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DISCLAIMER





As with Burning Britain and The Day The Country Died, this book is intended to be as comprehensive an overview of the UKHC scene during the mid-to-late Eighties as possible. Of course, the definition of ‘UKHC’ is totally subjective in itself, so don’t be too upset if my definition doesn’t align perfectly with your own. Also as per the previous two books, there are bands missing from here that, for whatever reason, could not be contacted in time (three years is long enough for anyone to spend on one project!) Hence the likes of Bad Blood, Life Cycle, Genital Deformities, Suicidal Shopping Trolleys and The Mad Are Sane not making the final cut.


Then there are the bands that were active towards the end of the Eighties but also well into the Nineties that have been held over for a forthcoming book on Nineties hardcore punk, primarily due to space restrictions: Rectify, Sink, Wat Tyler, Herbgarden and Bomb Everything, to name but a few.


All of these bands and many more will be fully documented as soon as I get out of therapy following this volume.


Needless to say, the opinions expressed by all the interviewees are their own, and not necessarily those of the band(s) they were in, or indeed your author. If something you read offends you, take a deep breath and put it in perspective: it happened a long time ago, and everyone’s since moved on (except you, apparently).


Seriously though, the mists of time are closing in on what was an exciting and formative time in underground music, and this stuff needed to be recorded for posterity’s sake, warts ‘n’ all in some instances. But these books of mine have never been about upsetting anyone, quite the opposite in fact; they’re all about celebrating something that brought people closer together and shaped their lives for the better.


Wherever possible, photographs have been credited accordingly and as accurately as possible, but in some instances pictures were donated by bands that weren’t entirely sure who took them in the first place! My sincerest apologies to anyone whose photos aren’t credited… if it’s any consolation, the UKHC scene salutes you for services rendered.


The older folk out there will also know that I was the bassist of Decadence Within, which made the writing of that particular chapter a little tricky. So I ended up referring to myself by my nickname of the time, ‘Slug’ (don’t ask), kept my own comments as unbiased as possible and let the other guys do all the talking.




 





Now stop complaining, start reading and try to enjoy yourselves!




 





Peace


Ian Glasper, April 2009



















INTRODUCTION





The second half of the Eighties was pretty much as miserable as the first, and don’t let anyone tell you any different. Margaret Thatcher may well have been in welcome decline (soon to be pilloried for introducing the massively unpopular Poll Tax/Community Charge and superseded by her insipid Chancellor Of The Exchequer, John Major) but the Iron Lady’s boot-boys weren’t satisfied with just trouncing the miners, and the Battle of the Bean Field in 1985 ended the Stonehenge free festivals once and for all.


The Cold War was thankfully winding down, but a hundred other conflicts were springing up in its place, so the arms trade remained depressingly buoyant. The Chernobyl nuclear power station melted down, the space shuttle Challenger blew up during take-off, and PC Keith Blakelock was killed by an angry mob during riots on Tottenham’s Broadwater Farm estate.


Then the British ferry Herald Of Free Enterprise capsized just off Zeebrugge, Michael Ryan rampaged through Hungerford with a rifle, and there was the usual run of train and plane crashes, most notably the Pan Am Flight 103 exploding over Lockerbie in southwest Scotland, in December 1988, killing over 250 people. Yes indeed, cheery times.


And if things weren’t bad enough, bland rock music was huge, with the likes of Def Leppard, Bon Jovi, Dire Straits and U2 dominating the charts; Michael Jackson was busy being ‘Bad’ and 1985’s Live Aid provided a very handy sticking plaster for our consciences whilst being watched by 400 million people across 60 countries.


For much the same reasons behind the first and second waves of punk rock then, angry youths vented their frustration at the banality of daily life with guitars, drums and defiant voices. They took their lead from the anarcho punk scene of the early Eighties, that had empowered them with its fiercely DIY stance and compassionate politics, but were also devouring exciting new takes on punk music that were being imported from Europe and America. Faster, harder and infinitely more energetic, hardcore music made the more traditional varieties of punk seem a little pedestrian, and enthusiastic youngsters the length and breadth of the country, now bored with their older brother’s record collection, were living for the scene reports from Scandinavia and Italy and Boston that were a regular feature in the popular US hardcore fanzine, Maximum Rock’n’Roll. It’s almost obligatory to seek out music your parents won’t understand – and very few parents could wrap their heads around the likes of Larm or Wretched!


Best of all, these hardcore bands from overseas were tearing across the UK on tour, hurling themselves off stages with gleeful abandon and generally helping knock the last few nails into the coffins of the old guard. Why borrow from the Clash and the Stranglers when you could now aspire to Rattus and Siege?


There was also a revolution happening in metal music, a scene that had previously been fairly taboo for punk rockers (Motorhead being a notable exception to this rule); bands like Metallica and Slayer were drawing influence from the likes of Discharge and GBH, and the door swung both ways, with hardcore bands like COC (aka Corrosion Of Conformity), DRI (Dirty Rotten Imbeciles) and Suicidal Tendencies taking fresh inspiration from them. The punk/metal crossover had good strong legs in the UK too, albeit with a scab on the knee from falling over whilst playing footie outside in the road.


Soon everyone was trading tapes, writing their own fanzines, promoting their own gigs and generally helping to create their own scenes in their own towns. Why travel to London to see your favourite band when you could hire a local hall and bring them to you? Indeed, it was Maximum Rock’n’Roll again that encouraged kids everywhere to book their own fucking lives! For several wonderful years it was a truly great time to be young, travelling the country, seeing all these awesome bands, making new friends, and trying to make a difference. After all, what can beat a dozen bands with half-decent lyrics set to hyper-speed metallic riffs in a dimly-lit community centre for £1.50 on a Sunday afternoon?


Radio One DJ John Peel was captivated by the sheer energy of it all, and did much to help popularise the UKHC scene (as it was becoming known) by granting many of the bands sessions on his show. All the music papers and glossy metal magazines were astounded by the ferocity of what they were hearing and the fervour with which fans of the genre responded to it. It was the filth and fury of the Sex Pistols, the anarchy and peace of Crass, and all points of UK punk rock in between, tossed in a blender with a copy of ‘Let Them Eat Jellybeans’ and set to ‘Fast’… very fucking fast.


Of course, all good things come to an end, and as hardcore punk got bigger and bigger in the UK, it became over-saturated and fragmented, splintering into countless, often ridiculous, sub-genres, jealousy and piety and insecurity driving division deep into what should have been an idyllic unified movement. Lines were drawn up between the bands that yearned after a modicum of success, those that begrudged them that success, and those that questioned the moral compromise that might have to be made to achieve such success. Instead of embracing what we had in common, some of us were far too quick to seize upon perceived differences of opinion, and in doing so set those differences in stone for ever more. Before too long, even the most well-meaning and positive bands found themselves under the ruthless scrutiny of their peers and realised too late that they were Trapped In A Scene…
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CHAPTER 1


WEST MIDLANDS





If you ask anybody – even your average man in the street – to name just one UKHC band, the chances are they would nominate Napalm Death. The unassuming Birmingham band not only outsold everybody else ten times over, but influenced hundreds – probably thousands – of bands around the world, helping spawn the international grindcore scene in the process, and also changed the course of extreme metal by pioneering the ‘blast beat’. Of course, Napalm Death are still very active, and thoroughly relevant to this day, but they sound almost nothing like the earliest incarnation of the band dating back to 1981; in fact, most people aren’t even aware that by the time Napalm released the hyper-speed ‘Scum’ LP in 1986, they had existed in one form or another for five years, even contributing a track to the third of the ‘Bullshit Detector’ compilation albums released by the anarcho punk band Crass.


‘I started listening to punk in 1978, when I was ten,’ explains vocalist (and bassist) Nik Bullen, ‘Before that I wasn’t really interested in any kind of music, I was more into films. Punk was really popular about then – it was on the television, and you couldn’t really avoid it – and I remember seeing a few bands like Buzzcocks and Stranglers and thinking, “This is for me!” And from that point on, I kind of ditched everything else, and music became my focus. Very quickly I started listening to the smaller punk bands, like the Pack, and eventually I graduated to Crass. Once I’d found Crass, all the other ‘big’ bands seemed a bit… well, shallow really.


‘I was living in this tiny village about eight miles outside Brum called Meriden. Actually, I didn’t even live in the village, I lived a bit out; my mum and dad were doing up this house, so we were living up this dirt track in a caravan for years, with loads of horses and goats and chickens everywhere! The first gig I went to was in Birmingham, and that was the Damned on the “Machine Gun Etiquette” tour – at the Odeon, when I was still ten! We were lucky because a lot of bands would play the Digbeth Civic Hall, which would allow in underage people. I first saw Crass there in 1980…’


Miraculously finding a likeminded musical conspirator, Miles ‘Rat’ Ratledge, living next door to him in sleepy Meriden, the pair began their own fanzine, Anti-Social, and started making some primitive punk music together, with Nik on guitar and Rat on drums. They made their live debut, still as a two-piece, during April 1981, opening for the Human Cabbages as Civil Defences, but by the following month had changed their name to Napalm Death and recruited a new guitarist, Simon Ockenheinem (aka Si O).


‘I moved to bass and did the vocals as well, and that was the first proper line-up of Napalm Death,’ reckons Nik. ‘It was very rudimentary back then, quite amateurish; we had a lot of songs that were just one riff all the way through – the chorus was the same as the verse… which I still quite like even now, to be honest, there’s a lot of great records like that! We were really focused on the Crass/anarcho bands – we weren’t interested in the Riot City and No Future bands, it was all about Poison Girls and Flux! And then we were really into all the smaller bands we were reading about in fanzines as well: the Mob, the Sinyx, the Snails… we really liked the DIY aspect, and the political aspect – that probably appealed to us more than the actual punk aspect, to be honest.


‘And although me and Rat were really obsessed with the Crass thing, we still kept checking out all the other sorts of punk. When GBH came along, I really loved – and still do – “Leather, Bristles, Studs And Acne”… it’s a great record, and what makes it so great is that you can’t tell what influenced it. You know, even the Damned sounded like the MC5… but GBH and Discharge, who we loved straight away as well, didn’t really sound like anything before them.’


A gig was played in Atherstone with Coventry’s Bible of Sins (‘They were like Discharge,’ says Nik, ‘And always really good to us…’) that saw Robbo joining on bass, leaving Nik to just handle the vocals, before Si O was replaced on guitar by Darryl Padeski (now a cameraman at the BBC) and some formative recordings were made on an obligatory shoestring.


‘We had glasses thrown at us, and the drummer from one of the other bands offered us all out,’ smiles Nik, of the Haverston gig. ‘We had this song called “Punk Is A Rotten Corpse”, and of course, the punks didn’t like that much, and I used to play up to it, wearing this cardboard mohican I’d made, stood there doing macho poses and everything… ’cos we were viewing that whole brick wall punk thing as kind of conformist and lacking in depth…


‘Then the demo was recorded live in the guitarist’s front room to a two-track and had nine songs on it. The main reason we got Darryl in was ’cos he had “The Damned” painted really well on his leather jacket… and he also had a distortion box for his guitar! We only played the one gig with him though, again with Bible of Sins, and recorded another demo, this time with fifteen songs, which was released as a tape by Mick Slaughter, who did Obituary fanzine…we were writing to a lot of bands and fanzines at the time, and had our own tape label, Contamination, so we were trading tapes with everyone… Miles was doing Twisted Tapes as well, named after his new fanzine, Twisted Nerve… so there was a lot of communicating going on with likeminded folk.’


At the tail end of 1982, Robbo moved to guitar and a new bassist, Finn, joined just in time to record another demo, on 1st April, 1983, with the track, ‘The Crucifixion Of Possessions’, appearing on the aforementioned ‘Bullshit Detector, Volume 3’ compilation.


‘It was all very anarcho, with very political lyrics,’ recalls Nik. ‘We were very into the Ex, or the Rondos as they were then; we did poems and used tapes and stuff. We did a few gigs with that line-up, one of them in Nottingham with Subhumans, Chaos UK, Disorder, Antisect, Amebix, which was a great gig – but I got pissed, predictably enough. I actually get really nervous about playing live and always get very tense, so I used to get really drunk and would become a lot more exhibitionist to mask the fact that I was so nervous… it doesn’t work, but you think it does ’cos you’re so pissed! Anyway, at that gig, people were trying to drag me offstage and beat the shit out of me, and afterwards, I got beaten up and thrown in the River Trent! And this was when I was, like, thirteen…


‘But there were lots of people in Nottingham that we wrote to, like Dig and Kalv… and it was around that time that thrash from abroad was starting to percolate through the tape world – we were reading early issues of Flipside with reports from Finland and places like that, all these bands like Kaos and Rattus…and American thrash bands like MDC…


‘I was getting more and more interested in that, because I hadn’t really engaged that well with the third generation of UK anarcho bands like Conflict and Dirt – I wanted to like them all, but just couldn’t – and I found all this foreign thrash much more exciting. Late ’82 or early ’83 was when I got the Asylum demo as well, this insane noise band from Stoke-On-Trent [the drummer of whom would go on to join Broken Bones], and that’s still one of my favourite thrash recordings ever…’


However, after a gig in London at the Recession Club with the Apostles (Miles even ended up drumming for them for three songs), Napalm Death ground to a temporary halt. Inspired by the likes of Asylum and United Mutation, Nik kept his hand in playing with, among others, the Useless Eaters and the brilliantly-named Thatcher’s Guts.


‘We’d all left school that year,’ recalls Nik with regard to the cessation in Napalm’s activities. ‘I’d started hanging about with Justin Broadrick, who I’d met in Birmingham city centre at a stall that sold bootleg punk tapes by bands like Birthday Party and Killing Joke…the other guy on this stall sold a lot of power electronics music, like Throbbing Gristle and Whitehouse. Anyway, we both realised we liked similar stuff – everything from Crass to Discharge – and we started doing industrial music together, this really intense, noisy power electronics…we recorded hours and hours of it!


‘I kinda drifted away a bit as well, although I still went to see Crass whenever they played – but I was sixteen, and I was listening to anything that had spirit…not just punk and thrash but reggae and psychedelia, garage, rock’n’roll, early hip hop…anything that had that rebellious spirit seemed to be part of a continuum really. We’d go to parties where we’d play Disorder, followed by the Pink Fairies, followed by some reggae, followed by Hawkwind…


‘It was a weird time – we were going to all these free festivals and crossing over with the hippies a bit, going to Stonehenge and things like that. Rat had bought a skateboard half-pipe in bits, and put it together in the middle of nowhere, and it was a strange summer – there’d be fifty people hanging out there, listening to thrash, smoking dope and drinking cider!’


By late 1984, Daz Russell had started booking hardcore punk shows at the Mermaid pub in Sparkhill where Nik, Justin and Miles all drank, a venue whose reputation grew until it became an essential date on any self-respecting punk band’s UK tour and was regularly attracting punters from all over the country. And after regrouping to support Justin’s band Final there, their last gig as it transpired, Napalm Death lurched back into active service. With Justin joining on guitar in July 1985, they played their first shows with the new line-up the following month.


‘We actually did two gigs in one day! We went up to Telford and played this outdoor amphitheatre with Chumbawamba, Blyth Power and Flowers in the Dustbin. We took all these kids with us, like Pete who went on to be in Doom and ENT – he was only thirteen then. We did about seven songs, and I managed to snap all the strings on my bass after two numbers, so I borrowed Chumbawamba’s bass and snapped one of theirs, and blew a cone in their bass cab…


‘By this point, we were wrapped up in various chemicals and hallucinogens, so we got the train back to Brum quite spaced out, and then played with We’ve Got A Fuzzbox And We’re Going To Use It, just as they were starting out, at Peacocks in the middle of town. And we smashed all our equipment up when we played, kicked all the drums everywhere…and realised we were quite excited about the band again!’


Napalm Death soon became virtually the house band at the Mermaid, an informal arrangement that suited both them and Daz, the promoter, as their local popularity helped ensure good crowds and guaranteed pay-offs for the travelling foreign bands.


‘We played there with Rubella Ballet and the Sears at the start of September, then a week later we played there with Indecent Assault and Fall of Because, and then the week after that we played with Icons of Filth, Anti-System, Sacrilege and Contempt!’


Pete ‘Peanut’ Shaw (now a lecturer in music at a Birmingham city college) joined on bass at the end of September, and the ‘Hatred Surge’ demo was recorded at the eight-track Flick Studio in Birmingham, a recording that really marked the band’s move towards an out-and-out thrash style, although there were still some strong Killing Joke and Amebix influences apparent, especially in Rat’s thumping rhythms. It was, however, the final recording he would make with Napalm Death as Nik and Justin decided they needed someone decidedly quicker behind the kit if they were to truly fulfil their rapidly emerging vision of the band.


‘Just after we did “Hatred Surge”, we played with the Depraved and DOA,’ recalls Nik, ‘And then with Heresy, Concrete Sox and Varukers at the Mermaid, which was another nice gig. At the end of November, Peanut left – he just wasn’t so into the band when we started speeding up – so I went back onto bass, but only for about a month, and during that month we went up to Nottingham and that was the first time we saw Extreme Noise Terror, at a Dig-organised thrash festival. For me and Justin, that really formalised it, and then we came back to Coventry and saw Disorder and Dirge play, so we had a full day of some of the best thrash in Britain and we were like, “It’s gotta be done!”


‘We did one of those really horrible, snide things that you do when you’re young, where we basically kicked Rat out by telling him we were splitting up, and then reformed without him. It was really horrible, and it’s something I regret – we could’ve done it so much better, or even had the two bands going, but we were so focused on what we wanted to sound like. There was no real animosity about it, though, we just sort of glossed over it all really. In fact, for the next two-and-a-half years, until he went off travelling around the world, I would still have classed Miles as my best friend! He was annoyed at first, but then accepted it and moved on…he joined Anorexia briefly, and then started Aberration with Andy Nunn, who did a fanzine called Total Cannibalism and did the poetry on the first Doom album. They petered out by the end of ’87, and he actually got back together with Finn and Graham from very early Napalm Death, and they did a band called Witch Hunt, who sounded exactly like the Mob. They did a demo that unfortunately got lost in the mists of time – but believe me, it was as close to sounding like a second album from the Mob as anyone could’ve got!’


Rat’s replacement was Mick Harris, who had cut his teeth in the psychobilly band Martian Brain Squeeze (named after the Neos EP) and was then killing time with local punk act Anorexia (who also featured guitarist Dave Cochrane, who would go on to play bass with Head Of David), a raw, instinctive player of such speed and intensity it verged on the hysterical (and earned him such nicknames as ‘the Human Tornado’ and ‘Mickey Whirlwind’). For several months gob-smacked audiences weren’t sure whether Napalm Death were actually a serious band any longer, such was the undeniable novelty of their hyper-speed new drummer.


