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‘Blue Monday’ 12”, Factory Records (FACT73), 1983. Design: Peter Saville and Brett Wickens.
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Gillian Gilbert – keyboards, synthesisers and guitars


Peter Hook – bass and vocals


Stephen Morris – drums, electronic drums, keyboards and synthesisers


Bernard Sumner – vocals, guitars, keyboards and synthesisers


Rob Gretton (RIP, 15 January 1953–15 May 1999)


– manager Joy Division/New Order, 1978–99
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‘Blue Monday’ 12”, Quincy Jones and John Potoker remix, Qwest Records, 1988.
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Power, Corruption & Lies, Factory Records (FACT75), 1983. Design: Peter Saville and Brett Wickens.
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T his book is a memoir of hanging out with New Order at Britannia Row studio while they were recording Power, Corruption & Lies and ‘Blue Monday’. The band was looking for a new musical direction after the tragic death of Ian Curtis, the singer who fronted them while they were still known as Joy Division. Although it was not evident to anyone at the time, the songs recorded at these sessions proved to be their defining moment. What I learned there about ‘Blue Monday’ – and what I have learned since – form equally strong vectors in my book.


As much as it is these things, it is also a contextual story. It tells, through my personal family connections and through Savoy Books, the publishing house I run in Manchester with my business partner David Britton, how I came to be aware of the nascent Factory Records and early Joy Division; how, by a fortunate fluke, I happened to hear their music playing through my neighbour’s floor from the room above me, where a film of their work was being made; how curiosity – the need to learn more – set me on this trail; and how events eventually lead to me becoming a fly on the wall at Britannia Row.


The book is in three main parts. The contextual background is told at the front of the book in my introduction. It is a ‘tale of two cities’, drawing material from two influential cultural entities that existed side by side in Manchester during the 1970s, ’80s and ’90s – Factory Records/Joy Division/New Order, with its highly visible ripples spreading across the globe, of which I was an observer; and my company Savoy Books/Records, a much less visible cultural presence in Manchester that Tony Wilson respectfully mentioned in his introductory addresses to delegates for In the City, the international music symposium he founded with his partner Yvette Livesey.


Our paths crossed in two significant ways; first when the then schoolboy Stephen Morris discovered the bookshops run by Savoy and then, more directly, through my personal life. Both encounters were brought about by chance, the kind of happy accident that can occur when you are committed to your interests; when, through those, you suddenly find yourself thrown in the orbits of other adventurers like yourself, your interests grow and take unexpected turns.


My Introduction, therefore, is divided into two halves in order to reflect these dual pathways. The first scene-setting part reveals a hitherto unsung facet of the Manchester music scene – of which New Order were a part. The second tells of my encounter with Joy Division at my home in Altrincham. I have tried to keep the first half, Savoy’s story, to a minimum, but the fact is that through our bookshops we played more than a passing part in the stories of early Factory, Joy Division, New Order and therefore the creation of ‘Blue Monday’. We were a crucial resource.


My diary (kept in 1982, thirty-three years ago) comes next and occupies the central section of my book. Even so, it is incomplete, because personal circumstances meant that I had to leave the studio before the mixing stage of recording took place.


In the first of my concluding sections, ‘Dub It Up!’, dedicated to New Order’s then manager, the late Rob Gretton, I attempt to reconstruct what I missed at the mixing stage. In the section that follows, ‘We Were Like the Guinea Pigs’, I tell the story of how ‘Blue Monday’ was written, the underwhelming reaction at Factory’s nightclub the Haçienda when a white-label promotional recording of the track was first dropped there and the problems of its live performance. In the third concluding section, Suite 16, I tell a related story – of how my time with New Order led to Savoy Books starting its own recording wing at Hooky’s Suite 16 recording studio, which eventually resulted in David and I recording a version of ‘Love Will Tear Us Apart’ and three versions of ‘Blue Monday’. In the fourth and final part, Science Fiction, I attempt to express what ‘Blue Monday’ and Power, Corruption & Lies mean to me personally, and why I believe they are such special pieces of music.


There are two appendices: Basic Facts about ‘Blue Monday’ and Overflow, containing information that is secondary or peripheral to the book but that may still be of interest to the reader.


At my request I was invited by all the members of New Order, including Rob, to document the recordings and be with them while the recordings took place – even to stay with them in the flat they rented for the purpose in Kensington. Our meeting to discuss my proposal is covered in Beginnings, the piece that follows after this Foreword. At this meeting, no stipulations were made beyond (at my own insistence) the fact that I would not use a tape recorder or camera. I took only notebooks and a pen.


