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Neal Preston was Led Z, eppelms tour pholoorap/?er
/Ur the 1970s. Here he ¢ sives MI( )]O the lowdown on what it

was like as appoint ed [en sman to the {eoen(]m Y rock monsters.

T OCCURRED TO ME, LOOKING AT

this picture, that you never really sce very

many phutm of ]lmlm‘ where he’s auuallx

in the air. It wasn’t a big stage move for

him at the time — he only did it once a
night (during the third verse ‘of Rock And
Roll, T |)t‘||u.t'j, and for some reason other
photographers never captured it. I never
missed it.

The other |'1|'|um ol | immy here (below) has
“swagger” written all over it, and that word
aptly describes almost every aspect of what
being in and around Led /L])]:-.-lm meant back
then. Not only were they at the top of their
game musically in the mid-"70s, but there
was always that... swagger. That attitude.

They knew they were the best, the hltmml
the sexiest, and u\u'\l:-uclv. else knew i, lun
No one else came close; not the Stones, The
Who... nobody touched them. And Zeppe Jin
re \-L'"l..'(l in that know ledge. They swaggered
across America and they owned it all.

Somehow, fortune (and Peter Grant) had
smiled on me and I worked as Zeppelin’s tour
|‘)|‘l:'|lt)t'l‘a|)|‘|t'l' in the 1970s, on and off for six
or seven years, Pretty heady stufl for a 22, 23-
}'{'u]] “I(I

By then, they were my favourite band, my
I.nnuul.e \I.]!'?]t‘LE‘\, and my entrée into the
rarefied air of rock m\.‘uil\ . the A list.

In 1975 all you had to do was tell somecone
vou worked for Led Zeppelin and you'd see
that odd look of re: »pt‘( t combined with
wonder on the person’s face, just like if you'd
told them you worked for Elvis. Or Frank.
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Even now I get it from people if Zeppelin

comes up in conversation. The nn‘th lives.

Touring with Led /v[}prhn was, lor me, an

assault on a]l senses 24 hours a dav (and when
| say 24 hours a day, I'm not Luidmo I l'.ll'l.']\
~|tpt on tour), B 'sltlm the memories I have of
seeing some amazing shows and taking some
beautiful phutnompll}. I have other, indelible
memories that have stayed in my head and my
heart like they !1.1[)puwr| vesterd ay: the smell
of the (lr\ ice used durlnu No ( ]uartcr' the
qucasy fu.imﬂ I gotin my slnm.uh it I missed
the limo .1|ler t]u show ithm‘rb\‘ missing the
plane as well); the look on Peter’s face r]l.mnu
a magnificent guitar solo, like a pruut.l papa
atimzrmu the h:‘.ucqmmlmg his five-year-old
made. ]u'nm\ smiling at Bonzo tJunnu a show
like they were the nnl} ones in the arena. And
every 11ig11t. .. “Do you remember Faughu*r?"
from Robert

[ was never qullc sure w h\ I was

ultimate |\ given the access to the
band that I enjoyed. Although I
knew that my photography was the
ultimate litmus test, everyone had
to pass another kind of test that
was just as important: could you be
trusted? Did vou have a luu mouth?
Did you act like you were as
Jmpnrlant (or even more impm'l.mt]
than the band? These were defining
questions, and the answers were obvious, And,
of course, the person who held the Lc}s to that
kingdom was Peter Grant.

I've been fortunate to have phulmn aphocl
the l)i::'__‘g!. st rock acts of
my generation: Bruce
Springsteen, Queen,
the Stones, The Who,
Fleetwood Mac,
Madonna. But there was
a certain exhilaration
that always came after
that call from the Swan
Song office when they’d
give me tour dates, that
reminded me that
working with ;ﬂeppl_-iin

was just a little more

special than anyone else.
Yes, 1 do remember

]aughttr. I was there.

*“Touring with Led
Zeppelin was an assault
on all senses for 24
hours a day. I’m not
kidding. I rarely slept.”
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