‘I’d discovered Napalm around August or September of ’85, and they were like an instant magnet for me,’ reckons Mick. ‘I think it was that whole “Napalm sound” that did it – Killing Joke mixed with Disorder and Chaos UK…and there was some Amebix in there too, without a doubt. Me and Justin became good friends – he turned me on to loads of underground thrash and death metal and I started travelling off to a few gigs with them and their crew. One of the more memorable was an all-dayer at the Queen’s Walk Community Centre in Nottingham, and just about everyone was playing – Chaos UK…all the locals, like Concrete Sox and Heresy… It was the first time I saw Extreme Noise Terror as well…a great day out, we all went down on the coach and had a right laugh.


‘About November ’85, Justin told me that Rat wasn’t really into the direction they were going with Napalm. He came along to an Anorexia rehearsal and at the end of it he just asked me to play as fast as I could. So I gave it my all, and he then asked me to join Napalm Death. I just wanted to play faster than fast…faster than Siege, faster than Deep Wound… Heresy had already taken it to the next level, and I just wanted to go even faster than that really. I wasn’t a great drummer, but I could do this fast thing, and I put everything into it, and that was what Justin and Nik wanted.


‘We had several rehearsals at my mum and dad’s house; Justin didn’t even have an amp, so we rigged him up through the hi-fi system! I can remember my mum saying, “As long as you’re finished by two o’clock when I get back from work, I don’t care!” And we got eleven or twelve songs together, had two rehearsals with Nik in a city centre rehearsal room, and did our first gig with Instigators and Amebix in the middle of January 1986… It was fantastic – it really came together well, and there was a definite energy there immediately, although a lot of people didn’t know how the hell to react to what we were doing…’


‘It was a weird time for us really,’ admits Nik. ‘We were simultaneously disliked and a laughing stock, and it was frustrating for me ’cos I was young, and almost every band I really liked didn’t like our band at all! But ’cos everyone thought we were crap, that partly spurred us on to keep doing what we were doing…


‘I never wanted to be in a band to be famous or make money; I just wanted to be in a band where I could express myself…that was the key objective – to be me! So initially I didn’t care about being drunk onstage, or taking all my clothes off and sticking drumsticks up my arse, or setting fire to my hair… All those things seemed like good ideas at the time!


‘But then through rehearsal, and all these gigs, we got really tight, and it didn’t take very long really…there’d be gaps between songs, of course, where I was rambling on, pissed, but when we started playing we were really solid. We were playing with a lot of bands at the top of their game, like Heresy, Concrete Sox, Varukers, Sacrilege…and that spurred us on as well.
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‘When I suddenly realised it was changing was when we did this thrash festival at the Mermaid in March 1986, with Amebix, Heresy, Potential Threat, Deviated Instinct, and Skum Dribblurzzz, and when we played, everyone went insane – there was a complete eruption of total mayhem! And I was so surprised, after the response we had been getting previously, but the word got out a bit after that… and if you listen back to live tapes, after the first few songs, it’s quiet, with no-one really saying anything or clapping, then after a few more songs, they’re laughing, and by the end of the set they’re all screaming and going mental. It really gelled…’


March ’86 also saw the band back in Flick, recording the ‘From Enslavement To Obliteration’ demo, Mick’s studio debut with the band and the recording that really saw the ‘classic’ Napalm style (as defined on ‘Scum’) – chugging Celtic Frost-like riffs juxtaposed with bursts of manic speed, all wrapped in the sobering aesthetics of anarcho-punk – finally finding its feet.


‘All three of us loved that raw punk edge of Celtic Frost,’ smiles Mick, ‘It was so basic, so immediate. It was Justin that turned me onto the whole thrash thing – he turned me on to Possessed, my first death-metal record, then on to Kreator, Destruction, Frost, Slayer, and then even further into the underground side of things, and on and on and on. As much as Justin loved his complex Sacrilege riffing, he liked the simplicity and flow of the Frost stuff, and it really worked for us – you could go from a simple Chaos UK/Disorder two-or three-note fast bit, into this simple, two-or three-note slow Frost bit…the energy and the power was there for both. Crossover came along as well, of course, but there were lot of people that didn’t like that kinda thrash – it was too clean, too technical, not enough punk there – but everybody embraced Frost!’


Seeing the band going from strength to strength, Daz Russell began getting them gigs all over the Midlands as well as at the Mermaid itself, and eventually asked them to record for a split 7-inch, alongside Dover’s Atavistic, that he intended putting out. Mouths watering at the prospect of an official vinyl release, Napalm Death visited Rich Bitch studios in Selly Oak, then still a humble eight-track facility, where they bashed out the 12 tracks that would become the A-side of their seminal ‘Scum’ album. Unfortunately for Daz Russell, the band were becoming aware of their potential for bigger and better things, and weren’t about to hand over the master tapes as lightly as hoped.


‘Yeah, Daz actually paid for the A-side of “Scum”, which was going to be this 7-inch on his new label, or maybe a split 12-inch or something,” explains Mick. “He stumped up £90 – I remember going to his mum’s house in Halesowen to collect the money for the recording – but we decided we weren’t going to just give him the tapes, because he’d never paid us once for a single gig, and was probably even making a bit of money off Napalm… We never asked him for any money, to be fair, but it wouldn’t have hurt him to have bunged us a fiver for a few drinks. He had us on a lot of gigs ’cos we pulled people in to help him pay the headliners, so although I feel a bit bad that we didn’t just give him the recording as promised, he was ripping us off at the same time, which is why we shopped the tape around to see if we could get someone who’d take it to the next level…’


Surprisingly, despite trying the likes of Children of the Revolution, who were releasing records by many of Napalm’s less-popular peers, and Pusmort, whose proprietor Pushead had showered praise upon the ‘From Enslavement…’ demo in his writings for Maximum Rock’n’Roll, no label was especially forthcoming and the recording sat on the shelf for almost a year before it was eventually unleashed by the undeniably perceptive Dig Pearson through his fledgling Earache Records. By this time Napalm Death had undergone a drastic change of personnel that left Mick Harris the only surviving member.


‘All the riffs that me and Justin came up with for “Scum” were just Chaos UK and Discharge riffs played even faster,’ says Nik, of the songs he had a hand in writing, ‘Although we didn’t really rip anyone off intentionally – we just synthesised what we were listening to at the time. How else would we have mixed the slow riffs of Celtic Frost with the speed of Siege? I adored Siege, but none of our songs sounded like Siege really…we just took that aggressive attack of theirs, and did it our own way. We wrote a few of the songs in the studio as well, including “The Kill” and “You Suffer” when we were doing “From Enslavement…” To an extent, “You Suffer” was inspired by stuff like “E” by Wehrmacht – a lot of people who didn’t know that scene might think Napalm Death invented short songs like that, but I can think of at least fifteen examples on demos I heard through tape-trading that were out there before we did “You Suffer”…


‘But it began to fall apart about then from my point of view,’ sighs Nik. ‘It was personality clashes really…there were three strong characters in the band, and no-one was prepared to take a back seat; we were all trying to be band leaders, I suppose. But there were annoying things that happened too, like when Concrete Sox had got us a gig in Lincoln, and that seemed great to me, because a band we really liked wanted us to play with them. So we went up to Nottingham the night before and stayed with John [March, the Sox drummer/vocalist], but when we got up in the morning, Mick Harris wasn’t there! We waited and waited, thinking he’d gone to the shops, but he never came back. Eventually Concrete Sox had to go without us, and we had to get the train back to Brum…and remember, at that time, none of us had hardly any money, and the idea was we’d get enough money off the gig to get home…so we went to this gig at the Mermaid that was on instead, where the Electro Hippies were playing – and there was Mick! He’d decided the night before that he’d rather go and see Electro Hippies than play our gig, so without telling us he got up early and went home, hadn’t left a note or anything…


‘He had a circle of cronies that I couldn’t really relate to then… it seemed like the only thing they had in common was music, and there was no interest in literature or film. I started to feel quite alienated within the group, and that started to curb my interest. So I said, “Oh, I can’t play the bass, I’m rubbish at it, get someone else…” And they all thought, “Oh, good idea, he wants to concentrate on the vocals!” But really I was trying to remove myself from the band…’


Enter new bassist Jimmy Whiteley, a Brummie-born punker who was still finding his way around his instrument in the short-lived Drop Dead (who also featured Andy Whale from Bolt Thrower on drums, Shane Embury on guitar and Mick Harris on vocals) when he got the call from Justin.


‘I’d actually read references to Napalm in Twisted Nerve as early as 1983, which I’d bought from the Peace Centre in Birmingham,’ reveals Jim. ‘It transpired that this was Rat and Nik’s own publication, but if you’d have told me that this was the brainchild of two teenage kids then I wouldn’t have believed it ’cos it was remarkably well-written, intelligent and insightful; it certainly belied the ages of its creators, anyway…


‘Later on, I heard their track on the “Bullshit Detector” record, but to be honest it passed me by, certainly on its musical values – or lack thereof. By that time I was receiving comp tapes from the likes of Paul May [Final Curtain fanzine] and Mick Slaughter [Obituary fanzine] and they were opening my ears to a myriad of hardcore bands from all corners of the developed world. I was captivated by the characteristics of speed and raw aggression.


‘I didn’t actually see Napalm play until 1985, at the Mermaid of course, around the time that they were playing the “Hatred Surge” material. I preferred faster stuff, but I did like the songs that had more of a dirge quality, particularly with Justin then incorporating “awkward” guitar melodies reminiscent of Killing Joke.


‘I bought a bass guitar in July 1986 after spying a cheap Westone left-hander in a second-hand goods store on the way to a gig in Coventry,’ he adds, explaining his own entry into the band. ‘I wanted to contribute something in some manner, and I thought bass would be the easiest thing to learn, in the short term at least. A few weeks later I was part of this Drop Dead project, although we never played outside of the rehearsal room; it was never of much value anyway. Then, in September, after the recording of the “Scum” A-side there was a notable disquiet in Napalm Death, with Nik in particular seeming disillusioned with how things were going. I don’t think Mick or Justin quite knew 100 per cent where they stood, and so they were cutting their losses and assuming a worst-case scenario. They asked me if I’d be into playing bass, despite them knowing that neither could I play nor did I possess any equipment. Justin came round and showed me the notation of some songs, and soon we were rehearsing with Justin handling guitar and vocals. I was mindful that my lack of ability would be a hindrance, but I was hoping that time would help – along with hiding the bass under a wall of distortion! Then Nik returned to the fold, and we played a handful of gigs…’


The final one with Nik and Justin still in the line-up was supporting Sacrilege in Leeds, after which Justin departed for Head of David and was briefly replaced by Frank Healey, who would go on to play with Benediction (and indeed Sacrilege!). Nik found himself increasingly unhappy with the new dynamic in the band and left himself shortly after. He and Justin were replaced respectively by Lee Dorrian, an anarcho-punker from Coventry, and Bill Steer, a sixteen-year-old tape trader from Liverpool who was then doing the excellent Phoenix Militia fanzine.


‘Basically, I was feeling very alienated from Mick Harris,’ explains Nik, ‘But I’m not really great with conflict, so I tried to drink myself away from it as much as I could. Justin, who I really respected, and still do, had been asked by Head of David to join them, and they were a fantastic band live, really powerful, really intense, and I think he felt that Napalm Death weren’t going anywhere much, and Head of David were on the verge of a nice contract, so he went off to play with them. And from my point of view, that was really the beginning of the end, because I was now on my own in this band with all these people I was starting to dislike…


‘Also, just before he left, we did that gig in Leeds, and everybody was shouting, “Faster! Faster!” And I had this moment of clarity where I realised we were becoming a circus…no-one wanted to listen to any of our ideas, they just wanted us to be this rollercoaster they could ride on…and if we were going to be a rollercoaster, that was a job, and I didn’t want to make a job out of something I love, which is music. And Napalm were becoming more and more influenced by metal – well, metal thrash like Repulsion, which I kinda liked, but I didn’t think it was particularly interesting to play – and it was definitely a case of us starting to follow what other people were doing instead of our own instincts…


‘All these things were coming together, and I was on my way to this rehearsal, really not wanting to walk into this room full of people who were waiting for me. I bought this bottle of spirits, sat on a bench and drank the lot, thinking, “I’m not going back there again…” And after a month of me not going to rehearsals or answering any phone calls, they realised I’d left, and they asked Lee! It was a bit like getting out of a very bad relationship where you don’t have the guts to say, “Right, that’s it, I’m going!” So I pushed it to the point where I had to leave, and when that point came, I just felt incredibly relieved – I was so pleased to be out of that group and away from those people…’


Lee Dorrian had actually just bought himself a bass guitar and was planning a move to Cardiff to join the highly respected anarcho-punk band, Icons of Filth, but that didn’t work out – possibly because he couldn’t play bass very well – although he was also toying with trying out for the vacant bassist slot in Doom when he got the call from Napalm Death to become vocalist. He soon found himself making his live debut for the band; with not one full rehearsal under his belt, he fronted Napalm, with Frank Healey still on guitar, when they opened for Antisect and Heresy at the Coventry Hand and Heart.


‘I used to see Nik Bullen and Rat at the all-night horror movie shows at the ABC cinema in Coventry,’ explains Lee, regarding his arrival in Napalm Death. ‘We used to take magic mushrooms or LSD and watch gore and splatter movies until about six in the morning. Everyone was wasted and on the floor, it was a right doss.


‘I also used to see Napalm virtually every week at the Mermaid, or wherever else they were playing… I must’ve seen them at least 60 times before I actually joined myself! That’s basically how we got to know each other, simply from being into the same kind of thing; you have to remember the scene was so small back then, and everyone pretty much knew everyone else.


‘It was only really when Mick Harris joined that they started playing extremely fast, and after a while the in-joke on a Saturday night would be, “So do you think they’re going to play faster than they did last week?” And, of course, they always did; they just seemed to get so fast that you didn’t know how it could possibly get any faster.


‘Before Napalm, I was in a band at school called Pig Disease, and the Coventry Anarchist Group had a band that just made a racket in my mate Jules’s bedroom – we were called ARF, or Armed Revolutionary Faction, and were influenced by anarcho-syndicalism, Wretched, Disorder, Skum Dribblurzzz and Eat Shit… I didn’t even have a microphone or PA – I used to just scream into the end of a wooden screwdriver!


‘At first I was both shocked and disappointed that Nik had left,’ he recalls of getting the call from Mick asking him to join. ‘Then I thought: well I fucking love this band; I know I’ve got pretty much zero experience, but why not?


‘Right from the start, it was in my mind that I wanted to keep the original idea of the band alive, especially in theoretical terms; my favourite lyricists were Blinko, Rimbaud, Stig, Antisect etc. Although the music was changing and becoming more and more metallic, I considered it of the utmost importance to try and keep the original hardcore/anarcho ethics alive in the band. My biggest influences vocally at the time would have been Cal [from Discharge], Sakevi [from influential Japanese hardcore band, GISM], Sothira [Crucifix] and Pete Lyons [Antisect]…although the vocals on the ENT side of their split with Chaos UK were quite ground-breaking, it has to be said. When I first heard that, I thought it was fucking awesome!’


Eager to showcase the new line-up, Mick Harris soon had the new-look Napalm Death back in the studio, recording what would now become the B-side of the ‘Scum’ album. With Earache stepping up to the plate to release it, neither band nor label had any idea yet how influential this cobbled-together work of youthful audacity, literally recorded on a whim and a prayer (well, maybe not a prayer given the band’s atheist stance…), would eventually become.


‘I just still believed in it… I loved it – it was like my life – and all of a sudden, everyone else was gone,’ says Mick about how he kept his dreams for the band alive. ‘Dig had got in touch with me soon after Justin and Nik had gone, because he knew I wanted to continue with Napalm and he saw an opportunity to grab that A-side whilst he could. I remember seeing him at a couple of the hardcore matinees we played, but it wasn’t until about March ’87 that he phoned me up and said he wanted to come down and have a talk, to discuss getting the band back into the studio as soon as possible…


‘The first – and second – “Scum” sessions were over-nighters, ’cos that was the cheapest deal you could get at Rich Bitch – there was no “record one day, mix the next”! They were both recorded with Mike Ivory. Rich Bitch was the studio of choice at the time – it wasn’t expensive, and we knew Mike could get it down for us…you could go in there on a tight budget but come out with something that was half-decent.


‘I became one of the main song-writers, sat there with my two-string guitar going through the hi-fi – I couldn’t play guitar, still can’t in fact, but it worked… I tuned the E and the A strings so they sounded like a barre chord, took all the other strings off, and sat there with a pen and paper! I’ve still got all my original paperwork and all my cassettes…


‘I wrote most of the B-side to “Scum” like that – Bill came in and he didn’t have to write any more material, ’cos I’d already written sixteen tracks! I went down to Liverpool for two rehearsals with Bill, and it just came together. Lee was still piecing together the lyrics the night before we recorded, and I did have to cue him in, but we just did it overnight. We had to go back and re-do the mix because there was something wrong with the snare and kick drums and they were getting buried in the overall sound. I remember Dig moaning, “I’m not spending much money on this…” He managed to get us this four-hour session from 4am ’til 8am – ’cos no-one else wanted it and it was cheap!’


‘We only had one full rehearsal – as in one with Bill, Mick, Lee and myself all in the same room at the same time – prior to the recording, and that was maybe only for three hours at most,’ recalls Jimmy, who is more critical than most of the results, describing the urgency with which ‘Scum’ was finished off. ‘Actually it was on the evening of the last day that Flick studio was in business, and the photographs that appeared on the back of the LP sleeve were taken in a seemingly abandoned Transit van that had been left outside the place. As well as knowing that whatever was committed to tape the next day would stay with me warts and all for the rest of my life, it was no less unnerving knowing that Lee was totally unfamiliar with the words that I’d written to accompany songs that he was similarly unfamiliar with. Not exactly grounds for confidence…


‘John Peel subsequently aired the record a lot,’ says Jimmy, acknowledging the massive debt owed to the visionary DJ by so many of the earliest UKHC bands (Mick Harris even stating categorically, ‘If there’d been no John Peel, there’d have been no Napalm Death…’), ‘And it was arguably the first record of its nature to be broadcast by such conventional means, on mainstream UK radio, so maybe it’s not inaccurate to view it as some sort of milestone, but it borrows heavily from many other bands itself, at least on musical merits. Most of that “Scum” B-side is just blatantly recycled riffs from Repulsion’s 1986 demo, those being the songs that Mick assembled. The odd few that I wrote owed more to Discharge, and Bill wrote at least one or two, perhaps thinking of a similar dynamic. If some people regard it as “important” then fair enough – that’s their prerogative – but for me personally there are much more relevant works to get excited about. Now, had the A-side been released as a work in its own right, then I’d agree it would be worthier of such plaudits…’


Despite Jim’s reservations, the album, for all its faults, remains a staggeringly intense debut, even by the standards set today in extreme metal, and whilst the A-side is the more listenable of the two (mainly thanks to those crushing Celtic Frost moments), the B-side is certainly not without its own merits. With wonderfully realised front cover art by Jeff Walker (Bill Steer’s band mate in his other band, Carcass), the UK punk scene had never heard anything like it, not even acts like Disorder having come close in the belligerent noise stakes. Although it took a while to start moving, it was soon in the Indie Top 10 on word of mouth alone, with the band’s name seemingly on the lips of every self-respecting scenester.