I set out to record what happened, as it happened. But as much as it is a diary of moment-to-moment ‘ordinariness’, it is also a regular story of rock’n’roll (and perhaps the two weren’t all that different), of which I had the privilege to record only a tiny portion. It is a record of the wilder, more impetuous side of the original members of New Order – their hedonism and penchant for mischief and satire – and, indeed, of myself and the other people who appear within this story.


Re-reading these pages it occurs to me that a discrepancy exists between the people all of us are now and the kind of people we were back then, when we were mostly in our twenties. I have included these more candid aspects as a sociological record and also because without them the book loses its very human element. Very soon, if not even then, we had mortgages to worry about, families to raise. Time passes, concerns change, people change. Once young bloods, some of us now queue up to receive our knight- and damehoods.


‘Blue Monday’, the leitmotif of this memoir, became a big part of my life. Here is my story of it.
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From left to right: Stephen Morris, Peter Hook, Gillian Gilbert and Bernard Sumner, 7 July 1983 at the Paradise Garage, New York. Stateside clubs like this one and Danceteria are what inspired ‘Blue Monday’ and Factory’s own Haçienda, leading to the rise of the ‘Madchester’ scene.





[image: illustration]    BEGINNINGS    [image: illustration]



When I thought of writing about New Order at Britannia Row it was a simple question of okaying it with the band. I knew of their disdain for the usual, unsolicited approaches of journalists. This was my feeling also and from the start I made it clear that no tape recorder would be present. I would bring notepads and pens, and keep a daily minute-to-minute diary. To explain this, I phoned Rob, their manager. We all met one windy day in spring or early summer 1982 over lunch at the Unicorn, a regular’s watering hole on Church Street in Manchester city centre, across the road from the busy fruit and vegetables barrows (which are now gone). Although I didn’t realise it at the time, and the subject never came up, the band were in the throes of writing ‘Blue Monday’. To allay crowd disappointment at their refusal to do encores, they were intending to produce a ‘machine’ track that could be left playing at the end of performances. But despite ‘Blue Monday’ being conceived in this functional way, once they started making the song, their perceptions of what it might be changed.


‘New Order,’ my first diary notes begin:


. . . who have the reputation of treating the capricious media and its agents with impromptu and often violent absurdist displays, have kindly assembled to listen to my intentions regarding them.


‘I just want to do a book . . . but not with a tape recorder. An informal book.’


‘Yeah, okay. That’s okay,’ they smile.


Barney complains of a malingering stomach. An ulcer? It is my area, and I try to advise him what to do.


Gillian – the band’s newest recruit and Steve’s girlfriend – sits tastefully, cross-legged, biting at a Cornish pasty.


Hooky lounges in the comfiest corner, smiling, arm extending towards a glass of Pils.


Steve’s disembodied face grins satyr-like at me.


Is that it, then?


Not really. Rob puts me through a dozen questions disguised as casual conversation. Nothing direct. Smiling. Pushes up his glasses to confront me.


I cock up the replies. He is baffled. The band is baffled. I am baffled. Hooky rises to get the next round.


‘Is it alright, then?’ I ask.


‘It’s okay with me.’


‘Me too.’


‘Suppose so.’


‘Yeah, guess it’ll be alright.’


After lunch, Barney and I have a game of snooker in the ‘middle’ Yates’ on Oldham Street, which still has a sawdust floor. I get soundly beaten, and I think this clinches it.


It was ‘a simple question’ for, by then, I had known the band for almost three years – though I had not seen them personally since Ian Curtis’ death, about two years earlier. On that day in May 1980 the news of his suicide hit me like it did everyone who knew him. My main response was that of shock and disbelief – and perplexity: why would someone want to do that? We were all still young and excitedly making our way in life. What had become so unbearable to Ian that it could have cancelled out this lust for life? Then I felt sadness, for him and his family and friends . . . and the band – what were they going to do? My own sense of loss was strong, despite the fact that I had met Ian perhaps only half-a-dozen times – and this during the last ten months of his life. But ‘the kid’, as William Burroughs might have called him at Joy Division’s Plan K gig in Belgium – ‘get lost, kid’, the author allegedly responded when Ian asked if there was a spare copy of his new book going – had gotten to me.


Unlike with the passing of J.F. Kennedy or Jimi Hendrix, I cannot remember where I was or what I was doing when I heard the news. Now that I have realised this, it has set me delving into the recesses of memory. Yet, try as I might, I can recall little detail beyond these feelings. Through friends and family who had connections with Factory Records, I came to know about Ian’s death before most people . . . and in my mind there is an image of yards of black-and-white newsprint images – Melody Maker, Sounds, NME – all merged into one timeless scream of shock and incredulity. But nothing more.


