 
studio working on more new material. This 
has been a powerful catalyst in creating a 
buzz with both young and old fans on both 
sides of the Atlantic. Asked recently by a 
British TV reporter. “Are the Kinks getting
back together?” Ray Davies, employing his 
typical razor-sharp and understated Brit-
ish wit quickly replied, “Officially we are, 
yes…in the pub later on.”

Paul Collins is a Freelance Writer from 
Southborough, MA.
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The Best, British Rock Band That Was NOT the Beatles

 (AP Photo/Ron Frehm) 
Lead singer of the British rock band ‘The Kinks,’  Ray Davies, speaks from the podium surrounded by 
other band members after they were inducted into the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame, on Wednesday, 
Jan. 18, 1990 in New York. From left: Dave Davies, Ray Davies, Bob Henrit and Jim Rodford.

By Peggy Newland

Lucy’s head hangs out the window of 
the car as we drive on the bottom of the 
sea toward Minister’s Island in New 
Brunswick, Canada. It’s low tide and we 
drive on shells, hardened sand and pebbles 
as we cross to the lush island of spruce 
lined trails, rugged cliffs, fields and fields 
of pink and purple lupine, and cows hap-
pily munching in pastures overlooking the 
Passamaquoddy Bay. Around a curve on 
the dirt road, we come to the “summer cot-
tage” of Sir William Van Horne, a “Renais-
sance Man” who oversaw the construction 
of the Canadian Pacific Railway, was a 
renowned painter, violinist, art and fossil 
collector. 

Built in the late 1800’s, we tour the cot-
tage and see all 50 rooms, 17 bedrooms, 
grand dining room, billiards den, kitchens, 
but Lucy is most interested in the bath-
house built into the rocks, with a natural 
pool dug into red stone that fills at high 
tide. Because we can’t be here at high tide 
(the tidal “road” will be 14 feet under-
water), we tidepool a bit before walking 
the Perimeter Trail. An old carriage road, 
we follow the rocky coastline on mowed 
grasslands and precipices until we find a 
set of Adirondacks facing east for packed 
picnic lunches and a water break for Lucy. 

The afternoon brightens on the drive 
back to our dog-central historic inn—The 
Algonquin Resort—where Lucy is the 
queen of the castle-like getaway. First built 
in 1889, with room charges of $3/day, and 
updated through the 1900’s, adding wings, 
terraces, and suites, this was a destina-
tion for the “moneyed set” from Montreal 
and across the eastern seaboard. A fire 
destroyed the wooden structures in 1914, 
before the hotel was rebuilt in 1915 in Tu-
dor-style with towers, and elevated, white-
washed elegance fit for royalty, like Prince 
Charles and Princess Diana, in 1983.  

“It’s Lucy,” the concierge says, reaching 
for iced water for her bowl. Other guests 
and front desk staff come to greet her, and 
we wait in Lucy’s entourage. Our room, 
on the first floor, has terraced windows 
that let in sunshine and seaside breezes for 
a quick siesta before walking downtown 
to St Andrews, a national historic harbor 
village with a market square, wharf, and 
classic architecture of 18th century Brit-

ish settlements. Think arched rooflines, 
turrets, lush pocket gardens, and porches 
combined with multi-colored shops and 
cafes, and this is a summer retreat without 
the crowds of coastal New England. After 
a seafood dinner near the wharf, we play 
cribbage, on the wraparound porch, Lucy 
napping next to us. 

The next morning, after outdoor yoga 
on the expansive lawns, and a huge buffet 
breakfast of fresh fruit, made-to-order om-
elets, fresh pastries, and coffee, we head 
up to Chamcook Mountain Trail for pan-
oramic views over Minister’s Island, The 
Algonquin, Katy’s Cove, and the island-
dotted bay. Afterward, with temperatures 
rising, we make a break for the “happy 
dog” swimming beaches of Katy’s Cove. 
Dogs leap into the saltwater bay while 
their humans float in sun-warmed cur-
rents, and with a sandy beach, it makes 
for a “dog day” afternoon, especially with 
dedicated walking trails through forests 
and tidal marshes and drinking fountains 
built for dogs.  

That night, we take Lucy to Braxton’s 
Bar, and dine on the terrace. We start with 
Kale Caesar salads, a cheese plate, and 
share fresh crab cakes as candles are lit. 
Lucy sits politely, and soon is given a bowl 
of water and some cheese tidbits. Brian 
chooses a T-bone steak (Lucy gets a snip) 
and I go for Atlantic salmon. Then it’s des-
serts of dark chocolate truffle opera cake 
and a champagne mousse. 

The next morning, after yoga, and break-
fast, we head up the coast, toward Blacks 
Harbour and the rustic Pea Point Island 
Lighthouse. We scramble up rocks at low 
tide and bushwhack to a promontory for 
an eagle eye view over Gray Mare Ledges, 
tiny Bar, Flea, Fox, and Mink Islands, and 
we watch the Grand Manan ferry glide 
toward Bay of Fundy. On the hike back, 
Lucy’s takes a dip in two coves and sniffs 
at a crab before jumping away. 

We continue to New River Beach Nature 
Trails for amazing “Acadia-style” hiking 
on empty, newly created paths past Rasp-
berry Cove, Chittick’s Beach, and Barnaby 
Head. Boardwalks and covered wooden 
bridges wind through rocky beaches, misty 
spruce, deep coves, and sunken bogs. Lucy 
races up and back, smelling for squirrels, 
and then leaping into waves, and is worn 
out for our last leg up to the capital city of 
Fredericton. 

After a quick jaunt over the Bill Thorpe 
Walking Bridge, we pop into Picaroons 
Brewing Company on the St. John River 
for a picnic-style BBQ with local micro-
brews. We have plans for a dog-friendly art 
walk tomorrow morning and some stops 
along the downtown Fredericton Taproom 
Trail, before taking a dip in Killarney Lake 

in the afternoon, but tonight is meant for 
people and pooch watching as bicyclers, 
families, college students, and strollers 
parade past on an early summer evening. 
Friends gather on Adirondack chairs and 
dine around wooden tables. This is a place 
to sit and stay, laughing as the moon rises, 
and the summer beckons. 

Lucy’s Canadian Adventure: New Brunswick

if you go
The Algonquin Resort St. Andrews by-the-Sea, Autograph Collection. www.marriott.
com. 855-529-8693. 184 Adolphus Street, St. Andrews, NB. Ask for summer savings 
promotions and bring up to two pets/per stay. Dog friendly dining on the expansive porches 
and meadow-view outside bar/pub. 
Radisson Kingswood Hotel and Suites. www.choicehotels.com. 877-424-6423. 
41 Kingswood Way, Hanwell, NB. Ask for a room with a view of the pond and expansive 
golf courses. Dog treats upon check-in. Fifteen-minute drive to dog friendly downtown 
Fredericton. 