‘There’s a real energy on “Scum”,’ offers Mick Harris, ‘A clean side and a dirty side. It was the same engineer, same studio, same everything, but Bill down-tuned for a heavier tone, and had a much dirtier sound… Jimmy liked the most distorted bass sound possible as well, so it was quite a muddy bottom end, hence us having to go back and refine the mix a bit. But that filthy sound was what we wanted…the A-side isn’t polished or anything, but it has a nice clean tone to it, still quite heavy – it just all sits really well… We really caught the punk energy of the band. If you put a metronome to it, it’s all over the place, I’m sure, but there was none of this ProTools when we recorded – it was just the band, and we really had it down by then, we could do it with our eyes closed! There were no rehearsals; we were spread all over the place, so the tightness came from just playing so many gigs.


‘Those all-dayers we used to play were £1.50 for maybe twenty bands,’ he remembers fondly. ‘Tim from Skum Dribblurzzz would turn up, with his guitar and his amp and pedals in this little trolley, hoping he’d get a slot. His drummer guy would be with him, there was just the two of them… Tim would always turn up, saying “Can I do five minutes then?” Bless him, he was a sweet guy! They had a great “get up and go” energy…


‘The last time I went to the Mermaid was sometime in early ’87. We just split away from Daz Russell with the new line-up…we hadn’t delivered the 7-inch he paid for, but he never went on about that, to be honest. He was still sat on the door of the Mermaid, collecting money and letting people in for free who didn’t have any…we just never played there again…’


By then Napalm Death were too busy playing further afield to keep on revisiting their old stomping ground anyway, and unsurprisingly soon had their first European tour booked – ‘unsurprisingly’ because heading for the continent as soon as possible was a seemingly obligatory, and always worthwhile, step for any UKHC troupe of the period.


‘That first tour with Ripcord was a right doss,’ smiles Lee. ‘It was basically a bunch of kids thrown into a Transit van and sent around Europe for a few weeks to see what happens. Ripcord were friends of ours and great guys; they brought a guy along with them called Eddie Van Dale, who was awesome.


‘I remember our touring diet consisted of as much ale as inhumanly possible to drink, with the occasional cold can of lentils from a dodgy supermarket thrown in. It was absolute heaven when we stayed in Switzerland with the guys from Fear of God. Dave Phillips was vegan and had bought the most amazing, luxurious tofu and soya products for us during our stay. We also met Martin Ain from Celtic Frost in Zurich, which was awesome as well.


‘Tony from Sacrilege was driving us, and I seem to remember a slight road accident somewhere along the way. We were just sleeping wherever we could after the gigs: crusty squats, garages, toilets… I came back with a bad dose of scabies from that one.


‘A tension began to develop between Jim and Mick though, which unfortunately led to Jim leaving the band on our return to the UK. This upset me a bit because Jim was somebody I looked up to, and I thought he was a brilliant lyricist. I must admit to feeling a little alone with the ideology side of the band after he had gone…’


‘It was great to visit other countries on that European tour,” begins Jim, by way of explaining his acrimonious departure from the band (he joined Ripcord soon after, but would eventually play with Napalm again, albeit as a one-off guest bassist, on a few tracks of their 2004 release, ‘Leaders Not Followers 2’). ‘I’d never had the opportunity to travel outside of the UK with the exception of a school trip in the late Seventies and so it was almost like a holiday with your mates. To actually get rewarded with free beer, food, expenses and some genuinely receptive audiences seemed such a departure from what was standard fare at home. Of course the experience soured when one individual started to take it a little too seriously, which was when the sense of camaraderie and purpose was usurped by a new-found egotism.


‘I left under a cloud, it’s fair to say,’ he admits, ‘but I never harboured any resentment whatsoever towards Lee or Bill, nor indeed Justin or Nik. Life’s too short. Take with you the lessons that you’ve learned and move on. Those in the band these days I regard as good friends and we sometimes go on the lash socially when they’re not in some far-flung part of the planet. I’ve not seen the others for many years, apart from Nik whom I bump into occasionally, but I wish them well nonetheless…’


Jim was replaced on bass by Shane Embury, who was then drumming for Unseen Terror, and Napalm Death recorded the first of many well-received Peel sessions.


‘Actually going to the Maida Vale studios and doing sessions for the Peel show was probably the highlight of it all for me,’ says Lee proudly. ‘To be in a band acknowledged by someone I had grown up listening to from the age of eleven or something was just fantastic…’


‘We didn’t even have any gear at that point, if you can believe that,’ adds Mick incredulously. ‘I had some cymbals, pedals and sticks, Bill had a guitar and Shane had a bass and we went down early so we could go to this huge storage space near the studios and hire a backline. It was a fantastic experience, a real eye-opener… I’ll always remember [producer] Dale Griffin saying, “Right, you’ve got twenty minutes, four songs…” And we were like, “No, we’re doing twelve songs! And they only last four minutes!” He just couldn’t get his head round it; “How many songs in four minutes?” We set up and did what Napalm did – flew through the songs, no messing about…


‘I remember Danielle Dax was next door, and when we were doing the vocals, Dale went and got Danielle Dax’s engineers to come through. He was like, “Come in and have a bloody listen to this!” Me and Lee were doing the double vocals – the high screams and the low growls – and they were stood there saying, “You’ll get a bad throat singing like that…” It was just an experience for everybody!


‘And that first one was Napalm’s most ferocious session, we gave it our all! I’d grown up with Peel since 1979, and he had given us this chance, so we went at it full-on. There was no nervousness, we just went for it, and the acoustics in the studio were so good, there was a natural reverb in there…


‘We did seven sessions for John in all, and I’m sure Dale hated every minute of it – in fact, he walked out of the final one I was involved with. I upset him doing this loud click down his ear, and he walked out on us! Some of the madness he put up with ’cos of John Peel inviting bands like us in all the time…he hated it!’


The band’s second album, ‘From Enslavement To Obliteration’, picked up where the B-side of ‘Scum’ left off, but was blessed with a much clearer, more attacking production courtesy of Steve Bird at Birdsong Studios, then located in Worcester but since relocated to Scunthorpe. There was considerable pressure on the band to not only follow up ‘Scum’, but to somehow top it – if, in fact, ‘topping’ such a defining moment of sonic extremity was indeed possible – and, on the whole, they actually pulled it off.


‘Yeah, I’m very proud (if that’s the right word?) of this record, absolutely,’ reckons Lee. ‘It was my first real chance to come into the fold as a lyricist… as I said earlier, it was a blow for me to lose Jim and I did initially feel the pressure of attempting to live up to what had come before me. Most of the issues I dealt with at the time were studies of myself and the way I related to situations and people around me; in many ways I felt some kind of obligation to look at my own faults and stereotypes before firing off at other people about theirs. Of course, I had no problem in attacking institutions and corporations that cause innocent people/living beings to suffer as well.


‘I was also aware, that by this point, the majority of people buying our records didn’t really care what the lyrics were saying – partly due to the fact that they were pretty much inaudible, I’ll admit that – as long as they sounded mental.


‘Anyway, this album was a lot more direct and brutal than “Scum”. It had the killer Discharge riffs and some really underground metal influences, managing to nicely bridge the gap between the two styles…’


A front cover story in the New Musical Express declaring Napalm Death ‘the fastest band in the world’ certainly didn’t harm the mythos building around the band, and helped ‘FETO’ reach the coveted Number 1 spot in the Indie charts. With gig attendances also increasing exponentially it was no wonder the BBC wanted to investigate the Napalm phenomena, featuring them on their Heavy Metal Arena programme, a broadcast that drew heavily on footage filmed at ULU (University of London Union) in February ’89. The subsequent ‘Mentally Murdered’ EP was a fine slice of aural butchery too, and the band headed off for their first tour of Japan. However, what should have been a moment of triumph turned out to be a badly organised disaster that ultimately cost Napalm Death their singer and guitarist.


‘The Japanese tour was both sweet and sour for me,’ says Lee candidly. ‘Everybody in the band had decided they would love to play over there and visit, so I organised a kind of swap tour with SOB. They came and played over here, touring the UK and Europe with us, and in return they sorted out a tour for us to go and play over there.


‘The gigs were great – we got to play with everyone from Outo to Lip Cream, Gauze to Death Side – so it was absolutely fantastic from that point of view. Also, we got to see Japan first hand, as we were staying with friends and travelling around with SOB in a van. These days, if we visit there with Cathedral, it’s a bit more luxurious shall we say…


‘During this trip it had become quite clear that a major rift had developed between myself and Mick. He and Shane were really keen to work with a manager who I thought could well have invented the word “dodgy” all by himself. I was still in the DIY frame of mind, which was becoming a losing battle in the band, and we had basically reached a point where it was not going to work anymore. I had spent literally months arranging this tour, which cost me a fortune in phone calls, faxes and whatever else at the time, a tour that pretty much helped set up Earache’s status in Japan as we were the first band on the label to ever visit there.


‘Just prior to the trip, we had all received royalty cheques for a couple of grand, or thereabouts, but because it was all a bit hectic, I didn’t have the chance to put mine in the bank before we went away. I had planned to do it upon my return. 


‘There had been a bit of a loss due to flight costs etc. on the tour, which was otherwise a pretty big success, but halfway through the tour, I was told by Martin Nesbit (an employee of Earache at the time, who had come to Japan with us) that it had been agreed between certain band members and Digby Pearson that my royalty cheque should be cancelled to cover those losses! This decision was made without my consent and told to me by someone who wasn’t even in the band…so much for us all being in it together!


‘And this was the final straw for me; it was quite apparent that the only thing they gave a shit about was money and themselves. To quote Johnny Rotten, the last words that came from my mouth at my final ever Napalm show in Tokyo in 1989 were, “Ha ha! Ever get the feeling you’ve been cheated?” And, “The exit signs are clearly marked!” Of course, no-one got it!


‘On my return to England I announced that I had no further desire to be a member of the band, and shortly after that Bill decided to leave too [to concentrate on the increasingly popular Carcass full-time]. I seem to remember that Peel had lined us up to play the Reading Festival not long after that, but, by this stage, the damage had already been done. Of course, we were kids (and, dare I say, quite naïve?) back then. I’m just trying to put forward how I felt at the time. I’m still very good friends with both Shane and Bill to this day, and still see them often…’


Lee was replaced by local metaller Barney Greenway, but the surprise decision was made to replace Bill with not one but two American guitarists. This new line-up, so firmly grounded in the death metal and thrash scenes, cemented the changing sound of Napalm Death and set the future direction the band would pursue to this day.


‘Well, Lee and Bill leaving was a bit of a shock, of course,’ says Mick of that second troubled period he had to steer the band through, ‘But me and Shane still believed in it. We just got this crazy idea, ’cos we really liked Terrorizer and they really liked Napalm, to ask Jesse [Pintado] – they weren’t doing anything really, ’cos Pete [Sandoval, Terrorizer drummer] and David [Vincent, Terrorizer bassist/vocalist] were already in Morbid Angel… We called him up, and he said he’d love to. But when we tried to get him into the country, we made a bit of a balls-up, and he got sent back after flying all the way here from Los Angeles! We got the paperwork right the second time though, and he made it over okay…


‘Barney was a friend, and was really into the underground death metal thing, which was definitely the way the band was heading, and he had this great grunty voice, so we got him in. Mitch [Harris] was my friend, who I’d visited in Vegas and we’d done the Defecation project together. The other guys weren’t convinced about getting a second guitarist, but they agreed to try it out, and it worked. He came from Righteous Pigs, who I was a fan of, and he was a big fan of Napalm, so he knew all the old stuff. It all clicked into place, and we were off – lots and lots of gigs, lots and lots of tours, writing new material… everything just got bigger and bigger. We lost some of the old fans, who thought we were too death metal or too thrash or whatever, but there were a lot more new people getting into the band. The whole progression of the sound was very gradual anyway, and we always felt that the punk was still there, the old energy; we just wanted to move on as a band, we couldn’t keep writing twenty-and thirty-second songs – we wanted to make it more interesting, more challenging… But it didn’t change overnight.’


However, even the inimitable Mick Harris (who incidentally had just completed a year moonlighting in ENT as well as playing with Napalm) couldn’t maintain his incredible enthusiasm, and after one more album and 12-inch he too left the band during June 1991 to concentrate on his fiercely experimental ambient noise project Scorn, which ironically enough saw him reunited with Nik Bullen for several years.


‘[1990’s] “Harmony Corruption” is a piece of shit really,’ he says contemptuously of the last Napalm Death album he played on. ‘It’s a shame that the production doesn’t do the songs any credit whatsoever. It was a big, big mistake, and we’ll all hold our hands up to that, but these things happen. We went to Morrisound [in Florida] to record, and we had the greatest respect for [producer] Scott Burns – we were big fans of the first Obituary record and Death’s “Leprosy” album that he did – but we never made it clear to him that we wanted to co-produce the record, and he thought he was doing it all himself. I ended up calling him something he didn’t like!


‘He told me my drum style was all wrong, and my double cymbal was messy, and I said, “Well, you’re the fucking engineer! You’ve got all the fucking equipment, Scott, gate it out – don’t be a c*nt!” And you can’t say the “c*nt” word in America, not like here at least… He stopped the session, packed up the tapes, and left the room!


‘Everything went quiet… There was a lot of animosity going on at that point; it wasn’t coming together really, and I was battling to get something together – apart from Barney, the other guys would be out drinking all night and falling asleep while we were mixing…


‘Tom Morris came back and told us that Scott wasn’t going to continue with the session, and he suggested we let it cool down for a couple of days. Dig was on the phone straight away, “Look Mick, there’s a lot of money on this… just get it finished and we’ll sort it out at mastering…” He was so worried, he’d put a lot of money into it, so we went with it, we had to go with it really…


‘We toured after that, of course, but I was tired, the fun wasn’t there any more for me. I’d lost my friends really… Jess, Mitch and Shane were drinking buddies – that’s all it seemed to be for them. We’d do a gig, and they’d go looking for girls and getting pissed – what about the music? I’m not holding it against them, ’cos these things happen, and it was what they wanted to do…even me and Barney were starting to argue. So I did one last record, “Mass Appeal Madness”; we had three new songs, and we were doing a new version of “Social Sterility” from the “FETO” record, and we did it how we used to – just bashed it out in Birmingham [early March 1991], and it was nice to bow out with something half-decent…’


Mick was replaced by Mexican-born American drummer Danny Herrara, a close friend of Jesse Pintado, who made his recording debut with 1992’s ‘Utopia Banished’, by which time Napalm Death had moved well away from the UKHC scene covered in this book. This line-up was to prove the most stable and prolific by far that the band ever enjoyed, lasting almost to the current day – although Jesse Pintado sadly died, after years of alcohol abuse, on 27th August 2006. Surviving many changes of label, they’ve become a virtual institution of British metal and certainly an honest band the fans can rely on to still deliver the goods even after all these years. For the old-school fan of the UKHC scene of the late Eighties though, it will be one of the two line-ups immortalised on ‘Scum’ that really defined Napalm Death.


‘I remember one gig at the Mermaid where the Hackney Hell Crew turned up and fired rockets at us all night,’ laughs Nik Bullen, recalling some of the chaos of those early gigs, ‘Just holding these fireworks in their hands and pointing them at us! But we rarely had any serious trouble at our gigs, especially in the Mermaid…it was far enough out of town that the real loonies never made it out there…compared to gigs at Digbeth, where there was always this heightened sense of tension, and people throwing themselves off the balcony feet-first on to the people below – which was pretty intense when I was thirteen and cowering at the back with my fanzines!


‘It was just a part of my life that I moved through,’ he reflects. ‘I don’t think I’d still be in Napalm Death if I’d been on my way to practise that fateful day stone-cold sober. If anything, my only regret is that I wasn’t self-confident enough to leave the band earlier – I should have left the day Justin left and saved the sense of self-loathing that staying with them those extra few months engendered!’


‘To me it was about breaking boundaries and not being restricted in your outlook,’ reflects Lee, who put together the highly popular doom-metal band Cathedral after leaving Napalm. ‘Unfortunately, I think the same thing happened to grindcore, if you want to call it that, as happened to punk rock – all the great original bands were just plagiarised by a billion other bands who just copied their style identically, making it no longer original and no longer extreme.


‘If you look at it in the broader picture, I think that the initial acknowledgement of Napalm Death certainly left a big impact on the music scene. Extreme music has become acknowledged generally a whole lot more in its various forms since then which, in turn, has encouraged artists to push themselves further.


‘But as far as being remembered? I don’t know really… Hopefully as someone who meant it! I think that before rags like NME got hold of it and terms such as “Britcore” were being bashed around, it was a truly great and exciting scene to be a part of. As far as I was concerned, it was more than music and passionately about change. There’s no denying the naïvety of it all though… but if someone back then had called me naïve, I would’ve roared my head off at them, haha! Unfortunately, like any scene or “movement” that starts off with the right intentions, it got ruined by the confines of success, envy and ego, but one thing’s for sure, I’m glad I was there when I was.’


‘Me and Mitch [Dickinson, of Unseen Terror] are going to do some more hardcore together, we’re both really desperate to do it,’ chuckles Mick Harris, in closing, confirming that we haven’t yet seen the last of the Human Tornado. ‘Mitch’s nearest neighbours in Shropshire are over a hundred metres away, and he’s got a digital eight-track and a drum kit. He’s only an hour from me, so it’s perfect… I just want to play some good, honest hardcore and grindcore with some like-minded people, and Mitch wants the same thing. It’s never left me, the punk is still in me, and it’ll do me good to get out the house, instead of sitting on a river bank all weekend!’