I did not arrive at the Unicorn with Ian uppermost in my mind. Just over two years had passed and anyway – whatever the band’s personal feelings, whatever the practical implications for their music – they had shown a commitment to the future, a determination to keep on working and developing themselves musically . . . to literally play themselves out of their predicament. From their first gig after Ian’s passing – two months on at Manchester’s Beach Club – and Gillian’s arrival in September, they had played about seventy gigs throughout Europe and the USA, and released five pieces of vinyl: Still, a compilation Joy Division album, Movement, their debut studio album as New Order, and three singles. Freshly returned from their second tour of the States, they seemed far from defeated. They looked more like a band who knew they were about to turn a corner.


They had emerged from a long period of musical experimentation to find a new identity, literally learning as they performed. Nothing of use had been wasted. Characteristically refusing to be typecast, they had developed a distinctive electronic rock sound, quite different from that of Joy Division, and had already started performing material – ‘Ultraviolence’, ‘The Village’, ‘5 8 6’, ‘We All Stand’ – that would appear on their forthcoming second studio album. They would soon begin writing specifically for this record, starting with ‘Age of Consent’. As they always did when composing, they experimented with new sounds. Some of these were snatched from long hours of rehearsal; others were drawn from the musical maelstrom happening around them. Buoyed by their own collective confidence, they were on the creative ascendency.


By October, in Britannia Row Studios, having crystallised in Power, Corruption & Lies and ‘Blue Monday’ the various desires of each individual member – Bernard, Hooky, Stephen, Gillian, Rob and even Ian, for his spirit was ever-present at the sessions – there was the strong feeling that what had been achieved, especially with ‘Blue Monday’, would effortlessly plug into the moment and give the new line-up an enduring musical identity.
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From left to right: Gillian Gilbert, Stephen Morris, Bernard Sumner and Peter Hook, New York City, July 1983.
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Dit . . . dit . . . dit . . . dit


The distinctive synth drumbeat of ‘Blue Monday’ shudders through the studio at Britannia Row. An ominous bass line peppers over the drum.


Boom . . . boom . . . boom


The singer’s monotone voice hovers above the backing. ‘How does it feel . . . ?’ Not a question, a statement. ‘If it wasn’t for your misfortune, I’d be a heavenly person today.’ Carrying veiled portents of a life lost and gained.


The musicians gather in post-mortem. The future biggest selling single of eighties’ Britain had aired, signalling – on their own terms – New Order’s coming of age.


In retrospect, the album Power, Corruption & Lies, to which ‘Blue Monday’ was tethered like a huge, gravitational planet and of which it really is a part, strikes me as being a record as significant to the post-punk generation as Pink Floyd’s Dark Side of the Moon was to the hippies of the sixties – my own generation. ‘[After these recordings] there was a feeling that New Order were making records that nobody else made,’ the Charlatans’ Tim Burgess told Simon Hattenstone of the Guardian in July 2015. ‘It was a new kind of rock’n’roll.’


Speaking with the NME in January 2015, New Order vocalist Bernard Sumner concurred that: ‘In 1983 there was electronic music, but not much electronic dance music. There were a few people playing music like “Blue Monday” in clubs in New York and London, but it was played on real instruments. Music like “Blue Monday” wasn’t being played on the radio or in clubs. There wasn’t anything that was as pure and electronic.’


The new music being released by Factory Records (and showcased through its nightclub the Haçienda) provided the perfect soundtrack for a rejuvenated Manchester. It would give the city newfound confidence, bouncing in the future as much as the infamous IRA bombing fifteen years later, when damage to the fabric of the city was the catalyst for widespread redevelopment. The clashes of war, both cultural and political, brought new ways of seeing Manchester.


Ever since World War Two, technological development, such as spaceflight and the growth of the media landscape, had been rapid and ever-accelerating. The future was arriving at the same pace and if you knew how to look for it, it was there for the taking. In the 1970s it was arriving from a past of grime and smoke: science fiction conjuring industrial Manchester as The Twilight Zone, the experimental and the outré.


Two dispossessed souls, Ian Curtis and Stephen Morris from the pleasant Cheshire market town of Macclesfield, were readers of the genre, keen imbibers of J.G. Ballard and Phillip K. Dick by way of Eraserhead – the film twin-with-Manchester landscape of Philadelphia – contributing to the sound of Joy Division. Both actively sought out bookshops, travelling from their hometown into Central Manchester where they visited the Savoy bookshops run by David Britton and myself, where talk always turned to the English science-fiction author Michael Moorcock and the American novelist William Burroughs.


