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    NOISE FROM THE STREETS




    This is the memoir to read if you want to get some idea of the original primal energy of pop music




    Nik Cohn is a rock legend – a Derry boy who became the omnipresent man in music’s developing story from the 50s to the present; a self-styled rat, addicted to adventure, forever at the heart of the real action.




    This short memoir provides a strong flavour of the person whose writing inspired Saturday Night Fever and several other pop-culture landmarks. Cohn leads us, in reverse order, through the decades of his musical life and times. Along the way, we meet familiar heroes and rogues – let readers decide the categories to which Hendrix, Moon, Proby, Vicious et al belong.




    The Noise From The Streets is elegiac, charming and thoughtful – wallow in it.




    





    





    Nik Cohn recently headed Jarvis Cocker’s top 10 music books in The Guardian (13 June 2014) for his title Awopbopaloobop Alopbamboom, who said;




    ‘The original title for this book was Pop from the Beginning and that pretty much sums it up. Nik Cohn was only just out of his teens when he wrote it and it’s the book to read if you want to get some idea of the original primal energy of pop music. Loads of unfounded, biased assertions that almost always turn out to be right. He went on to provide the inspiration for Saturday Night Fever (Hurrah!) and Tommy (Boo!), but this is still his best book. Absolutely essential.’


  




  

    NIK COHN




    Nik Cohn was the original rock & roll writer. Arriving in London from Northern Ireland in 1964, aged 18, he covered the Swinging Sixties for The Observer, The Sunday Times, Playboy, Queen and the New York Times and he published the classic rock history Awopbopaloobop Alopbamboom in 1968. Later he moved to America and wrote a short story that was filmed as Saturday Night Fever. His other books include Rock Dreams (with Guy Peellaert), Arfur Teenage Pinball Queen (which helped inspire the Who’s Tommy) and Yes We Have No.
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    Introduction




    Music has been my life’s obsession. My centre, one might say. Not merely how music sounds but the ways it operates, the functions it performs.




    For me, these functions have expressed themselves as two extremes, seemingly incompatible. On one hand music means safety. Sanctuary. You know the feeling? The world is mad, violent, uncontrollable; it’s tearing me apart. So I take refuge in music. That at least is within my control. It is my finger on the play button. I wrap my skull in headphones and select the playlists or podcasts that fit my mood. I decide which concert or club to go to. The choice is mine alone.




    In the age of the iPod and all our other gadgets, this function is stronger than ever. For me, for almost everyone. We travel to work, we take a walk, we exercise, relax, we even eat in an isolation tank. What protects us also imprisons us. Just look at our eyes. That blank stare. Cut off by our ear buds, we notice nothing, respond to nothing. Music shuts the world out. By our choice.




    OK. But, for me, there is another pull, even more powerful, the opposite of safety. Risk, adventure, the dare of taking a blind plunge.




    Let’s say I’m walking down a street – any street, in any city. I feel restless, incomplete. I’m looking for something, I don’t know what. Then a car speeds by, hiphop blasting, the apocalyptic thump of bass that makes the chassis bounce. Or I hear a jukebox in a café playing something I’ve never heard before, alluring. Or a woman’s voice in an upstairs room, a ballad, an Arab chant...




    I must give chase. I have no choice.




    No choice – that’s the key. What happens is out of my control. Found sounds, random. This is the noise from the streets. The music that catches you without warning, that takes you on a journey you didn’t expect. The journey may take one hour, a night, it might last months. Once I heard an old Cambodian pop song, the magical voice of Ros Sereysothea, and chased it halfway round the world. Madness. But I could not refuse it. I can never say No. I am the rat that follows the Pied Piper of Hamelin to the river.




    So far I have been lucky, the river has not drowned me. Instead, over and over again, all through my life, it has baptised and cleansed me, renewed me. Even now it can carry me off, beyond time and place, my age, my everyday existence, into another dimension.




    Looking back, I see that chasing the noise from the streets has been a key narrative of my life. Many of the stories remain as vivid to me now as when they happened. In these pages, I’ll restrict my canvas to British streets, almost all of them London. But, in some sense, the stories could come from anywhere. Every street in every city is unique, every street is alike.




    Possibilities…seductions… mysteries…
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