SELECT DISCOGRAPHY


7”s:


‘Nazi Punks, Fuck Off’ (Earache, 1993)


12” EPs:


‘Mentally Murdered’ (Earache, 1989)


‘Mass Appeal Madness’ (Earache, 1991)


‘The World Keeps Turning’ (Earache, 1992)


‘Greed Killing’ (Earache, 1995)


‘Breed To Breath’ (Earache, 1997)


‘Leaders Not Followers’ (Dreamcatcher, 1999)


LPs:


‘Scum’ (Earache, 1987)


‘From Enslavement To Obliteration’ (Earache, 1988)


‘Harmony Corruption’ (Earache, 1990)


‘Utopia Banished’ (Earache, 1992)


‘Fear Emptiness Despair’ (Earache, 1994)


‘Diatribes’ (Earache, 1996)


‘Inside The Torn Apart’ (Earache, 1997)


‘Enemy Of The Music Business’ (Dreamcatcher, 2000)


‘Order Of The Leech’ (Spitfire, 2002)


‘Leaders Not Followers, Part 2’ (Century Media, 2004)


‘The Code Is Red… Long Live The Code’ (Century Media, 2005)


‘Smear Campaign’ (Century Media, 2006)


‘Time Waits For No Slave’ (Century Media, 2009)


At A Glance:


Earache’s 20th anniversary dual-disc edition of ‘Scum’ sees the album fortified with a 45-minute documentary all about the mid-Eighties period of the band’s history. Elsewhere, the CD version of ‘From Enslavement To Obliteration’ includes all of ‘Scum’ as bonus tracks, a grand total of 54 cuts of prime vintage Napalm on one disc.





In the turbulent wake of Discharge, a hundred Discore – or D-beat – punk bands sprang up around the world. Whilst many of these hailed from Sweden, leading the charge in the UK was Birmingham’s Doom, another raging hardcore punk act forged in the drunken crucible of the legendary Mermaid venue in Sparkhill.


‘Yeah, I remember seeing a flier up in the Mermaid – I’ve still got it – saying, “Doom require a drummer for Discharge-influenced band!”’ recalls drummer Tony ‘Stick’ Dickens. ‘I also remember taking said poster down, asking who this Bri was, then drunkenly hassling him all night ’til he agreed I could join! They had some other guy lined up, but I knew it was my gig, and nothing like being told the position was filled was going to put me off. I think Bri had seen my old band, Annihilator, a few times, as we used to do quite a few gigs around Brum with Napalm Death [their guitarist Frank was even momentarily in Napalm Death, during the period between the two sides of ‘Scum’ being recorded]…


‘“Mermaid” and “memory” are two words usually accompanied by the phrase “loss of…”, as it was always a very drunken time, from what little I can remember. Once I complained that I’d missed Antisect playing – only to be told that I was down the front dancing all night! I liked the Mermaid though, because all the bands used to travel there, and all the people from around the country would come too, so it was a good place to network… “I’m in Bristol next week…can I crash at yours?” I used to go whoever was on, and it was sometimes months later I would actually discover these bands were famous or something; it was just a great place to meet up, rough as a badger’s arse. The bottom floor of the pub was full of drunken navvies usually…’


Prior to Stick joining though, bassist Jon Pickering and guitarist Brian Talbot played together in the Subverters (who were originally known as Religious Vomit), and even had Mick Harris drumming for the very earliest incarnation of Doom.


‘Me and Bri started the Subverters in ’85 or ’86, whilst we were still at school,’ explains Jon, ‘With an older school friend Jason Hodges [drumming], just making up songs at my mum’s house and desperately trying to play our instruments. We were influenced mostly by anarcho bands, Rudimentary Peni and Crass and the like, but were adding faster bits of thrash as we started to listen to newer bands like Napalm Death and MDC. We eventually had to stop practicing at my mum’s when the neighbours complained, and instead began going to a crusty damp rehearsal room called Fastix in the town centre.


‘Because we had started going to the Mermaid regularly, watching tons of bands and meeting loads of new people, me and Bri decided to stop doing the Subverters [after one gig at the local Streetly Youth Centre] and agreed to have a few practices with Mick Harris under the working name of Doom. We wrote three songs and played live once, but even then we felt it was getting a little generic playing metally bits with blast beats. Bri especially wanted to do something different, and was being blown away by all these really powerful Swedish bands he was listening to, which was when we decided to try and get a band together that mixed our anarcho-punk ethics with a much less metallic Discharge-influenced punk-style sound…’


In other words, ladies and gentlemen, the birth of Doom as we know and love them! Bassist Pete Nash was also recruited via the Mermaid and he holds many a fond memory of the place, as do all that frequented it:


‘The importance of the Mermaid to the UK scene can’t be over-estimated,’ he reckons earnestly. ‘Obviously, coming from around Birmingham, it was fundamental to me personally. I’m not sure what others felt around the country at that point, but I couldn’t afford to travel, so it was literally the whole scene for me. At first it was just pure escapism – get away from shitty suburbia, get pissed, listen to music and have fun, without parents or the police moving you on or taking you home. There you met like-minded people, from all over the country, sharing music and ideas, with links to nearly every conceivable movement, from all over the world. You would find out the dates of the next Stop the City march, why people wanted to do it and what they thought they might achieve, whilst getting pissed, listening to music and having fun.


‘You had bands from all over the world, playing every week at a very cheap price, you could wear what you like and be yourself and no-one would care who, or what, you were. If you fell over, people would pick you up and they wouldn’t care what colour, what age or anything about you, as long you weren’t an ego tit, and as long as you enjoyed it. Maybe, because I was quite young, it seems more utopian than it was, but it seems to me, whoever you talk to, everybody has the same memories; I don’t think it’s a thirty-something duffer looking at the past through rose-tinted glasses, I’m not like that.


‘I have so many fond memories of the place, it’s hard to know where to begin. Some of the bands that played were awesome – I think one of the best was a thrash festival when Chaos UK, Extreme Noise Terror and Napalm Death played. The “Radioactive” split had just come out and it was brilliant. Or there was another thrash festival when Napalm Death, Amebix and Antisect played…but really every gig was an experience. In fact, it was not just being at the gig, it was the whole process: get up, do my paper round, go to my mate’s and the jumble sale to buy clothes and rip them up, go back, listen to new music, and get fucked up on anything that was around. Then get the bus to Olton and buy four pints of the rankest 35p scrumpy cider, and drink it in ten minutes flat before the bus stopped at the gig.


‘One time – a lot of the time actually – we didn’t have the £1.75 to get into the gig, so Fuzz – my mate’s sister – opened the girls’ toilet window to let us in. The trouble was, it was about two stories up! We climbed up the fire escape, onto the roof and walked across and got in… thing is, we were pissed out of our faces and my mate, Greg, slid off. He was hanging onto the gutter which broke, and then onto a telephone wire, about twenty feet in the air! I pulled him back, both laughing our heads off, and we got in through the window. And the pub landlady was in there, but I don’t know if she could tell crusty punk girls from boys, because we were so young and “fresh faced”… we got past her without being found out anyway.


‘Another time, my mate and I wagged off school, and went to the Mermaid in our school uniforms and got served and pissed out of our faces! Silly dancing’s another great memory: the elephant dance or doing the dying fly to Napalm Death. It seemed that the whole dance floor was lying on their backs, doing that the one time! Getting the train home (or walking) and trying to get away with not paying; there would be about ten of us, with no money, all racing into the toilets to avoid the conductor.


‘I remember the first AGL gig – the Anti-Gothic League, Pete and Nik Napalm’s mess-about band – when we did our whole set in the soundcheck! Then the PA bloke said, “Alright lads, you can start your set now…” That was the first time I sang and played a guitar ever; up there on the stage, live, because the others chickened out. I could do neither…especially not at the same time, or in time, but it didn’t matter – the crowd just saw the passion of fourteen-year-old kids fucking thrashing their bollocks off. They were spitting at us, and we were trying to spit back (we had fearful dry mouths!) and throwing mince pies at them…or that might have been another time!’


Brian Talbot helped precipitate that first AGL gig by showing Pete how he could open tune his guitar so he could play a power chord by simply putting his finger straight across all the frets (‘I was so pissed, it still took ages,’ laughs Pete), and the two of them then teamed up with both Nik and Rat from Napalm for yet another ‘doss band’, the Motherfuckers from Mars. Then, on 2nd March 1987, Pete (who thankfully kept a meticulous diary!) received the phone call from Brian and Jon inviting him to join Doom, and they began practising together a few weeks later.


Rich Militia of Sore Throat introduced the band to Paul ‘Hammy’ Halmshaw who was just starting up his Peaceville label in earnest, and in August 1987 Doom entered Birmingham’s Rich Bitch Studio to record three tracks, two of which – ‘Relief’ and ‘Slave To Convention’ – were included on Peaceville’s ‘A Vile Peace’ compilation. Unfortunately for Pete, he broke his wrist just before the session and the band had to ask Napalm Death’s Jimmy Whiteley to stand in.


‘I broke my wrist stage-diving to the Stupids at the Mermaid,’ admits Pete, ‘although I didn’t know I’d broken it until I tried to play bass the next day at home with Jon. We had walked back seven miles along the railway track the night before, jumping over fences and hedges to get onto the track, falling over in ditches and shit… I went to the hospital the following Monday on my moped and was told it was fucked. Usually, when you do a stage dive, you land on other people, but the moment I jumped, the crowd moved to their left; I landed on the floor (on my wrist) and the crowd moved on top of me. I found £4 on the floor though, while I was trying to get up, which was a bonus – free scrumpy!


‘I was more worried than frustrated at the time because the bass player they got was much better than I was and I thought they might chuck me out and use him instead. It was quite stressful in that regard…’


Doom then played their first gig at the Mercat Inn, Digbeth, opening for Depth Charge, on 23rd September 1987, and were soon making a name for themselves on the live punk circuit with their powerful political thrash. Their tracks on ‘A Vile Peace’ were so well received they were soon asked to record a full album for Peaceville, although they decided to hone their chops first with the six-track ‘War Is Big Business’ demo, recorded at Leamington Spa’s Red Spot Studio late that November.


‘It was merely a day of rushed recording in a fairly crap, echoey studio,’ reckons Jon, recalling the first ‘proper’ Doom recording. ‘The demo is fine; it’s noisy and cheap and full of energy, just like any good punk demo on a C60 cassette should be! It also reflects a creative highpoint for Doom, where we were all writing lots of songs and enjoying ourselves immensely.’


February 1988 saw the band back in Rich Bitch, recording 21 songs for their debut album on Peaceville, ‘War Crimes (Inhuman Beings)’, predictably on a shoe-string budget…


‘I remember Hammy said he couldn’t afford to pay for the recording at the time, as he was just about to do the Deviated Instinct LP, so I borrowed the recording money off my gran,’ recalls Stick. ‘And we basically recorded every song we had at that time. We knew nothing about the recording and mixing process either, so were at the total mercy of the studio techs, hence when it was suggested I use an old-style Simmons pad for the snare drum, I agreed. The engineer said he could make it sound like whatever we liked…yeah, right! The pad operated if you hit it full belt with a hammer or tickled it with a feather – either way you’d get the same note – so when I was doing an intro and the stick would bounce, I’d get a double trigger. In the end I had to change my style of drumming to get around the problem, which drove me insane at the time. I remember Pete was pretty young then too, and told his mum he was on some job scheme so he wouldn’t get in trouble!


‘Another thing about the recording is that Bri tuned his guitar with tuning pipes, so it’s in a funny key. After Jon did the vocals, we listened back and realised that the talking between the tracks sounded funny, which was when it was discovered that the engineer had played the music back at the wrong speed and recorded the vocals onto it, so they had to be done again… A catalogue of disasters really; I’m surprised we came out with anything…’


‘I had to do the entire album again,’ sighs Jon. ‘Luckily it made the vocals gruffer and deeper, which I was happy with in the end. Unfortunately, though, some of the energy and rough thrashiness of Doom was taken away in favour of a more ‘modern’ sound and, ultimately, it lacked something because of that. I recall lots of other issues during the recording, especially having a producer who seemed to think we were a metal band and wanted to add his own guitar solos! Still, it has so many good tracks and lyrics, and has reached so many people, I am still really proud of it.’


Despite its obvious shortcomings, ‘War Crimes…’ was a tremendous success for both band and label, Doom’s honest, simplistic take on aggressive hell-for-leather punk rock winning them hordes of fans across the UK. John Peel even took notice and invited them to record two sessions for his show, which were later released by Strange Fruit Records as part of their popular series of ‘Peel Session’ albums. 
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‘We turned up at this top-of-the-range studio with a bunch of ramshackle equipment,’ laughs Stick. ‘Pete hadn’t got a bass guitar when he joined Doom, so at most gigs would blag one from another band for the duration. Anyway, the bassist from the band who eventually became Benediction [Reprisal] gave Pete an old bass; it only had one string, but that didn’t matter as you could play all the Doom songs on just the one anyway. Pete managed to get a second string eventually though, and so, there we were in this posh studio, and the producer asks Pete why he’s got two strings on his bass, and Pete, in all seriousness says, “In case one breaks!” The look on the guy’s face was priceless! And then the only amp Pete could bring to the session was a nine-watt practice amp; it looked ridiculous playing through that in this huge studio, but it sounded great in the end…’


This was an incredibly prolific period for Doom, who also recorded the 10-track ‘Doomsday’ demo (26th May 1988) at Phantom Zone Studios. By early 1989, they were also ready to embark upon a two-week European tour with Nottingham’s Concrete Sox, a mandatory rite of passage for every UKHC band of the time.


‘Well it was all one big new adventure really,’ reckons Bri. ‘I’d never even been out of the country before, so it was all really exciting. We went with Concrete Sox in a small Transit van that belonged to Chaos UK, and as far as I remember we went to Holland, Germany, Yugoslavia, Italy, Austria…and fuck knows where else. I remember after we’d been away for a few days, Pete turning round to me in the van on the motorway in Germany and saying, “Fuck me, Ausfahrt’s a massive city, ain’t it?” “Uh, no Pete, ‘Ausfahrt’ means ‘exit’ in German!” Hahaha, class!


‘The high points were Zagreb, where we played to about 1,000 people in a huge venue, which really blew me away…as did the whole scene in Europe, to be honest; it was so well organised, with really smart squats and really focussed politics. The low point for me was when we headed out of Yugoslavia on the way to Italy, and the fucking road just ended! In the middle of nowhere, it literally just fucking ended! So we had to turn back and then took this road that went up a bloody mountain; the van started to overheat and we all had to get out and walk up this bloody great hill. The road after that was just a dirt track following a stream – I thought we were going to be stuck there forever. Eventually we made it to the border, though the border cops were not impressed with us one bit and proceeded to make us get everything out of the van. While we were doing that, they’d be taking the piss and playing with their machine guns – which was very intimidating. After they didn’t find anything and had rubber-gloved Les (Sox), they wouldn’t let us in anyway, the fuckers. So we had to drive along another shit road to the next border crossing; eventually we finally got into Italy and made it to the next gig, but hardly anyone turned up! We played to Concrete Sox and they played to us. I think there were about ten other people there…it was shit, but we got drunk.


‘Another low point for me was when Les lost it at a gig in Italy; he must have started about ten fights for no good reason. People would pull him off someone and then he’d start on them, and so on… Bit of a nightmare really!’


Spring ’89 saw two new Doom releases, the ‘Bury The Debt…Not The Dead’ album for Peaceville, a split release with Sweden’s No Security, and the five-track ‘Police Bastard’ 7-inch EP for Andy Joy’s Surrey-based label, Discarded. Both were recorded by Steve Bird at Birdsong Studios in Worcester during early January 1989, and are widely regarded as Doom’s most potent offerings, where they honed their guttural hardcore to a scintillating edge. Unfortunately they also marked Bri’s departure from the band.


‘The mix was much better and you can really feel the energy of those songs,’ agrees Pete. ‘We really had found our style and got it really tight; we were doing load of gigs – once, twice, three times a week – and I really liked the new songs we were doing. We had being playing the old ones for so long by then, and these were nice and fresh. We were riding on the crest of the wave, with a total conviction in what we were doing…’


‘I can’t actually remember exactly why Bri left,’ continues Jon, who took over guitar duties as well as vocals in Brian’s absence. ‘I remember that we did another tour with Concrete Sox and went to Ireland to play Dublin and Belfast, and he brought this American girl Tammy, who was later to become his wife, with him. He then said he was leaving Doom and, I think, moving away from Birmingham. I think he just wanted to pursue his relationship and be nearer to the 1 in 12 Club really; it was just part of him moving on with his life. Back then, Bri was quite intense and pretty opinionated and, because we were so close, I used to annoy him a lot. We were getting a bit tired of each other, so I think we both welcomed the break!’


‘I’m not 100 per cent sure why I left either,’ admits Bri. ‘It was a culmination of how things were in Brum and where my head was at. The Mermaid had shut, and Jon and Pete were living with Nik Napalm and Leggo [from Deviated Instinct/Filthkick]. There was this thing going on at the time of people trying really hard to be anti-PC [politically correct]. Now I can understand people getting pissed off with people bleating on about certain things and how they should be done, but when people tried soooo hard to be non-PC, to the point of it being actually wrong, it just pissed me off. Like Jon and Pete started to wear swastika necklaces, and they made up these “I Hate Nigger” badges – that just put a really bitter taste in my mouth. Things can be done in an ironic way, but when they start to change how people actually think it can be quite disturbing. Maybe I was easily offended back then? Who knows? By this time though, I had much more in common with my friends in Bradford, and I was really into what the 1 in 12 Club was doing. Basically, the scene in Brum just got really ugly and up its own arse, so I moved up here.’


Struggling to find the same power they had as a quartet, Jon, Pete and Stick tried out several additional guitarists, including Dave Talbot, who would later put together the respected doom-metal band Solstice, with Rich Militia, but essentially remained a three-piece as they worked at evolving the primitive Doom into something more measured and metallic. It didn’t work out though, and, disillusioned with both the changing musical direction and increasingly apathetic responses at gigs, Stick announced he was leaving soon after a poorly realised demo highlighted the error of tampering with the classic Doom formula. The band’s last gig (for a while!) was at the Den in Wigan, with Filthkick, on 21st August 1990.


Stick and Pete joined Extreme Noise Terror, playing about 20 gigs with them and recording the split LP with Filthkick, before Pete joined Filthkick himself and Stick joined Dirt. Pete then joined Jon in the psychedelic doom band, Cain, before Jon put together Police Bastard and Pete co-formed Lithium 6.


In 1992, however, the classic Doom line-up reunited to tour Japan, releasing the ‘Doomed From The Start’ LP (a collection of all the early demos) and the poorly-recorded ‘The Greatest Invention’ LP on Vinyl Japan the same year. The reunion only lasted until the band returned to England and then old tensions started rising to the surface once more, resulting in Brian and Stick putting together a new version of the band without Pete and Jon.


‘I think it was around this time that Doom played at the 1 in 12, as a warm-up for Japan,’ explains Bri, ‘and Nik Napalm and some of his mates came up to the gig. One guy thought it was funny to stand in front of us when we played and sieg heil at us… I’d had enough, dropped my guitar and twatted the c*nt. Nik jumped on me, and Jon – if I remember correctly – kicked me, the little shit! So after I’d pulled out some of Nik’s dreads, and punched him in the face a few times, and the other guy got his fingers broken outside – cheers Darren! – we finished the gig, but the whole incident made me more determined to take Doom back as soon as I could…’


‘I could write an entire chapter about that Japanese tour,’ remembers Jon, who returned to Police Bastard after the trip to the Far East, before forming Haxan. ‘It was surreal, odd, exciting, and sometimes downright scary. Firstly, we played these gigs around Tokyo with about twenty bands on, and we had to wait for all these bands to play and then get on and try to impress the audience! I felt pressured and uncomfortable a lot of the time, unable to talk to anyone properly. We also had to play with all this gear from the other bands and try and get everything sorted without being able to really communicate with anyone. I also found that a lot of the punks were really image-conscious and extremely macho-looking; they all seemed to carry knuckle-dusters and batons and were seemingly loaded with weapons, which was pretty intimidating and a little scary.