Ian, the throne-boy of every James Dean-inspired poster, bought books and records off us when he was flush and sold them back to us for cash when he was hard up. During the recording sessions at Britannia Row, when my memory of him was still fresh, I could imagine his presence, virtually seeping through the walls of the studio – a Burroughs-esque flash of psychic energy that would have amused him to know about. He was a questing soul: how to enter and get a handle on the future (while being a heavenly body today) was something that interested him. With Stephen, it was Michael Moorcock who was the primary interest.


As the editor of the revolutionary magazine, New Worlds, mouthpiece of the new wave of science fiction in the 1960s and ’70s, Michael had made SF relevant once again to mainstream readers. He professed that his ideal readership for the magazine were factory workers and therefore the North of England – where there were plenty of these readers, mostly of the questing kind – was fertile ground. New Worlds appeared on every newsstand, with striking sixties’ cover designs by Charles Platt.


Industrial decay and badly developed modernist housing estates existed side by side. If you lived in this environment, as I did, and also experienced a vastly different life in the South, as I also did, then the North really did seem like an alternative future land, and was legitimate subject matter for upcoming science-fiction authors. The possibilities that New Worlds opened up did not go unnoticed by Ian and Stephen, and the magazine helped inspire Joy Division, as much as it would later inspire ‘Blue Monday’.


Even before Factory Records, there was a strong countercultural presence in the North. However, its power was waning. In the old days, when ‘yesterday’ was norm, before the 1960s became a byword for every kind of liberation, southern pundits and commentators were venturing there, drawn by a new genre of realistic cinema: films that realistically portrayed those cocky, aspirational, young working-class men and women thirsting with profound post-war desires.


The new wave of cinema at the end of the 1950s found the North’s sullen landscapes of brick, smoke and crater far removed from the nation’s metropolis. Reaching for phrases to describe it, ‘industrial steampunk via science fiction’ fits better than most. The narrow cobbled streets crowded with children playing hoops, mothers with scarves and hair-curlers, perpetually belching chimneys overlooking serried ranks of terraced housing, the dark looming ship-like mills holding geometric dominion, the dangerous no man’s land of brick-and-bottle-strewn crofts separating its communities and, above all, the communal coat of poverty worn with a kind of prideful resistance – all of this reinforced the image of an alternative Earth floating at the very edges of civilisation. Another planet.


Visitors noticed with fascination the past being cast off before their eyes. Its streets might be narrow, but on closer inspection any young men of working age had a purposeful swagger in their Burton’s made-to-measure garb. The women were brassily independent. Freed by secondary education, young people were moving up and out of the social class that they’d been born into. The factories were working at full pelt. Industry was booming and wages had tripled since 1950. Bulldozers and wrecking crews were moving like large purposeful insects amongst the murk. The old North was being physically erased.


After the decades-long collapse of the cotton industry in the northern parts of Britain, the audacious experimental culture seen to be pouring from there was also helping to reverse the social disparity between the two halves of the country. The North became like a never-ending conjuror’s hat spewing out creations. After the films – A Taste of Honey, Billy Liar, A Kind of Loving, Saturday Night and Sunday Morning, Room at the Top, This Sporting Life – came Coronation Street, or ‘Corrie’, a UK soap opera created by Granada Television. Then followed Liverpool mop-tops, the Beatles, breeding the Swinging Sixties – in London at any rate. Successive waves of art and culture followed, each one spreading further than the preceding one, before going international. Mods and rockers were followed by splinter-genres – hippies, punks, goths, new romantics and dance.


Over three decades, the North changed, and the nation’s interest waned. But the feeling that this was still alien territory never quite vanished. Its big cities – Manchester, Liverpool, Leeds, Newcastle, Hull, Sheffield, further north Glasgow and further west Belfast – still harboured dark and dangerous centres of decay that proved resistant to all improvement; economic booms never lasted long enough to completely transform these stubborn regions. Joy Division, the Fall and the Smiths were among the last musical forces to be shaped by that Old North. The Happy Mondays, who came after them, reflected a ubiquitous quiet modern urbanity. Joy Division eventually escaped by becoming New Order, having the best and the worst of both worlds.


But when innovatory machine-like rhythms suddenly started up once more (‘North of Watford,’ as the saying used to go), as they had during the Industrial Revolution, heads were caused to turn that way again.


Joy Division, Old Manchester; New Order, New Manchester


Documentarians of the band, usually seduced by satanic mills, the city’s doom-laden veneer and the moody black-and-white photography of Kevin Cummins, reflecting a true Taste of Honey version of Manchester, stop at Joy Division. Rather than distinctly separate bands with separate core audiences, for me Joy Division and New Order are Janus-headed aspects of each other. The side I will be documenting in this book is its sunnier aspect, the side that, for pragmatic reasons, happens to have called itself New Order – a name claimed by Rob Gretton to have been inspired by a feature he was reading on Cambodia. (An unexpected and – to most Western ears – obscure derivation of the name, mischievously at odds with the widely accepted meaning of New Order: the political ‘New Order’ of Nazi Germany. The band have embraced the glamour of Nazi myth at key moments, for instance, the name Joy Division; the image of a Hitler Youth drummer boy on the first Joy Division single, ‘An Ideal For Living’; and the choice of their second name – not too much, but just enough – and have then sometimes been evasive or disingenuous about it.)


For me, New Order are the Mancs who finally cut loose from their own and their city’s past; who, with other bands, discovered black swagger and cool in New York. As part of Factory Records they grew up in a parallel world to my own and I happened to be in the right place at the right time to record a part of what they brought back with them. But to tell this story, I need to first make a detour.


There is a side to the Madchester music explosion that isn’t recorded in the annals of the city’s musical history, except in the underground press and covertly in books like Clinton Heylin’s The Great White Wonders: A History of Rock Bootlegs. The company that conceived and disseminated this alternative culture began in 1975, a few years before the founding of Factory. The publishing house Savoy Books consisted of David Britton and myself (both, incidentally, snapped in our Deansgate office by Joy Division photographer Kevin Cummins for the New Manchester Review in 1979 – the original photograph, I have learned, no longer exists). The early ‘edges’ of these two companies, Savoy and Factory, overlapped and cross-influenced one another.


In a city that was still trying to emerge from its industrial past, its buildings blackened from soot, coping with wartime decline and the recent purging of its nightlife by police, the company’s retail outlets were oases of alternative youth culture for bands including Joy Division and later New Order. Inhabited by young rockers, leather-clad punks and would-be Baudelaires from the science-fiction wasteland, and positioned on the run-down edges of the city centre, these shops – Bookchain, Orbit Books, House on the Borderland – formed a kind of occult triangle about Manchester’s respectable, mercantile heartland; it was an area staked out as Savoyland, an alternative and until now undocumented Manchester.


Growing up as children and teenagers in the late 1950s and ’60s, the formative experiences of David and I were seminal rock’n’roll, the literary experimentalism of the Beats, the music of Captain Beefheart and Frank Zappa, and the UK underground magazines Oz and Ink. By the seventies, instead of conforming, as many of our peers were doing, we blithely carried on.


Our attitude was expressed in the books we published, but it carried through into our retail businesses, where our young shop managers – each a specialist in their own areas of comics, music or literature – reigned supreme over their cultural fiefdoms. At Bookchain, they outdid one another by compiling tapes of newly-released punk and post-punk music, cranking the volume up on the shops’ sound systems so that the music was not just audible inside the shop but also yards away outside in the street, advertising the iconoclastic presence of Savoy Books. Over there may be Factory Records, but over here something different was happening.


New tapes were compiled regularly, recorded onto 90-minute cassettes. The eclectic mix of electronic earworms listed below – from erstwhile Bookchain co-manager Thomas Sheridan – constitutes a typical playlist of the time:




Joy Division: ‘Love Will Tear Us Apart’


Joy Division: ‘She’s Lost Control’


Adam & the Ants: ‘Kick!’


The Cramps: ‘Drug Train’


Blue Öyster Cult: ‘Don’t Fear the Reaper’


Alternative TV: ‘Action Time Vision’


Stiff Little Fingers: ‘Alternative Ulster’


Sex Pistols: ‘Holidays in the Sun’


Clash: ‘Jail Guitar Doors’


The Distractions: ‘Time Goes By So Slow’


Department S: ‘Is Vic There?’