‘The entire tour culminated with us playing a gig where we were informed that Sakevi from the notorious band GISM was gonna be attending. People kept warning us that he was really unpredictable and almost mafia, so by the time it came to play the gig we were really shitting ourselves, which wasn’t much fun. At the end of the gig, Sakevi came over to meet the band, along with some scary-looking entourage; luckily we held it together and seemed to get along with him in some form. I still look back at our time in Japan and think, “Fuck… that was really strange!”’


‘We thought it might just work, but it didn’t,’ admits Pete – who still creates challenging music to this day as Corvus – commenting on the band’s fragmentation upon their return. ‘There were now two distinct camps in Doom. I’m not really sure if the others had a problem with Jon, or me, or Brum, or the people we hung out with – or none of that – as we didn’t really talk; we were not gelling together at all. By then the Brum scene had lost its dynamic (well, I thought it had) and I think the Bradford one was the new “Mecca” for hardcore music. It had the 1 in 12, and things were happening up there – it was like the new Mermaid, I suppose, whilst in Brum the scene had become extremely jaded and far too politically correct. You could not do this, buy that, say this, say that, and I suppose I rebelled against it, and I think Bri and Stick may have resented this. It seemed that it was all about scoring the maximum “punk points”… I’m not saying that was what Bradford was like, it was just my perception of the UK scene as a whole at that point. So, although some of the new songs sounded really good, it was not the same the second time round…’


Bri and Stick recruited a new vocalist, Tom Croft, formerly of Genital Deformities, and a new bassist, Paul ‘Mall’ Mallen, and recorded the ‘Lost The Fight’ 7-inch (a split with Hiatus) for Flat Earth, and the ‘Pro-Life Control’ LP (a split with Selfish) for Ecocentric. Mall left in 1994 and was replaced by new bassist Scoot from Largactyl, with whom the band recorded the ‘Doomed To Extinction’ 7-inch (a split with Extinction of Mankind, also for Ecocentric), the ‘Fuck Peaceville’ double-LP for Profane Existence (who also reissued the ‘Police Bastard’ EP), and 1995’s ‘Hail To Sweden’ 7-inch for Pandora’s Box.


When Scoot was unable to make a Scandinavian tour during September 1995 (which was when the band recorded the ‘Monarchy Zoo’ 7-inch for Vinyl Japan at the legendary Sunlight Studios), Dennis Boardman of Blood Sucking Freaks stood in, until a new bassist was found in the shape of Chris Gascoigne from Suffer (Dennis then moving to second guitar). Tom Croft left just before the Scandinavian dates as well, and was replaced on vocals by Wayne Southworth, also from Blood Sucking Freaks. It was this line-up that recorded the celebrated 1996 album, ‘Rush Hour Of The Gods’, for Flat Earth.


‘We toured all over Europe as well as Scandinavia,’ recalls Bri, of Doom circa the mid-to-late-Nineties. ‘We did some great gigs with some great bands…although most of it’s a bit of blur (I really should stop drinking… er, no, fuck that!), but we had some good times. Playing with Totalitar was the highlight for me – they’ve always been a truly awesome band for me, ever since I used to write to Andreas in the mid-Eighties. Of course, they blew us offstage every night, but it was an honour. Even though Tom and Scoot had both let us down, we managed to recruit Wayne and Dennis just in time, and what a good choice that turned out to be.


‘Recording-wise, I like most of what we did around then, but top of the list are the split with Hiatus, “Hail To Sweden”, “Fuck Peaceville” (a truly marathon recording session that was!), although my favourite is “Rush Hour Of The Gods”. I really liked some of the lyrics I’d written for that album, as well as the cover and concept. Some of the songs were great too – but very Totalitar-influenced in places, whoops! And the band chemistry was fucking ace by then as well…’


In 1998, Flat Earth released a split Doom/Cress 10-inch, before the band recorded the ‘World Of Shit’ album for Vinyl Japan in 2001. By this time, Stick was busy with Ruin, Zounds, and the Devils (fronted by Wayne Southworth), and Bri was doing Khang (he was also in the Devils as well!), which evolved into Lazarus Blackstar, and gradually Doom was left to gather dust. Sadly, Wayne died on 18th March 2005, of an epileptic seizure, aged just 28.


‘He was one of my very best mates,’ says Bri, by way of tribute to his friend. ‘He was such a kind-hearted bloke, very intelligent, very creative, and the best mate you could ever have. I really miss him, as do a hell of a lot of other people. Very intelligent, yet quite naïve sometimes, and he was fucking hilarious too – he used to come out with things like, he thought the reason people weren’t allowed on ferry car decks was ’cos they had to fill them with poisonous gas to make the ferry float, haha!


‘I lived with him for some years in various shitholes in Bradford, and we never fell out. He was a dedicated vegan, and every night after the Club he’d get a vegan pizza on his way home, with sweetcorn instead of cheese, and the only way I’d know is ’cos the next morning I’d leave the flat and find a loads of sweetcorn on the doorstep where he’d sat and eaten it so he wouldn’t have to share it with me.


‘When we went to Scandinavia, I remember one gig where Wayne and Dennis were both missing somewhere; I went to the bog for a piss, and they were both in the toilet smashing beer bottles on their own heads, for no apparent reason! But the classic Doom gig with Wayne was in Slovenia [immortalised on the “Pissed, Robbed And Twatted: Live In Slovenia” 7-inch, released by Nuclear Sun Punk in 1996]. The crowd we played in front of seemed a bit off with us all night, so Wayne did his best GG Allin impression and broke a bottle across his forehead. This made things worse and someone got up and twatted Wayne for no reason, so, of course, we all piled in – a crazy gig. He looked fucking mental when he sang – eyes rolled back in his head, proper scary – but he was the gentlest, nicest person who never caused any shit with anyone. He is deeply missed by all who knew him.’


As to how Doom might be remembered in years to come, Pete hopes they made more than just a musical mark in the psyche of the UK underground: ‘I would like people to realise that what we did with Doom was passionately sincere; we believed in it totally and everything we sung about was with 100 per cent conviction. Some of the ideas may have been a bit naïve, but I still believe in the fundamentals even today.


‘Personally I see Doom as a product, the living embodiment, of the early-Eighties scene, and we carried on the flame until the end of that decade with all our energy, not letting the fuckers grind us down and “sticking it to the man” with the maximum force. For me, Doom and punk were – and still are – the music of relevant protest, and not letting yourself become fodder for the so-called rulers of this world. Stand up for your right to exist as an individual and together, as a movement, you can create change. After all, that is what our society is supposed to be based on, isn’t it?’




SELECT DISCOGRAPHY


7”s:


‘Police Bastard’ (Discarded, 1989)


‘Live In Japan’ (Ecocentric, 1992)


‘Lost The Fight’ (Flat Earth, 1993) – split with Hiatus


‘Doomed To Extinction’ (Ecocentric, 1994) – split with Extinction  of Mankind


‘Hail To Sweden’ (Pandora’s Box, 1995)


‘Monarchy Zoo’ (Vinyl Japan, 1996)


LPs:


‘War Crimes (Inhuman Beings)’ (Peaceville, 1988)


‘Bury The Debt…Not The Dead’ (Peaceville, 1989) – split with No Security


‘Doomed From The Start’ (Vinyl Japan, 1992)


‘The Greatest Invention’ (Vinyl Japan, 1992)


‘Pro-Life Control’ (Ecocentric, 1994)


‘Fuck Peaceville’ (Profane Existence, 1995)


‘Rush Hour Of The Gods’ (Flat Earth, 1996)


‘World Of Shit’ (Vinyl Japan, 2001)


At A Glance:


Peaceville’s 2002 ‘Total Doom’ CD compiles the ‘War Crimes…’ LP, the Doom side of the ‘Bury The Debt…’ split with No Security, and the seminal ‘Police Bastard’ 7-inch – 37 tracks in all – in a nice-looking fold-out Digipak, making it a veritable crash-course in D-beat crust.





Talk about pivotal records from the UKHC scene of the Eighties, and Sacrilege’s ‘Behind The Realms Of Madness’ 12-inch is sure to be mentioned early on. A true masterpiece of menacing metallic punk, it helped shore up the punk, metal and hardcore scenes for the imminent crossover that was about to take place, and remains to this day one of the most potent and visceral releases by any British band – ever.


‘I got into punk in early 1977, when I came across the Sex Pistols being played on John Peel’s evening show,’ remembers vocalist Lynda ‘Tam’ Simpson of her inception into the scene that would eventually spawn Sacrilege. ‘It was love at first sound, and after that I listened to and taped stuff off the Peel show daily. I was just totally into punk from then on: the sound, the anger, the clothes, the attitude…all of it. The opening bars of “Holidays In The Sun”, whenever I put on “Never Mind The Bollocks”, still excite me to this day!


‘I remember buying that album as clear as the day I did it…there were power cuts at the time, and in Stourbridge the place to go for the album was Mark & Moody’s, a long thin shop in those days… I clearly remember walking the length of the shop towards a couple of candles where the desk was, with a couple of assistants lurking in the shadows behind it… oh, the excitement! The first one I bought had a plain pink back cover, but I later had to re-buy the album after somebody jumped on the record player at a party I had taken it to, scratching it badly. The back cover by this time had the titles of the tracks on it in the newspaper-cutting style the Pistols made famous, but the plain one remains one of my most prized possessions.


‘I had never particularly identified with any one genre of music before – I knew what were referred to at that time as “heavy rockers”, but until punk came along I didn’t understand what it was like to really want to feel part of something. It was a really big thing for me, and has shaped my life ever since, probably for both good and bad, but I have never regretted getting into it…’


Bassist Tony May reflects similarly on the positive shockwaves punk rock sent through the UK music scene and the previously-closed doors it booted down, empowering kids everywhere to get up and ‘have a go’. ‘It gave the music industry a much-deserved kick up the backside. I got into it all in ’76…the excitement and confusion it caused really attracted me, and by 1980, I got my own chance to try to do something for myself – and that’s what punk was all about, wasn’t it? Expressing yourself and getting your views across, regardless of talent.


‘So, in 1980, we [Tony’s first band, Final Attempt] blagged our way on-stage at Dudley Town Hall in the Midlands to support Splodgenessabounds, who had just had their classic hit, “Two Pints Of Lager And A Packet Of Crisps Please”. We asked Max Splodge to play guitar, but none of us had ever done anything musically before, so Mel took vocals, Seca drums and me the bass. We struggled through a very loose version of “Police Oppression” [by the Angelic Upstarts] and, believe it or not, we went down okay! So Final Attempt was born that night, with Smithy added as guitarist after the gig. Our sound was basic, raw and angry…we played eight gigs in total, the biggest being at the Golden Eagle pub in Brum. Sadly Mel left the band after that, so we replaced him with Tam and changed the name to Innocent Victims; we got better musically, but we only played one gig under that name at the Mere in Stourbridge…’


Smithy and Seca were eventually replaced by Andy and Dan, but the only recordings undertaken were homemade rehearsal tapes and Innocent Victims disbanded in 1981.


‘I met Tony when I was still at school in 1979,’ explains Tam. ‘He was a bit older than me and covered in tattoos; I really wanted a tattoo but didn’t know where to go, so he took me to the tattooist he went to, and the rest, as they say, is history!


‘I got the nickname “Tam” way back,’ she adds. ‘I was always irritated from about the age of twelve by the way women’s periods were portrayed as “slightly embarrassing”… In those days, if you bought sanitary protection, it was wrapped in a brown paper bag “to spare your blushes”, and even today we still have the old “blue liquid” on adverts for sanitary products! This irritation stayed with me, and when I was about fifteen, I used to spend all my evenings with Smithy and Seca in the Vauxhall in Stourbridge, drinking lager and lime and discussing punk – you could get served in pubs then, as long as you behaved – and they were both a few years older than me. One evening we decided we would each have a pseudonym, so Seca became “Heroin Edwards”, although his surname wasn’t Edwards and he didn’t do heroin. Smithy became “Psycho”, although he was a lovely bloke, and I became “Tampax Tampon” – I had been known to wear them as an accessory on the odd occasion…there was no Claire’s Accessories back then! Some time later, after the name had been shortened to “Tamp”, I was introduced to Tony who misheard what Smithy called me and thought my name was Tam, and that was that!


‘Anyway, I can’t quite remember how or why Final Attempt split up, or how we morphed into Innocent Victims…I can’t actually remember ever playing live with them either, although at least one rehearsal tape survived because Tony played a song off it, “War Games”, to Damian when we were thinking about starting up Sacrilege…’


Sacrilege sprang forth during the summer of ’84, six months after Tam and Tony met the aforementioned Damian Thompson at a Conflict gig at JB’s in Dudley. Hailing from Lichfield, Damian had previously played in Cadaverous Clan and War Wound, the latter act issuing two fairly ferocious demos that would almost certainly have seen them signed – if only Damian and [War Wound drummer] Andy Baker hadn’t joined the Varukers instead. The underground classic ‘Another Religion, Another War’ 12-inch was recorded just before Tony May joined on bass (his picture appears on the back sleeve even though he never played on it) and the band headed to the continent for their first tour of mainland Europe.


‘I’d started hanging around with the Varukers, helping them move their gear about and going to all the gigs,’ recalls Tam. ‘I went with them to Europe that first time, and it was on that tour that Pinch [at that time in the English Dogs and now drumming with the Damned] played us the first Metallica album, “Kill ‘Em All”, which made quite an impression! Damian and Tony left the Varukers after the tour, and sometime later that year we formed Sacrilege with Liam [Pickering, formerly of Vicious Propaganda] on drums.


‘That was just after Damian and I got together as a couple,’ she explains. ‘Our relationship and the band ran parallel for several years…we were very passionate about each other and needed something to keep us out of bed! Basically, the two things were developing at the same time, and I think each one made the other more difficult. It was a big relationship for us both – in the end we were together thirteen years and had two daughters – and I think it must have made things more difficult for the other members of the band, because it was obviously a very different dynamic than if it had just been four individuals.’


1984 also saw the recording of a four-song demo in Birmingham’s Rich Bitch studios, one track of which, ‘Dig Your Own Grave’, was included on the Mortarhate double album compilation ‘We Won’t Be Your Fucking Poor’, the following year. The band then made their live debut on 31st January 1985 at the Marcus Garvey Centre in Nottingham, before recording another four-track demo, this time contributing the song ‘Blood Run’ to the ‘Anglican Scrape Attic’ flexi, which turned out to be the first offering from the soon-to-be massively influential Earache Records.


‘We travelled up to see the Sears and somehow got added to the bill,’ laughs Tony, ‘but we went down really well that night.’


‘I think we got the gig because Antisect couldn’t make it or something,’ adds Tam. ‘I was well into Antisect at the time, so that was quite a thing, to be asked to stand in for them! It was a good gig though, and we met some guys who liked what we were doing, so they got us a gig in Scunthorpe a few months later with Chumbawamba; it was very much a case of one thing leading to another…’


The second demo saw the band incorporating a much heavier, metallic influence into their raw, Discharge-inspired thrash, and the decision was taken to replace Liam behind the kit with Andy Baker, the far more experienced, solid double bass-drum player whom Damian and Tony had toured and recorded with in the Varukers. He made his live debut with the band in Wood Green, London, during August ’85, supporting Antisect and Dirt, by which time work had already begun in earnest on a set of material for the band’s debut vinyl offering, the ‘Behind The Realms Of Madness’ 12-inch.


‘Damian used to spend hours on his guitar getting the songs together,’ explains Tam. ‘We knew loads of people in the punk scene, and at that time it was all about doing it yourself and helping each other, so once we had got some tracks on tape we just passed it around; it was very much word of mouth. There was a lot of letter writing going on… I remember soaping stamps so that you could re-use them was very popular at the time…there was a friend of ours called Jimmy who was very involved in fanzines and gigs and so on, and Rat out of Indecent Assault introduced us to a guy called Dave Green who eventually did the artwork for the cover of “Behind The Realms Of Madness”… various people just helped out in different ways. We also had stickers and flyers made, and every letter we sent out had those in them.


‘I remember rehearsing all the time in this right dump, a lot like a damp dungeon – I don’t remember where it was, but I remember “Closing Irony” coming together. I loved the riff to that song, and still do now.’


Released in late 1985 by Bristol label Children of the Revolution, ‘Behind The Realms Of Madness’ is a six-song rollercoaster ride to the fiery bowels of Mount Doom and back, Damian’s pestilent riffing and Tam’s throaty rasp imbuing tracks like the pounding mid-tempo ‘Shadow From Mordor’ with a genuine sense of insidious intent. Layer upon layer of insistent guitar hooks, locked in tight with a deceptively simple, ruthlessly precise rhythm section, set up a truly bleak yet compelling soundscape, with Tam’s Tolkien-inspired warnings of an imminent environmental apocalypse raging like an electrical storm across its surface. And if that sounds melodramatic, that’s because it is; records this damn potent come along once in a blood-red moon.


‘We had started listening to thrash-metal alongside hardcore punk before we started Sacrilege, and once we started there was always just so much cool new stuff to listen to,’ says Tam, attempting to explain the huge progression made from the demos to the 12-inch. ‘As well as the bands that were happening at that time, like Metallica and Slayer, there was all the older stuff, particularly, at that time for us, Black Sabbath. From very early on, we were into that sort of heavy sound, as well as what was around at the time on both the hardcore punk and thrash-metal scenes, but we didn’t see ourselves as set apart from our peers really; we were just playing what we liked. I don’t recall there ever being any great plan; it was just what came out! I guess that we were a little different because we had a female vocalist whilst trying to get a really heavy sound, but as always with Sacrilege, nothing was planned. The lyrics were just about stuff that concerned me. I am a big fan of the “rant” and always loved the way Crass put so many lyrics into every song, but when I put pen to paper it just didn’t come out like that! As it happens, I think the more abstract style of writing I had probably suited the musical direction we were going in… The Tolkien connection just happened because I was reading Lord Of The Rings at the time, and my head was full of the imagery from the book…’


Riding the crest of the hardcore/metal crossover wave that was taking the British music scene by storm at the time, Sacrilege signed a two-album deal with the Wolverhampton-based Heavy Metal Records, which quickly fell through when it became apparent that label and band were on very different wavelengths when it came to the act’s future musical direction.