Siouxsie and the Banshees: ‘Helter Skelter’


The Residents: ‘Duck Stab’


Iggy Pop: ‘Dum Dum Boys’


The Fall: ‘Rowche Rumble’


David Bowie: ‘Rebel Rebel’


Buzzcocks: ‘Lipstick’


Magazine: ‘Shot by Both Sides’


New York Dolls: ‘Jet Boy’


Captain Beefheart: ‘Moonlight on Vermont’


Roxy Music: ‘Both Ends Burning’


The Table: ‘Do the Standing Still’


Blondie: ‘Rip Her to Shreds’


Cabaret Voltaire: ‘Do the Mussolini (Headkick)’


A Certain Ratio: ‘Do the Du’


Radiators from Space: ‘Television Screen’


Patrick Fitzgerald: ‘Safety Pin Stuck in my Heart’


John Cooper Clarke: ‘Gimmix’





The shops, started by David, were Meccas for the rebels of the city’s street life and held a particular allure for the Electric Circus/Ranch/Rafters/Factory/Beach crowd in the sparse era before the chain stores, emboldened by pirates like us, came to monopolise the markets. An integral part of Manchester’s music and literature scenes, the shops sold bootleg records in the days when such a venture was dangerous. The bootlegs were principally of Bowie and Roxy Music (the backbone of rebellious youth culture), quickly followed by the New York Dolls, the Sex Pistols and any vinyl bearing a candid photograph of Debbie Harry on its hastily printed sleeve.


Other (legal) merchandise included the latest vinyl from independent companies like Pinnacle and Rough Trade, American import and underground comics, DAW science fiction imports, drug manuals, tattoo books, skin magazines, biker literature, deviant horror, occult books and magazines, and books featuring James Dean, Kiss, Marlon Brando, Marilyn Monroe and others. It was the place where you could always reliably get hold of a copy of William Burroughs’ Junky, Hunter S. Thompson’s Fear and Loathing in Las Vegas, H.R. Giger’s Necronomicon or (Manchester’s own) Anthony Burgess’s A Clockwork Orange.


The company’s flagship store, Bookchain, occupied the ground floor and basement of a decaying terrace of four-storey Victorian buildings on Peter Street, where a café bar now perches atop the shop’s crumbling cellar foundations. Nearing completion of the new bar, builders scrawled a finger-message in the whitewashed windows – ‘Get your mags here!’ – over the spot where the shop’s soot-blackened front once stood. They knew.


One block up from Bookchain, on the same side of the street, was the Free Trade Hall, a venue for everyone from Bowie to Beefheart and the site of two of rock’s great ‘moments’. On that very stage in 1966, Bob Dylan played electric guitar in his act for the first time, to shouts of ‘Judas!’ from the audience. As is well known, a decade later, at the invitation of Buzzcocks’ Howard Devoto and Pete Shelley, the Sex Pistols played an inflammatory set in an upstairs room known as the Lesser Free Trade Hall. On this night, the Pistols’ raucous nihilistic performance – combined with the business shamanism of their flamboyant manager Malcolm McLaren – was enough to ignite fires in half the future music stars of Manchester. Peter Hook, Bernard Sumner and Ian Curtis all happened to be in the audience that night. They saw the writing on the wall and, like others, they were galvanised into action.


Between the shop and the Free Trade Hall was Bauer and Millett’s specialist car showroom, where I remember New Order being interviewed by Richard Boon, ex-Buzzcocks manager and New Hormones label owner, for a Channel 4 documentary about the band. The date was 23 July 1983, seven months after the Britannia Row recording sessions and whilst I was still keeping a diary. Near the parked Granada vans, Bernard, drunk and tanned after their US tour and wearing an ‘I-Beam’ T-shirt, whistled to attract my attention. The main action had taken place at the Haçienda a few days earlier, he explained. These shots were being taken just for ‘colour’. Through the large plate glass windows of the showroom I could make out bundles of cable snaking out amongst the expensive cars. The stage lights on tall stalk-like stands cast down their pale beams. Richard and Stephen were sprawled leisurely in the front compartment of a shiny black Cadillac, being filmed. Stephen was in the driving seat, looking bemused.


The first future member of Joy Division to discover our bookshops was Stephen on days when he was wagging school. He found us (though not me personally) at the House on the Borderland, Savoy’s first shop, opened in 1972. Named after William Hope Hodgson’s novel of fantastical horror, it was positioned in Port Street, at the top of the ‘triangle’ in what is today’s Northern Quarter, next door to what is now the Port Street Beer House. Fittingly, its home was the run-down warren of backstreets near to Piccadilly train station. Gaudy posters, fly-pasted around the city, guided wary and not-so-wary citizens to our door.


David remembers a ‘hesitant, nervous teenager about fifteen years of age, buddingly eccentric, with an inner intelligence and depth belied by outer appearances; he engendered a keen sense that he was looking for something else in life.’ After the King’s School (an independent in Macclesfield) eventually expelled him for smoking dope, Stephen’s visits became more frequent. Nervy and wiry, he was occasionally accompanied by school friend Adam, who was quiet and reserved. But Adam could also be articulate and knowledgeable, so that in years to come David misremembered him for Ian, until we realised that Ian did not meet Stephen until three or four years later, even though they went to the same school.


‘You’re right. I hadn’t met Ian at that time,’ Stephen confirmed when I asked him for clarification (via email correspondence). ‘Adam was a great fan of Moorcock, although he preferred Moorcock’s character Elric to his other character Jerry Cornelius, a constant source of disagreement between us at the time.’


He and Adam also gravitated towards more outré literary titles by William Burroughs, New Worlds and the weirder fringe magazines of the period – Heathcote Williams’ The Fanatic and David Britton’s Crucified Toad – foreshadowing the later friendship between Stephen and Ian who took to each other instantly. Ian and Stephen were to meet for the first time after an Electric Circus gig, and then again when Stephen responded to an ad for a drummer, put up by Ian in Jones’ Music Store, Macclesfield. Following this, he joined Warsaw, the nascent incarnation of Joy Division.


Stephen and his friend Adam helped out with minding the shop and running errands. The latter usually entailed getting in supplies of ‘hot jam squares’ and cups of tea from the sandwich shop near the Crown and Anchor public house on Hilton Street, but ‘less serious’ work could also be involved, purchasing cumbersome quantities of stock from local wholesalers such as Abel Heywood, World Distributors, or Thorpe & Porter – the latter presiding over a cadaverous mill on Pollard Street in nearby Ancoats. No one could drive a car, so extra hands were always needed to manhandle boxes and sacks back to the shop.


Ian found his way to us much later, at Bookchain, where shop managers Thomas Sheridan and John Mottershead were usually in charge. Thomas recalls the one occasion he met Ian that is still clear in his memory. It was the first time. ‘It must have been 1979, because I was playing Bowie’s Lodger on the shop’s hi-fi system. He was wearing one of those long macs that were de rigueur. He always seemed to be wearing one, in fact. I can’t remember whether he bought anything, but he had a good look around the shop and then came up and asked me what the music was, so I told him. My impressions were that he was shorter than I expected, quiet and polite. I wished that I had spoken to him more than I did, but I felt a bit foolish doing so.’


He recalls that I arrived at the shop very shortly afterward. Ian then left with me. ‘You both went round to the Savoy office on Deansgate, I think to discuss William Burroughs. I know Ian was a big fan.’


Ian and I had only recently met one another. He had invited me to a Joy Division gig and I was now repaying him with a return invite. It was to show him the books we were working on that I knew he would be interested in. I showed him a signed copy of William Burroughs’ book collaboration with Brion Gysin, The Third Mind, that I had just brought back with me from America, where I had met with Burroughs for the first and only time. Apart from that I can remember very little of the meeting with Ian, except that his visit was in the wake of a police raid on Bookchain – no longer an uncommon occurrence for us.


Trouble began with the rise to power of James Anderton, ‘God’s Cop’, who took over the Chief Constable of Greater Manchester Police Force slot in 1976, just after we had started publishing. As the shops financed our publishing, the relationship between the two arms of our business – retail and publishing – was crucial. Thus being attacked in this way was a serious problem.


The Chief arrived with a mission. He claimed to have been visited by God, who told him personally to ‘clean up’ the city. (In his campaign, Margaret Thatcher supported him.) The appeal of our shops to youth and the outré meant that we quickly became one of his prime targets. Between 1976 and 1999, the Greater Manchester Police raided us about a hundred times.


His other main targets were family newsagents, who were simply trying to make a living. Even respected department store Debenhams was ‘done over’. The laugh was that there was nothing really to ‘clean up’. Hardcore porn was not being sold at any of those shops. Nor did we sell it. It would get you jailed. We just wanted to publish books.


Police officers – men and women – helped themselves to our stock, making off with adult magazines, underground comics, horror magazines, occult literature, drug manuals, gay contact magazines, biker mags, books on body piercing, tattoo magazines. Once I can remember seeing a policeman climb into the shop window at Bookchain to seize a display copy of a Conan book. With its Frank Frazetta cover art, depicting a muscular bronzed barbarian wearing a Viking helmet, they believed it to be gay porn. Sometimes, the police just stripped the shops’ entire contents. And each time we had to restock.


Among the consignments of all this seized material, copies of Savoy titles began turning up, alerting police to our publishing offices and it wasn’t long before the raids spread to Savoy Books. Over time, thousands more books were seized from there as well.