‘They wanted us to become the next Warlock,’ scoffs Tony, incredulously, referring to the Doro Pesch-fronted German metal band, who were very en vogue in the late Eighties, ‘but we were always determined to follow our own direction musically, whether it was going to go down well or not…’ 


It was Rob Bruce, owner of Rich Bitch, who stepped in to become the band’s manager and helped land them a deal with the far more credible Under One Flag (an imprint of Music  For Nations, then one of the most respected metal labels in the world having just helped launch Metallica on their spectacular rise to fame).




[image: ]





About this time, Mitch Dickinson from Broseley-based Unseen Terror joined as second guitarist, to help flesh out the band’s sound and, although it was a solid match-up musically, differences of opinion over the band’s future direction made it a short-lived one.


‘This was the middle of ’86, and I’d just got to know some of the guys from Sacrilege, who’d just done their first mini-album,’ recalls Mitch, ‘and Damian rang me up one day – he’d got my number off Dig from Earache – to ask what I was doing, so I told him. It was a bit of a shock to hear from him really, because after Heresy they were one of my favourite bands at the time, and he said they were looking to beef up their sound a bit, would I be into going down for a rehearsal? So I learnt three or four songs, went over to Stourbridge on my motorbike, very nervously walked into this rehearsal room, plugged in and went through “Lifeline”. I can’t remember whether I got it first time, but it was certainly quick, and then we did “Shadow From Mordor”…and it just worked! I was getting really excited, because the sound in that room was so powerful and clear, it sounded so great…and they seemed really pleased with how it went, and asked me if I wanted to go for it. I said, “Well, I have got this other band…” And they were like, “Yeah, yeah, yeah, but we’re not going to be touring the world or anything just yet…”


‘All the way back home, I was thinking, “Bloody hell, I’m playing in Sacrilege!” I used to spend a lot of time at Tam and Damian’s flat after rehearsals, watching movies, going to the pub, eating Chinese food, playing music…they’re really good people, y’know?


‘I was only with them for about four months though, didn’t even do a gig with them, but they were good times. We spent a lot of time rehearsing, because it was the period leading up to the first album, and the music was getting a lot more complicated… The rehearsals were a lot more intensive, I was over there every week, sometimes practising Saturday and Sunday…


‘Damian was a real perfectionist too, knew exactly what he wanted…and if I’m honest, that was why I backed off in the end. There wasn’t any bad feeling, but I had this vision that I would be playing a bigger role; it turned out that I was never going to get the chance to write any music…and every guitar player, especially from a metal background like myself, likes to play a little solo or something. But I was told no solos, I was just the rhythm guitar, I’d be stood at the back…which was fair enough, but I wish I’d been told that at the beginning. I would’ve liked it to have been me on one side of the stage, Damian on the other, trading off each other a bit more, having some fun really, but he was going to be stage centre and it was made quite clear to me that I would always be playing a supporting role. I’ve always been a very creative guitar player, and I started to feel a bit stifled, not having any input to any of the writing…so we went out and had a drink together and talked it through and I apologised and said that I didn’t think I was 100 per cent suitable…and went back to Broseley and Unseen Terror.’


Back to a four-piece again, the debut album, ‘Within The Prophecy’, was recorded by Mike Ivory at Rich Bitch, of course (‘It was starting to feel like a home away from home,’ admits Tam), during December ’86 and January ’87. ‘We had to slot in on any spare time that Rob Bruce had got at the studio – because we had no money to pay for anything; we often worked through the night, and could be seen bussing back to Halesowen at 7am!’


The new recordings saw the band fully embracing the metallic influences they had already veered so strongly towards with the preceding 12-inch. Further changes were afoot within the band’s ranks, as Tony left during the recording, leaving Damian to play all the bass parts as well as all the guitars, although he did briefly rejoin afterwards to help promote the album live.


‘I think the atmosphere at the time was exciting, but with all that excitement came a lot of pressure,’ sighs Tony. ‘It started to take its toll on me, and, looking back, maybe it was just too much too soon, personally.


‘Leaving Sacrilege was one of the hardest decisions I’ve ever had to make though, as the band was basically my life, but like I said the pressure got too much for me. I don’t think the album “Within The Prophecy” matches the production and finish of “Behind The Realms Of Madness” anyway. The demos we did of the “… Prophecy” album are much better, if you ask me.


‘Yes, I did rejoin the band briefly, and it felt like coming home again, but things hadn’t changed for me and I soon slipped back into the “pressure zone”, so I finally called it a day for good. My last gig with Sacrilege was at the Fulham Greyhound in London [16th November 1986], and they didn’t play again live for another ten months…’


Tony wasn’t the only victim of the pressure being brought to bear on the band; with Andy Baker being replaced by Paul Brookes, and then Tony leaving for the second time, Sacrilege began to come apart at the seams.


‘I think Andy leaving the band was a negative thing in the long run,’ concedes Tam. ‘At the time we felt he wasn’t putting enough effort and enthusiasm in, but we probably should have just discussed stuff together a lot more. Yeah, I think the line-up changed too much after that…all the people who followed were great people, but when people start to come and go like that, it is never quite the same. Sacrilege was originally just a group of friends making some music together – it was a completely different feel when we started getting all these new people in to fill vacant positions.’


Tony was replaced on bass by Paul Morrissey and a second guitarist was recruited in the shape of Benediction bassist Frank Healey, and the new-look Sacrilege made their public debut at Birmingham’s beloved Mermaid on 19th September 1987. Soon after though, Paul Brookes left, and Spike Smith took over behind the kit.


‘Damian was still writing everything, so no major musical changes in direction came about from the line-up hassles, but constantly working new people into the band was becoming more and more time-consuming!’


Some relatively high profile gigs were undertaken – at the London Astoria (with Girlschool!) during December 1987, the Hummingbird, with Candlemass, in March 1988, and Nottingham Rock City, with Sabbat, the following month – but the band were playing out less and less for various reasons and were soon to play what would turn out to be their final gig.


‘That Nottingham show with Sabbat was the worst gig I can remember doing,’ reckons Tam. ‘The crowd really didn’t like us – I think it was a bit hostile before we even started, because I can remember Damian saying, “Let’s just run through the set and get off as quick as we can!” Not such a great night really…


‘I think we started to play less because of all the line-up changes. On a couple of occasions we had just worked someone in, and were getting to the point where we were tight enough to play live, and they moved on. The songs were becoming more complex too, so it was becoming much more time-consuming to learn them. At the same time, we were crossing into the metal scene as well and the whole gig thing was changing. In the early days, gigs were arranged through other bands, often bands we liked and wanted to see ourselves. People such as Daz Russell would organise gigs at places like the Mermaid in Brum, and bands from the London area would organise gigs down at the Ambulance Station; these gigs had a very DIY feel to them that we were comfortable with.


‘When we got the recording deal with Under One Flag, we also acquired an agent…did we jump or were we pushed? I don’t remember! Anyhow, he would “suggest” we did this or that gig, and we weren’t always happy with those suggestions (one of the exceptions being the Candlemass show, a band we were all well into and more than happy to play with!), so we were becoming less enthusiastic.


‘Also, the metal scene expects more of a performance – nothing wrong with that, of course… I like to go and see metal bands myself, but personally I wasn’t very comfortable with it. I liked going onstage saying, “Hello, we’re Sacrilege”, running through the set, and then saying, “Thank you and good night!” So, I was becoming less enthusiastic as well – I have never had any great ambition to be onstage, I just loved the music we were making and would have happily done the vocals sitting next to Andy at the back of the kit, banging my head like everyone else.


‘The last gig we did was in London, I think [at the Royal Standard, 20th May 1988]; it was quite a small venue and we may have headlined… That was a good night, we really enjoyed it, but we didn’t know it was going to be our last ever gig! We never decided to stop playing, it just happened…like everything else really.’


Sacrilege’s swansong, ‘Turn Back Trilobite’, was recorded during July and August 1988 and was engineered by Paul Scarlet, who also produced the album under the watchful eye of Damian. Fully embracing the doom-metal influence of bands like Candlemass and Trouble, it was a solid enough collection of moody metal songs by most people’s standards, but compared to Sacrilege’s previous output sounded somewhat tame.


‘I guess “… Trilobite” would be the album I like least,’ agrees Tam. ‘I am not at all happy with the vocals on that recording, both from the point of view of how I actually did them and how the production has come out. There are some decent songs on there, but when you listen to something you have done yourself it is always yourself that you can hear, so if you are not pleased with the result it spoils the whole thing. I like “Soul Search”, though, and a few of the other tunes are great too.


‘To be honest, by the time we had finished “Turn Back Trilobite” it was all but over. By then, there was just the four of us: Frank, Spike, Damian and myself, and it had been some considerable time since we had played live. I think we had done what we had wanted to do, which was get the songs out of our heads and on to something solid that we could keep. I don’t have any real regrets about Sacrilege ending when it did; I think we took the whole thing as far as we could anyway, and certainly a lot further than we ever intended to. I have never heard Damian say that he regretted not carrying on either…although he has never stopped making music anyway.’


Post-Sacrilege, Tony May ‘almost joined Bolt Thrower’, but eventually hung up his bass guitar, getting married and having a son, who is now a punk-and metal-loving teenager himself. Damian still plays very spontaneous, DIY music at free festivals around the country, whilst Frank Healey returned to his Benediction role, and Spike Smith went on to drum for such eclectic acts as English Dogs, Morrissey and, most recently, Conflict. Tam, a mother of two and practitioner of Hatha yoga for some 20 years, is still a follower of extreme music but settled into clerical work in benefit administration.


‘Having signed on from leaving school for quite a few years, it’s somewhat ironic that I have spent more or less all of my working life doing benefit admin in some form or another!’ she smiles. ‘I approach it with an attitude of unconditional love, by never judging anybody… it works for me at least!’


She then considers, in closing, the nebulous concept of scene unity: ‘We did feel part of more than just our local scene…although I suppose, in reality, we didn’t have that local a scene ourselves. None of us actually came from Birmingham, although we always announced, “We’re Sacrilege from Birmingham…” at the start of all our gigs, so we kind of adopted Brum’s scene as our own. But we were involved with people from all over the UK, from other bands and people who were into us. I think at that time just about everyone felt part of the bigger hardcore scene, it was that far-reaching worldwide.


‘It was definitely more than “just music” too… It was an eye-opener, like removing your “beer goggles” or taking off the “rose-tinted glasses”…and, once you have looked and seen behind the glossy cover-up that the people with all the power and money would like us to blindly accept, you never forget what you have seen, no matter how you may have to compromise with it all to live your own life. It changed a lot of the people involved, and, at the very least, made us question what we are told – which has got to be a good thing!’




SELECT DISCOGRAPHY


12”s:


‘Behind The Realms Of Madness’ (COR)


LPs:


‘Within The Prophecy’ (Under One Flag)


‘Turn Back Trilobite’ (Under One Flag)


At A Glance:


Blackend’s 2005 reissue of the first 12-inch and LP on one CD features various rare photos and new quotes from drummer Andy Baker, not to mention 13 essential slices of metallic punk mayhem.

















After re-locating from Norwich to Birmingham and subsequently leaving Deviated Instinct, DI vocalist Julian ‘Leggo’ Kilsby hooked up with ex-Ripcord bassist Jimmy Whiteley, to form Filthkick. Named after Poison Idea’s 1988 EP for Shitfool Records, they wore their love for the Portland hardcore heavyweights proudly on their sleeves, and their music strove for a similar aggressive power.


‘We drank in the same places, and mixed in the same circles,’ explains Jim, remembering how he and Leggo came to start a band together, ‘and we were both at a loose end regarding having some input into our local punk community at the same time. Having a sense of kinship, lineage and a similar appreciation of punk mechanics, it seemed logical to pool our energies and endeavour to create something, for better or worse!’


Teaming up with guitarist Mark Bailey and drummer Ben Mochrie, both of them natives of nearby Coventry, and playing their first gig opening for the Vandals at Birmingham’s Barrel Organ, Filthkick were not only faster and harder than Leggo’s former band and more hatefully intense than Jim’s, but also a well-aimed breath of boozy, bad-tempered air in the face of the rising and puritanical straightedge, or SXE, scene (whose followers chose not to drink, smoke, take drugs or indulge in promiscuous sex) in the UK. Ironic then, that the first Filthkick gig was actually scheduled to have been supporting straightedge legends Youth of Today at Liverpool’s Planet X. Fortunately for all concerned, they weren’t ready in time and had to content themselves with just attending as punters.


‘I really wanted the band to have an old-fashioned antagonistic “Fuck you!” punk attitude to it,’ reckons Leggo, ‘and looking back at it, as I moved through Filthkick, I really think the band charts my various disillusionments with a number of things. At the time of forming the band, I was not only disillusioned with the whole punk/metal scene that Deviated Instinct were a part of, but also with what was left of the anarcho scene. Certain factions within that movement had become like some sort of moral majority, a very insular, holier-than-thou group of people that seemed to be always bitching at one another…that whole SXE thing too, which I felt didn’t have so much of a place in this country as it did in the States… I can now see that the anti-SXE thing was a bit childish, but at the time it seemed a funny thing to do…basically I just wanted to kick up some dust and say, “Think for yourselves, stop blindly following the latest punk doctrine…stop running on the spot and start evolving!” Throughout its various incarnations, Filthkick was all about that “Fuck you!” attitude, but always with a considered agenda behind it…even stupid songs about drinking like “A Celebration Of Good For Nothingness” were asking, “Why be so serious and miserable all the time? What is so wrong with just enjoying yourself?” Nothing, of course!’


One of the benefits of having several ex-members from well-respected bands amongst your ranks is not having to trawl around the country paying your dues all over again, and sure enough Filthkick bypassed that time-consuming, soul-destroying ritual, landing themselves plenty of high profile gigs with Extreme Noise Terror before making their studio debut at the BBC’s world-famous Maida Vale facilities, recording a session for John Peel.


‘We played a gig in Ipswich, some big all-dayer,’ smiles Leggo, wickedly, ‘and John Peel came up to me after our set, and said, “Oh, that was brilliant!” And my immediate response was, “So how about a Peel session then?” He took my phone number, and three or four days later he got in touch and we were booked in the studio!’


‘We were fortunate in many respects,’ acknowledges Jim. ‘Recording a Peel session was a definite high point – and saved us the expense of recording a demo! In fact, they paid us! A day in a state-of-the-art London studio and recompense from the public purse seemed deliciously ironic…’


Recorded mid-August 1989, Filthkick’s first Peel session comprised six original compositions, all of them thick and gnarly and raging with a vengeance against the many social injustices the band saw surrounding them on a day-to-day basis, and an inevitable Poison Idea cover, of ‘A.A.’, the stand-out track from the band’s 1984 classic, ‘Record Collectors Are Pretentious Assholes’. Both willing and able to capitalise on their gathering momentum, Filthkick were back in the studio again within a month, recording at Soundcheck in Birmingham for their vinyl debut, a split album with Extreme Noise Terror on Sink Below, the label started by ENT’s Dean Jones.


‘I absolutely hate that LP,’ spits Leggo with obvious feeling. ‘Especially the cover, it’s atrocious – it looks like it’s an album by ENT called “Filthkick”! I remember taking a lot of time doing the lyric sheet, because the lyrics were really important to me, and the first thousand came out with no lyrics included. I was really upset by that, and ended up photocopying all these lyric sheets and taking them round to all the record shops in Birmingham, asking them to put them in!’


‘It’s probably a fair representation of how we sounded, but with hindsight I don’t rate it very highly either,’ admits Jim. ‘We chose Soundcheck to record because Godflesh had used it; in fact, Justin [Broadrick] was lined up to assist with the production and engineering, but that never happened – which is probably why it ended up sounding like it did! For starters, the guitar sound is way weaker and lower in the mix than it should have been; we didn’t have the Marshall [amp] head that Mark had borrowed from [Conflict guitarist] Kev for the Peel session recording and it showed. Leggo’s lyrics were always worthwhile nonetheless…’


Unfortunately for that first incarnation of Filthkick though, Leggo’s tendency for belligerence, one of the character traits of his that made for such memorable lyrics in the first place, was at that point triggering some fairly – by his own admission – obnoxious behaviour. This inevitably led to conflict within the band’s ranks… all of which came to a head in Liverpool during December 1989, when Filthkick Mk1 came apart at the seams.


‘It all started with this gig in Cardiff with Chaos UK,’ begins Leggo, setting the scene, ‘which was absolutely ripping in the end, but when we went to pick up our drummer he was pissed out of his head, puking into the toilet…and we told him he had two or three hours to sober up.


‘The other two guys in the band thought he was totally out of order, and basically decided they were going to kick him out, that that gig was going to be his last. But when we went on, he played a blinder, and didn’t make one single mistake during the whole set…in fact, we all made more mistakes than he did! But they had already decided he was going, and that was that, and they kicked him out, even though I said I didn’t want him to go. And it was about that time I started to get pissed off with the other two…


‘Then Stick joined on drums, and I didn’t really want him in the band – it was nothing personal, but I wanted our own drummer to join full-time and become an actual band member, and Stick seemed to be turning into this over-prolific punk session musician really. I got fed up with it all, got really, really drunk, and eventually ended up punching this DJ who sat on my seat on this bus in Liverpool! Which was out of order, I know, but it has to be said that the DJ did punch me back about three times harder than I punched him – I went flying! But anyway, that was the straw that broke the camel’s back.’


‘It was pre-Christmas, just after a good gig, lashings of alcohol as you do…’ elaborates Jim. ‘We were crashing at [the promoter] Pek’s gaff in Birkenhead, the other side of the River Mersey. The club [Planet X] always laid on a coach for punters to get home to the Birkenhead side of the river after a night out, probably because Liverpool isn’t the kind of place to be on the streets after dark if you look vaguely “different”, especially after the regular public transportation had ended service for the day. There was some commotion at the back of the coach where Leggo was situated, something childish like someone taking someone else’s seat. Fists flew and it transpired that Leggo had been at the root of it. And it just seemed an affront to me at the time, seeing as Planet X had been so good to us as a band, and as individuals, and were a lynchpin for the local – and indeed national – scene in general. As such, I didn’t want to be associated with the fracas and any resultant fallout. Stick and Mark seemed to concur with that, so we walked…’


And that was the end of Filthkick’s first line-up. Whilst Leggo licked his wounds and plotted a return to the fray, bloodied but unbowed, Jim, Mark and Stick ‘drew a line under their involvement’ by contributing two covers (‘Sonic Reducer’ by the Dead Boys and ‘Naïve’ by the Killjoys) to Sink Below’s ‘Punk’s Not Dread’ compilation (1991) under the assumed name of ‘Legless’. To everyone’s displeasure though, the Filthkick name was also used, albeit in brackets, despite ‘the band’ requesting otherwise. Jimmy then took a break from hardcore bands until 1993, when he joined Prophecy Of Doom, and now, over 15 years and almost as many bands later, plays guitar in Warprayer.




[image: ]





‘Yeah, I’ve progressed to playing six strings badly, instead of four,’ he chuckles. ‘Ironically we [Warprayer] played our debut gig with a reformed Deviated Instinct [with Leggo back on vocals]. What goes around comes around…


‘As for the other guys, Ben went on to join Cathedral, and then Lord only knows what, and Mark joined ENT on bass (after I’d declined the offer) before they turned into a death-metal band. He’s now in Wave of Fear…’


‘I set about finding some other people,’ continues Leggo, explaining how he, meanwhile, reinvented Filthkick, musically and aesthetically as well as personnel-wise. ‘Pete Nash from Doom wasn’t doing anything at the time, so he joined, and then the guitarist [Steve Hunt] and the drummer [Daz] from Obliteration joined as well, and we had a new line-up! At that point though, we were getting fed up with the hardcore scene – it just seemed to be getting really sterile, bland and meaningless, so after a few more gigs with ENT we started to write some stuff that was slower and grungier… I’d always been into bands like Flipper, Kilslug and Drunks With Guns, who were more free-form, loose and raw, and the guitarist really liked the Rollins Band, so some of that started creeping into the sound because we wanted to get away from the straight-on hardcore thing.’


A second Peel session during August 1990 was followed by a split single with Rise From The Dead on MCR (Japan) in early 1991 that epitomised the changing sound of Filthkick. Two tracks were included: ‘Kill Kill Kill’, which was the last full-on hardcore song the band ever wrote, and a formidable one at that, and ‘Summer Of Hate’, which Leggo describes as ‘more sort of wah-wah and grungy!’


Unfortunately, ‘Mad’ Daz, the ‘new drummer’ soon became the ‘ex-drummer’, and was replaced by Clive Meldrum [who would later play with Police Bastard]. Steve then left a few months later, to play lighter material elsewhere, so Pete switched to guitar and the band recruited a new bassist, Neil Griffiths, who had previously played (guitar) with Birmingham’s Antisect-worshipping Acrasy.


‘And our sound started to change again,’ says Leggo, ‘as we became more influenced by the brutal sound of early industrial stuff like Swans and SLAB…with a few Birthday Party bass riffs in there too! We were just always trying to do something different… but every time we changed direction, we lost our audience, which is indicative of the blinkered attitude a lot of punks had towards music.


‘Our earlier “Fuck you!” attitude developed into a total “Fuck you! I hate you! I want to kill you!” attitude,’ he laughs. ‘I was fed up with virtually everything, and just wanted to antagonise everybody, kick all the fucking walls down… I was probably watching way too many nasty films, possibly drinking too much, doing too many other things.


‘There was a whole group of us, and we all encouraged each other. We all lived in Balsall Heath, and as a joke we ended up calling ourselves the Balsall Hell Posse, this arrogant group of argumentative piss-heads pushing negativity to its extreme – they were very nihilistic times. We did a lot of stupid things, a lot of childish things, but deep down there was always this strange level of intelligence behind what we did, in that we wanted to see how far we could goad people’s moral standpoints, make them question their ideals, think outside the box, and generally just see how far we could push it – and we did push it too far on several occasions…


‘And that’s where Filthkick ultimately went wrong in the end, I think. We were so hateful, and so arrogant, we all ended up hating each other, and it all just fell apart. It should have exploded in some big violent finale really, but it just whimpered out! We just thought, “Fuck it!” and went to the pub…’


Before complete disinterest set in though, three tracks were recorded at Icehouse Studios, Birmingham, that were released as the ‘Hand Crushed Heart’ EP by Kentucky label Desperate Attempt early the following year. Material had also been written for a full album, which Leggo unsurprisingly claims was ‘some of the best stuff Filthkick ever wrote…’ but no-one will ever know, because those songs are long since lost. Pete ‘just drifted off without telling anybody’ (he now runs a souvenir shop in Cornwall) after what transpired to be the band’s final gig at the endearingly scuzzy Birmingham venue, Synatras, in 1993, whilst Leggo and Clive briefly collaborated with Jon Pickering from Doom in Road Christ.


‘But we only did one gig [also at Synatras, with Screamer, in 1994] before that fizzled out as well,’ remembers Leggo, now a university lecturer and freelance photographer, ruefully. ‘I was just sick of doing music; I’d been doing it for ten years by then, and had grown increasingly disillusioned every step of the way. Everything that I felt was so important and defiant about punk seemed to have been abandoned in a rush to conform, to play the fastest, and get signed by a major label. I saw all these supposedly independent labels making money off all these bands, and although we were never in it to make money, if there was money being made, I resented just getting the odd “silencer” cheque for a hundred quid or whatever. We were happy when we got them, but there was a lot more than that being made by the labels, and yet we were the people writing the songs and playing the gigs…


‘The bottom line for me is that punk was always about asking questions,’ he emphatically concludes, ‘and saying, “Hang on, let’s not blindly accept, let’s think about this for a minute…” And so many people stopped doing that, and were just toeing the latest punk party line. Everyone followed the hot hardcore trend, sang the “right” lyrics, played carbon copy music, like sheep almost, and that was always what I tried to kick back against…


‘Of the two bands I was involved in, Filthkick are probably nearer my heart than Deviated Instict, simply because Filthkick was my means of expression, it was always my baby, whereas Deviated Instict was both me and Mid at the helm a lot of the time. Musically I prefer Filthkick as well, in every one of our guises… and it’s frustrating that the band has all but been forgotten, because we were important in our own way, during our short existence. But if you Google search “Filthkick” now, you mainly turn up a load of Poison Idea stuff – or an ENT album! So much for our legacy, eh?’




SELECT DISCOGRAPHY


7”s:


‘Kill, Kill, Kill’ (MCR, 1991) – split with Rise From The Dead


‘Hand Crushed Heart’ EP (Desperate Attempt, 1992)


LPs:


‘In It For Life’ (Sink Below, 1989) – split with Extreme Noise Terror


At A Glance:


There is precious little Filthkick available officially on CD, although Rhythm Vicar reissued the split album with ENT digitally in 1999.





Although Unseen Terror were severely hindered by a lack of any sort of stable line-up, they were right on the very cusp of the hardcore/metal crossover, with their only real members, Mitch Dickinson and Shane Embury, amongst the first UK metal-heads to start venturing into hardcore shows and helping cross-pollinate the two scenes. They played just one ‘real’ show, and recorded only the one album, but have remained extremely influential on the underground hardcore and metal scenes ever since. Indeed, many well-known metal acts – including Exhumed (USA), Regurgitation (Sweden) and World Downfall (Japan), to name but a few – have covered Unseen Terror songs in recent years.


‘Well, me and Shane both grew up in the same village, Broseley in Shropshire, and we went to the same schools together,’ begins guitarist (bassist and vocalist too!) Mitch. ‘He mainly knew my brother to start with, but we got chatting about different things, and this one day, I’d bought an album called “Axe Attack”, this K-Tel-style television-advertised heavy-metal compilation, which I was playing to death! It was quite a good starting point really, ’cos it had Black Sabbath on there, and Iron Maiden and Motörhead… I’d seen Judas Priest on Tiswas, and I’d been like, “Oh my god, I’ve got to find out more about this music!” And me and Shane got talking, ’cos he loved Slade and stuff; we both got into buying records at the same time…every time he bought an album, he’d bring it round my house to play me, and I’d do the same with him…this would’ve been 1981, I think?


‘And we got into everything that followed, gradually getting heavier and faster as we went along – we got into Venom about the same time we got into Discharge…purely for the speed and aggression really…and then, of course, the wave of American bands happened, and we heard Slayer, Metallica, Anthrax, and later on, bands like Dark Angel and Possessed…’


Which eventually led to the formation of Warhammer, one of the UK’s first death metal bands…no matter how unlikely it seems that such a beast would germinate in quiet little Broseley.


‘Although it’s a picturesque little place where nothing happens, and you wouldn’t really wanna go there, there were quite a few of us into heavy metal and, in 1984, four of us decided to buy instruments and start a band. Myself and Wayne Aston bought guitars – so did Shane actually, but seeing as three of us had them already, he decided he needed to get a set of drums – then we met this guy, who was slightly older than us, Michael Craddock, who was playing bass. We quickly became friends and asked him to join, and started rehearsing in Wayne’s mum’s living room! The first batch of songs were very much along the lines of Slayer, Mercyful Fate…a bit of Onslaught and Exodus even. We used to cover “Bombs Of Death” by Hirax and “Black Magic” by Slayer…


‘And around the summer of ’85, me and Shane started thinking, “What shall we do with all these rehearsal tapes?” y’know? And we were reading Metal Forces, which had this section in the back called Penbangers, and I noticed this classified ad from a young man called William Steer [Bill of Napalm Death and Carcass fame]! It said he had 1,500 tapes of all these bands like Death, and I thought, “Right, he’s got the most, I’ll write to him!” And he wrote straight back and we started trading – the first tape he ever sent me was Death live on one side, with an advance of Possessed’s “Seven Churches” on the other, and the New York City Mayhem demo tacked on the end…which was a really crazy frenetic introduction to New York hardcore as well!


‘Through trading with Bill, and later Ken Owen [also of Carcass], and then a few guys in London, Shane and myself built up quite a list ourselves, and it became quite an obsession… until there would be packages arriving every day from all over the world. It was an exciting time, because there were so many bands doing stuff that was genuinely cutting edge…and the result of hearing all this amazing stuff was to basically try and make our own band faster and heavier as well!’


Warhammer recorded their ‘Abattoir Of Death’ demo at Oak Studios in Shrewsbury on 30th November 1985, but they only did a few local gigs before Mitch and Shane lost interest as they became ever more obsessed with the nascent hardcore metal scene. Bands like Genocide (soon to change their name to Repulsion), Siege and the UK’s own Heresy were pushing back the boundaries as regards the speed a band could realistically muster and maintain.


‘Yeah, me and Shane were totally engrossed with getting faster and faster, but the other two guys [in Warhammer], no disrespect to them, weren’t as enthusiastic. We were getting more into hardcore, and they weren’t really into that punk vibe – whereas me and Shane were going off to metal gigs in MDC and Broken Bones T-shirts! We were really getting into the music, but we didn’t know where to go yet to see the bands, because although the two scenes were slowly coming together, the twain was still yet to meet!


‘Then, in March ’86, I met Justin Broadrick in Virgin Records, and he saw Siege, Celtic Frost, Voi Vod and Possessed embroidered on my denim jacket and came up to me, this young, skinny guy with dreads, saying, “If you like Siege and Celtic Frost, you’ll love our band, we’re called Napalm Death!” And he gave me a flier for this all-day gig at the Mermaid where they were playing [on 22nd March 1986]. I raced home and showed Shane the flier, and he was as excited as I was, so off we went to this gig – and it literally changed our lives forever!’


Indeed, not only did the pair meet many a like-minded thrash fan, not to mention many likeminded musicians, they also befriended Dig Pearson who was about to start his Earache label and would eventually release their sole album, ‘Human Error’. After a brief stint rehearsing and writing with Sacrilege, Mitch joined his favourite UK band, Heresy, on guitar, although it was always understood his priorities lay with Unseen Terror. Heresy bassist Kalv and drummer Steve even teamed up with Mitch and Shane, and the enigmatic Jason L from London (‘He was near-legendary,’ laughs Mitch, ‘’cos he was always writing to Metal Forces and got thanked on “Haunting The Chapel” by Slayer…!’) as a continuation of Jason’s mysterious, and only semi-serious, studio project, Antichrist. Alongside Heresy, Unseen Terror, Adonis and Maximus Thraxx (yes, really!), Antichrist entered Rich Bitch Studios and recorded two tracks for the ‘Diminished Responsibility’ compilation, put together by the Bailey Brothers (two Sheffield-based larger-than-life metal DJs) and released by Castle Communications in late 1987.


During this busy time, Mitch and Shane recruited Pete Giles from Essex metallers Azagthoth as their bassist [he would later play with Scalplock and Flyblown], and set about writing material for their own album. Although Pete had his picture on the back cover he never played on the actual record itself.


‘We met him through the hardcore scene, and somehow we all knew each other,’ explains Mitch. ‘We’d all meet up at gigs, even though he was from Essex. Pete asked Shane to play drums on the Azagthoth demo – they jammed with Wayne Aston on guitar as well – and they all went into Rich Bitch and recorded the “Shredded Flesh” demo. Which was very technical death-metal thrash, with a bit of hardcore…they just did the one demo, and one gig, I think. They used to rehearse in Broseley – Pete would come all the way up from Essex – and one day when they were up here, the penny dropped: Pete was a bass player, and a nice bloke, well into the same music as us, so we asked him to join Unseen Terror, and we had many a great rehearsal with him.


‘Of course, he lived 200 miles away, which was a big distance in those days, and Dig called me up out of the blue this one day [during September 1987], saying “I’ve booked the studio for the album – in two weeks time!” I was like, “What? We’re not ready!” He just said, “C’mon, guys, you’ll be sound, get back in the rehearsal room and pull your fingers out, knock a few more tunes out!” Pete couldn’t make the dates Dig had booked, but Dig refused to change them; it was really awkward that we had to do it without him, but at least he got his picture on the record. So there was Shane and I in Rich Bitch, doing the record on our own!’


The album was a fast, furious exercise in technical hardcore thrash that was almost unanimously well-received and launched the band to an international cult status on the underground extreme metal scene. They could have been a lot bigger than they ever were but for two reasons: their seeming inability to find a long-term bassist, and the peculiar sound ‘Human Error’ was cursed with. Not only are the guitars hideously processed and boxy, but the electronic snare drum – whilst undeniably tight – is infuriatingly weak and lacks any real dynamics.


‘It certainly wasn’t our idea,’ sighs Mitch. ‘Mike Ivory was the in-house engineer at Rich Bitch, and he was always experimenting with recording techniques, but his ideas were getting pretty radical and we turned out to be guinea pigs, to be honest. We lugged my amp up the stairs, and after running through a few songs, he says, “I’ve got this brilliant idea…!” So he plugged it into something or other, and ran it straight to the desk, and we did a few more numbers…and Dig was ecstatic… “Man, it’s got such a powerful crunchy Anthrax vibe to it!” And it did sound fucking heavy through the big studio speakers…it certainly sounded different anyway! We were still scratching our heads trying to decide whether we liked it, when we fell for that old chestnut, “Oh, don’t worry about it, it’ll be alright when it’s mixed…!” So we got on with the recording for the next few days, then took a rough cassette away with us, and it became very apparent that it did sound weird… we couldn’t make it sound like Repulsion on our ghetto-blaster, anyway!


‘It was Mike Ivory that got us to use the electronic snare as well. Me and Shane wanted it to be as fast as possible, of course, and this was before triggers and ProTools, so there was Shane battering hell out of his snare drum and the volume was fluctuating a bit on the blast beats. And Mike Ivory shouts out, “Boys, I’ve got another brilliant idea! It’ll make you sound faster, harder, clearer…” And he gets up into the drum booth, rigging this Roland Octopad up… we were stood there thinking, “Oh my God, Spandau Ballet… New Order!” But he was like, “Banish those thoughts, this is the cutting edge of recording technology! In a few years time, everyone will be dong it!” We got cajoled into it, and Dig’s there saying, “It sounds fucking killer!” And it was blisteringly clear, it sounded pretty killer through the studio monitors… I’d never heard a real drum sound that fast and clear, so we went with it.


‘Anyway, when we played this rough mix, we got straight on the phone to Dig and said we wanted to re-do it, but he said there wasn’t any more money, and we were over our budget already, and we’d just have to try and fix it in the final mix. So, we did our best with it, and although we were excited to get an album out we were always a bit gutted that it didn’t sound how it should have…’


As well as the ‘acquired taste’ production job, ‘Human Error’ also features four infuriatingly dumb songs about the cartoon cat Garfield, although in Unseen Terror’s defence they were only following a well-established tradition of thrash bands lightening the – otherwise Apocalyptic – tone of their albums with disposable joke songs. But four of them? About a lazy moggy?


‘Well, me and Shane had this joke hardcore band called the Lobster Club, based on that New York band the Crab Society, doing all these one-second and ten-second songs, and a few silly songs…of which those Garfield songs were a product. But Dig liked those songs, and we did, to start with – every hardcore band had a silly song or two – but they were never meant to go on the album…and somehow they ended up on there! Not one, not two, but four fuckin’ Garfield songs! Not that I’m ashamed of what we did when we were kids, but I’ve grown up a lot now…


‘It was a mixed bag,’ he says of the album as a whole, ‘but I’m still proud of it, and it did pretty well actually! I think it did 8,000 copies on vinyl, in the end… but some of that was undoubtedly off the buzz surrounding Earache following the release of “Scum”, which had just sold like 30,000 copies really quickly! Napalm Death had got really big almost overnight, packing out places like the Clarendon, and at that time, Shane had just joined them on bass – so he was telling everyone who’d listen about the Unseen Terror album that had just come out…’


Despite the buzz surrounding the album, the aforementioned lack of a stable line-up meant the band couldn’t play live, effectively stopping the hype machine in its tracks. That’s not to say Mitch and Shane didn’t try to assemble a touring band though.


‘We only did two gigs altogether! We did one small one in Broseley, which was just me and Shane in front of our friends really, and we did one at the Mardi Gras in Nottingham [during March 1988] with Government Issue – that was with Mickey Harris singing and Wayne Aston on bass. Dig was always like, “You guys need to tour…” but we didn’t have a bassist as usual, and we couldn’t find a drummer either, so we could get Shane on bass even! And Dig loves just booking stuff and telling you after, and he phoned me up, “I’ve just booked you a gig in Nottingham, so you need to get a bass player!” Mickey had already agreed he wanted to sing, and we’d had a few rehearsals, so we were almost feeling like a proper band for once…and Wayne Aston agreed to stand in for us, to help us out. He’s a great musician, he picked the songs up really fast, and we did the gig, and it went great! We were really tight, Mickey’s vocals sounded great, and he was airborne every two seconds – he was a big Heresy fan as well, and everyone was doing those “John March jumps” back then That was the hardcore influence in the band, no static moments onstage or anything…and we were well into Excel, Suicidal Tendencies, Wehrmacht, Spazztic Blurr…so we had those mildly political lyrics, touching on war and ignorance and drugs and terrorism…scandals in the news, blah blah blah! Someone said to me the other day, about the song “Death Sentence Of The Innocent”, “What a prophetic song! It could be about 9/11!” But I wrote it about the IRA, to be honest…’


About the same time as the Nottingham gig, Unseen Terror recorded a radio session for John Peel, which was not only aired three times and released as a 12-inch EP by Strange Fruit, but had a track lifted for inclusion on the compilation album, ‘21 Years Of Alternative Radio 1’, an eclectic overview of Radio 1 sessions from 1967-1988 that included such luminaries as Jimi Hendrix, Queen and Thin Lizzy. Unseen Terror were chosen to represent the cutting edge of alternative music for the year 1988! Quite an honour indeed, but it didn’t help them find suitable band members, although after trying out several bassists during the latter part of ’88 they spent early ’89 rehearsing at Reel-To-Reel in Telford with Cancer drummer Carl Stokes playing bass for them. As another outlet for his frustrated muse, Mitch again joined one of his favourite bands, the Stupids, albeit just as they were on the verge of splitting.


‘It was just a case of me and Shane not finding a bass player, and never doing anything with all these songs we were writing – and that’s why we ended up doing so many other things…’cos our own particular baby just never functioned properly! That’s why Shane ended up in Napalm Death, and why I ended up in Heresy…we couldn’t quite get it together with our own band; we lived in such a small community, we were very limited, and we couldn’t find the right people.


‘The Stupids was late ’88, and that was another case of me being too enthusiastic! “Oh, I love the Stupids…it doesn’t matter that they live in London!” And before I knew it I was on a National Express coach with my guitar next to me. They were already winding down by then anyway, but had a few gigs coming up, one with Die Kreuzen, one a big festival in Berlin… It worked pretty well, and we were really tight, it was good fun…but Tommy had already made his mind up he was moving to America and that was that, really.


“The Unseen Terror rehearsals we had with Carl were amazing though; he’s a drummer first, of course, but he was also a really good bassist – he could really play! We really went back to basics too, and found our true direction: extreme, technical grindcore…no silly songs either, we were really feeling what we were doing. But it wasn’t meant to be, and, for whatever reason, it all dissolved without coming to anything.’


And although the track ‘Divisions’ was included posthumously on Earache’s ‘Grindcrusher’ CD, that was the last the world heard of Unseen Terror… well, at least until now, and the ever-increasing likelihood that there will be a second album – over twenty years after the first!


‘I still get hundreds of flattering e-mails about Unseen Terror,’ explains Mitch. ‘Shane [who, as well as concentrating on Napalm Death, has made a name for himself in many high-profile side projects, such as Meathook Seed, Brujeria, Lock Up and Venomous Concept] and I always said that the chapter was never closed properly on the band…and I’m writing stuff at the moment. I’ve recorded a few songs already and sent them to Shane, and he loves them, and there’s several labels who want to release a new Unseen Terror album when we finally get round to doing it. Shane doesn’t want to play drums this time, he wants to play bass, but that’s okay, ’cos several well-known drummers have expressed a lot of interest. The new songs have the old vibe of original Unseen Terror, but with a modern twist… I’m taking my time with the songs too…there’s no rush, is there? I’m very excited, because slowly but surely, a new album is coming, and when people hear it, they’ll be very pleasantly surprised! It’s extreme…like Repulsion mixed with Terrorizer and Carcass, with a bit of whatever it is I bring to the sound.


‘It was funny how that whole crossover thing happened – I remember suddenly seeing Dave Lombardo in a DRI shirt, and Jeff Hanneman having a Verbal Abuse one on… and the COC skull was everywhere! It was such an exciting time! But we were just doing what we wanted when we wanted, we didn’t have any grand plans. We were just playing from our hearts and enjoying ourselves participating in the scene really…meeting all these crazy people like Extreme Noise Terror…we were really into what these people were doing, and they were really into what we were doing… It really was a great time.’




SELECT DISCOGRAPHY


12”s:


‘The Peel Session’ (Strange Fruit, 1988)


LPs:


‘Human Error’ (Earache, 1987)


At A Glance:


In 2001, Earache re-mastered ‘Human Error’ and reissued it with six bonus tracks (‘Expulsion Of Wrath’ and ‘Beyond Eternity’ lifted from the Bailey Brothers compilation, the other four previously unheard rehearsal tracks), complete with full lyrics, rare photos and liner notes from Mitch.





Don’t be fooled by the gumby punk name, Leamington Spa’s The Depraved were one of the more essential US-flavoured posi-punk acts to emerge from the UK during the mid-Eighties. After two storming albums, they seamlessly evolved into Visions of Change, under which guise they launched a whole new, metal-free ‘crossover’ – one where hardcore punk meshed with groovy Sixties psychedelia.


‘We were playing together – me, my brother Lee [on guitar] and Gigs [aka Paul McGivern, on drums] – as early as 1982,’ begins vocalist Ian Murphy. ‘We did a couple of gigs, but we changed our name every other week – all the usual punk names…stuff like Suicide…we did one gig as the Abortion Clinics, and got thrown out of the place!


‘There was only a little scene going in Leamington; we had the Varukers, and there was the odd gig going on. But we used to go to Birmingham all the time to see bands like Dead Wretched, GBH and Drongos [For Europe], and we could buy drink over there because no-one knew us, so we’d come back hanging…and we ended up trying to copy what we saw the Brum punks doing. I can’t even remember how we got so into the American stuff, to be honest, ’cos Lee was really into the Damned…but then again, if you listen to the short, fast songs on that first Damned album, they’re amongst the best short, fast songs you’ll get – they really are good! But we were more into bands like Discharge…we used to follow them round a bit, ’cos we were mates with the Varukers, and it was great! There were tons of good places for gigs in Brum, like Barbarella’s, and it seemed like everyone was in a band; everyone was giving it a go, and so we did as well…but we just happened to carry on when most of our mates’ bands packed it in!’


‘One thing that is still crystal clear in my head was going round to my mate Paul Conway’s house,’ adds Lee. ‘He had his finger squarely on the pulse and he played me the Dead Kennedys’ “California Uber Alles” just when it came out…I remember thinking, “Fuck me!” ’cos it was sooooo different. He was also the first person I knew who had an electric guitar that could actually play it a bit; he and a couple of his friends let me come along to a practice or two…I remember them doing “Auld Lang Syne” the whole time, but I still thought it was great!


“Not long after that he told me about a gig that was on over in Warwick at a tiny pub called the Red Lion, where the Varukers were playing. Well, I persuaded my mum to drive me over – I was still thirteen, so my brother was always stuck having to look after me ’cos he was older! – and from the moment we pulled up, my life changed. The band was all stood around outside, and they were all so grown up and properly punk as fuck! The drummer at the time was Gary Fergusson, and he had dolly spikes and was wearing a kilt with tartan bondage trousers. He was tall as well, so he looked scary hard! Gary Maloney was on bass back then, but he already had his bleached dolly spikes too. Anyway, there was probably only about thirty people there, but it was amazing: loads of pogoing and gobbing and thinking you’d arrived. They became our rites of passage band immediately, and a hardcore little group of about ten of us would get on the train to random little places out in the sticks of Warwickshire to watch them play – they were our Sex Pistols!


‘Anyway we all got friendly… Gary Maloney used to live round the corner, and their singer Rat was always good to go and see ’cos he had all the newest anarcho stuff. The old bass player Tom was great too, ’cos he lived in a little village where the pub would serve alcohol to anyone, so we all used to go over and drink cider, then go round to his folks’ house slaughtered and his mum would put on a fantastic spread of food! Joyous times!’


‘Me and Ian were at school together, and were getting into punk at the same sort of time,’ explains Gigs. ‘I had played guitar in a very crap punk band called Blatant Sidney, made up of other kids from school, and after a while, our drummer left so I sold the guitar and amp and bought a drum kit – then sat in the garage at home, playing along to everything through headphones…very badly! After talking to Ian, we decided to take the drums up to his house and, together with another kid from school, Mil Jury, who had a guitar, we set up in Ian’s (very tolerant) mum’s living room, and just made a load of noise. Lee had a bass (a right-handed one though, and he was left-handed, so he played it upside down) and he joined in as well. We must have been about sixteen or seventeen at the time. After a little while, Mil kept not turning up, so I taught Lee how to play some guitar…and, within a month, he was much better than me! Very annoying, but he always was a bit of a natural.’


The band eventually settled on a name, the Deceased, and with Lee’s promotion to lead guitar they recruited Ian ‘Grim’ Grimley on bass guitar. They finally became the Depraved just before they recorded a four-track demo in 1984. Ian claims it had ‘probably the best sound we ever got in a studio!’ whilst Gigs dismisses it as ‘a bit shit really!’ Either way, it was merely a taster for their celebrated ‘Come On Down’ tape, recorded at the Barn in Hatton during March of the following year.


‘Grim was from Leamington as well,’ says Ian. ‘He was a few years older than me, and he was one of those older punks from town that we all looked up to, so we were stunned when he said he wanted to play with us! He liked the American side of things, but he was more into Killing Joke and New Model Army…he’d much rather listen to that than any of the fast thrash stuff from the States the rest of us were into.


‘And the more we read about the energy and the organisation of the scene over there, the more we wanted to do something like that here – it’s only now that I realise that most of the bands over there were only getting twenty people at their gigs as well!


‘Maximum Rock’n’Roll and Flipside were like total life-lines; I picked up so much stuff by just writing to the States and getting records shipped over. I used to send off an international money order and just wait for something to come back that had the green customs sticker on it! When the first Bad Brains cassette came through, I was like, “Oh my God…” And, no disrespect to any of these bands, but after going to see Drongos and Dead Wretched in Brum it blew my mind!’


At the time of its release, ‘Come On Down’ sounded fairly unique itself, an exceptionally self-assured debut that was an energetic mix of shouty UK punk with American hardcore’s chiselled melodies, complete with intelligent lyrics and a sassy attitude. It was almost a foregone conclusion that it wouldn’t remain ‘just’ a cassette for long, and sure enough the band were snapped up by Tim Bennett’s Children of the Revolution Records, who released ‘Come On Down’ as an album in 1985.


‘We were just trying to make stuff that sounded as good as the things we were listening to,’ reckons Lee. ‘I think we were willing to try different styles a lot more than other bands; we were trying to be tuneful, ’cos we always had fairly eclectic musical tastes… I’d be listening to Crucifix one minute, then Motown stuff the next! I had a lot of mod friends and I used to go down the mod disco all the time, then me and Gigs went to loads of Doctor and the Medics gigs, and the Damned started doing Naz Nomad, so we were getting heavily into all that Sixties punk stuff, while still getting off on the Antisect LP! And in amongst all that, our main influence was all the old ‘77 punk crossed with the melodic hardcore stuff coming out of America, like Scream, Dag Nasty and Toxic Reasons.


‘We were surprisingly okay on our instruments as well… I know we took a different step when I eventually started getting the Hammond [organ] out at gigs, because punks didn’t use keyboards, maaan!’


‘Well, the Pistols had played Sixties songs, hadn’t they?’ reasons Ian. ‘And the Small Faces had actually played in Leamington, so we grew up with that locally, and again, Maximum Rock’n’Roll influenced us a lot when they were talking about “Sixties punk”. You had Black Flag doing “Louie Louie”, and Lee really picked up on this, and wanted to know where it all came from…


‘As a band, we were totally into the idea of doing stuff outside of our own scene as well, and wanted to open it up a bit wider. Because we were friends with so many people round here who were mods, who were completely into that Sixties stuff, we did the Unity Club. We once had the Amebix playing, with Bad Beach supporting, and a mod disco on between the bands! I will never ever forget that night – there were twenty scooters outside the little venue, and about fifteen big choppers, and all these scummy cars belonging to the anarcho-punks! And everyone was crammed into this little downstairs room, and it was a great night: mods jumping about to the Amebix, rockers grooving to the mod disco and everyone loving Bad Beach…


‘You might get the impression from people that weren’t really into it that there was only one style of UKHC, but actually we were trying to do different things and allow different influences to come out in the scene…yeah, it was all about getting up there and jumping about and having some fun, but there was this serious thing about actually wanting to build something that was a little bit different. We were playing with anarcho bands, and essentially discussing anarcho politics – but we were doing it with a bandana on! Lee could hold a serious discussion with anyone about political issues…but he had long gothic hair and frilly cuffs!


‘Anyway, as for “Come On Down”, we didn’t have a clue what we were doing really, but it turned out alright, although I would’ve preferred a sound that was more stripped down, more like the sounds coming out of the States, out of studios like Inner Ear…when we tried to do it, it just sounded really weak!’


1985’s ‘Purple September’ demo was a tell-tale sonic stepping stone paving the way for the second Depraved album, 1986’s ‘Stupidity Maketh The Man’, that saw the band’s various psychedelic and Sixties influences becoming yet more prominent, most notably on tracks such as the endearingly non-ironic ‘Let’s Grow Some Flowers (Together)’. The album even included a rabid tear-through of Lulu’s kitschy classic, ‘Shout’! It was about this time that the band parted ways with Grim (‘He was turning into a bit of a dick, I suppose,’ sighs Ian), who was replaced by Spencer Hunt, the brother of Ian’s (then) wife Sharon, who herself was fronting the Joyce McKinney Experience – who had Gigs drumming for them! Leamington’s scene was not only small but incestuous.


‘The change in the band’s sound as time went on was as much to do with musical ability as anything…I mean, I can’t sing,’ admits Ian. ‘I can hold a bit of a note, but not a proper one! And that’s why – on some of the later albums especially – I was struggling, ’cos I didn’t know what I was doing. Lee would bring songs along to practise, and I’d try and sing to them, and because we didn’t have a clue really, we never worked on songs together…


‘The thing is, Lee could play the keyboards by then as well, and doing the same old stuff was not an option for him…we played this gig with Doctor and the Medics, and Lee loved them because they had that crossover thing going on there, and he wanted to do that – but Gigs was like, “Well, I’ll do the odd song like that, but I’m not doing it all the time, no way!” 
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‘We were completely self-taught, and there was all this stuff we wanted to do, and it was no wonder we couldn’t do it properly…but as we got a bit better, we could do more and more…and I loved the Sixties stuff we tried to write. We didn’t want to be a jokey band, but we also didn’t want to be dead serious… And that’s another thing about all the US bands: they all seemed to be enjoying themselves – writing all these good political lyrics, but having a laugh while they were doing it…’


The band was playing all over the UK by this point, and, like so many other UKHC bands, were visiting mainland Europe whenever they could, building a strong following over there and revelling in the change of scenery and culture. And somehow Gigs was managing to keep up, despite also playing in two other bands, the aforementioned Joyce McKinney Experience and the criminally overlooked Bad Beach. With two out of the three bands playing together more often than not, it meant the poor chap ended up drumming a double set most nights.


‘Yes, it was a bit demanding,’ he admits, ‘But usually it saved me setting up the kit twice and taking it down again…I was young and full of beans! I don’t think the other guys liked me doing the other band stuff too much, but it was what it was, and I can’t recall any time when it would actually interfere with anything anyone else did. The main problem for me was having a full-time job too. The daily routine was to go to work, fall asleep in the toilets, go home, nap for an hour, go to rehearsal, get home and go to bed…and on gig days, we could get home at 3am from somewhere, then I was up at 7am to head to work!


‘The worst case I can remember was playing for the Joyce McKinney Experience and Visions of Change at the George Robey in London, driving overnight to play an afternoon show in Aalst in Belgium (both bands again), then two evening shows somewhere else in Belgium before driving to Amsterdam after that to sleep there…a bit knackered after that, to say the least! And yes, I got ill straight away!


‘Anyway, the first Depraved tour of Germany was with a band called KGB from Tübingen and the Morons from Köln, which was all a bit of an adventure for us. It was amazing how much better things were organised over there, and lots of the shows were so very packed, Bielefeld and Berlin in particular. I remember getting very ill in Berlin, and Ian getting sick in Holland and having to rush off stage to throw up, or something. The shows we did in the UK weren’t really touring as such, more just sporadic gigs here and there; Ian and I both still had jobs, so it wasn’t easy to get long periods of time off…and besides, we weren’t that popular!


‘I think the worst gig of these was in Freiburg in Germany – ’cos there was no-one there! As for a best gig…tricky! We were so inexperienced really, that whenever anything actually worked properly, it was a memorable night!’


‘My favourite ever Depraved gig was from that first tour to Europe,’ adds Lee. ‘We were actually headlining, and we got to go to Berlin, when the Wall was still up and you had the mad drive through communist East Germany to get there. When we arrived, there were tons of posters up, and the gig itself was amazing. The place was packed (probably the only time in our history we managed to pack out a venue!), and everyone was dancing the whole way through; they were going ape-shit, and when we finished and tried to get off stage (we never did encores…mainly ’cos no-one had ever asked for one!) they wouldn’t let us off – the whole crowd blockaded us on the stage so we had to keep playing. Berlin was just how people told us it would be: a bonkers party bunker in the middle of tanks and pot-holed roads…brilliant!


‘The funniest thing though was our best mate (and official fifth member, Boff, the UK’s resident USHC expert) always travelled with us, and was the person we used to live vicariously through, because we were all good boys and he was a quality loose cannon. We were all sitting there after the gig, going on about how amazing it was when this girl turned up behind him who he’d had a slight thing with back in Leamington, and she was definitely a bit ‘unusual’ psychologically… Anyway, she’d flown out especially, totally unbeknownst to him, and the look of fear on his face when he turned round was priceless – it’s something that I’ll treasure forever… specially as the lovely bugger died of cancer when he was only 33, and I miss him dreadfully, so the gig and that image of him combined are almost utopia…’


In 1988, keen to distance themselves from the self-destructive nihilism of the UK punk scene and the connotations associated with their rather uninspired band name, the Depraved became the infinitely more positive-sounding Visions of Change, and – briefly enjoying a new lease of energy and enthusiasm – attempted to reinvent themselves with a gloriously exuberant self-titled ‘debut’ album, recorded at Leamington’s Rhythm Studios by Tim Ellis and Paul Johnston, and some concerted touring.


‘Oh, that was definitely the reason for the name change,’ confirms Ian, without hesitation.  ‘We hated that crusty English thing where punks were drinking themselves into oblivion, and we were taking inspiration from that whole positive SXE movement, trying to do something creative ourselves…not exactly an English take on it, but definitely pushing for similar objectives – and being called the Depraved didn’t fit with that at all…


‘But Visions of Change was a bit too obvious really. I remember John Peel playing us on the radio, and he said something like, “This track’s called ‘Visions Of Change’… by a band called Visions of Change… off their album called ‘Visions Of Change’!” And we listened to that and thought, “Fuckin’ hell, how unoriginal are we?” But we couldn’t think of anything else – we were obviously at a point where we knew what we wanted to do…we just weren’t sure how to achieve it.


‘Essentially they were one band though… and while Kev and Ivor and Jabbs [who were in the band’s second incarnation] were a big part of Visions Of Change, “the band” I always remember was me, Lee, Spencer and Gigs. I think we peaked just as we changed our name to Visions of Change, and we were touring a lot, and we were actually doing something we were enjoying, and a lot of other people were enjoying it as well, and it was different to what a lot of the other bands over here were doing. We were also getting a lot of positive feedback from American bands we were playing with, and that meant a lot to us, ’cos there weren’t too many English bands we respected that much musically.’
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