‘Is it the duty of the police to protect society or to attack it?’ I write in my publishing diary for that year. ‘The result [of the repression in Manchester] is a serious erosion of the freedom of the individual.’


For over twenty years, a virtual state of war existed between the Manchester police and us, colouring everything we did. Our artists in this war – Kris Guidio, who defined the Cramps’ distinctive look in strips in Lindsay Hutton’s The Next Big Thing fanzine, and John Coulthart who adapted H.P. Lovecraft’s The Haunter of the Dark – found themselves at the forefront of the fight back. Our Meng & Ecker comics lampooned the police overtly, while the Lord Horror miniseries made more subtle attacks on them. We undoubtedly stoked the conflict, but to keep going as serious publishers, the attention of the national media somehow had to be drawn towards what was happening in Manchester. Under James Anderton a culture of collusion existed between the city’s judiciary and the police that would otherwise have carried on unnoticed.


As both sides stepped up hostilities, the pressure of the raids meant that in 1982 Savoy Books Ltd was forced into liquidation and David sentenced to twenty-eight days in Strangeways Prison. (This was the first of two jail terms. In 1993 David served another four months for writing Lord Horror, published in 1989. The book was the first novel to be banned in Britain since Hubert Selby Jr’s Last Exit to Brooklyn in 1967. His imprisonment became a cause célèbre, and resulted in our one ‘win’ over the police. In the full glare of the national media the ban was overturned in the Crown Court. The police raided us again, the very next day.)


After our bankruptcy we retreated to the nascent Northern Quarter, where Savoy first began. We moved to rooms above Starplace, a new bookshop we had opened on Oldham Street, where we also let out rehearsal space to Manchester bands. Hidden away there for a couple of years, we kept Savoy going by ‘packaging’ music and comedy books for other publishers. This entailed conceiving ideas for books, trying to sell them to publishers and then, when we sold them, researching and developing them, and handing the publisher the finished artwork. This avoided the high-cost risk of printing and publishing them ourselves. It meant that we developed channels with music publishers that we wouldn’t otherwise have done and it was in the hothouse of these temporary offices – with David and I assembling (under pseudonyms) books for other companies to produce – that the idea first came to me to try to sell a book about New Order. It was where I was based when I met with Rob and New Order at the Unicorn – a ten-minute walk away – and where I was stationed during the recording of Power Corruption & Lies. It is also where I kept my diary.


It was our brand of defiant ‘art for art’s sake’ publishing in the face of police harassment that impressed New Order and it was thanks to Savoy’s evident concern for artists – Bernard was at pains to tell me at Britannia Row – that they allowed me to write about them.


Surprisingly, except for the indistinct meetings with Ian, I did not meet any of the members of Joy Division or New Order at our bookshops. Although Stephen and I both frequented House on the Borderland, for some reason we were never there at the same time. And after Savoy started up, publishing business at the offices on Deansgate, round the corner from Bookchain, meant that I largely remained there.


My ‘port of entry’ happened in quite a different way, through a second parallel course of events in my personal life: the filming of Malcolm Whitehead’s Joy Division: A Film. By a quirk of fate, Malcolm’s film happened to be made at my mother’s house in Altrincham, south Manchester, in the room directly above mine. Charles Salem’s short twelve-minute film, No City Fun, featuring music from Unknown Pleasures, was made fractionally earlier. Pairing footage of Manchester shot from the top of a double-decker bus with a Joy Division soundtrack, Salem’s short was bleak and atmospheric enough; but Malcolm’s film, I thought – although not much longer at seventeen minutes – was the first serious Joy Division film to be made. He made it in 1979, at the house in Altrincham where I passed my early adult years; where, for most of those years, he was our lodger.


My mother, Catherine, was an important catalyst in all this for, without her, the film might not exist and I may never have come to know Joy Division. While we were growing up she let out rooms. It was not just to help pay the bills. Congenitally star-struck, she also thought she might get to know professional thespian types, or TV people from Granada Studios in Manchester, where she mostly placed her adverts. Because of her dreams of stardom, 10 Charter Road became a place of refuge for struggling writers, artists and socialist agitators like Malcolm.


At the time, slightly over a quarter of Factory Records personnel were also working at nearby Manchester Airport as baggage handlers – Rob Gretton, Donald Johnson of A Certain Ratio and Malcolm himself. Altrincham is right on the outer edge of the city, close to the airport. Rob lived in nearby Wythenshawe, closer to the city centre, and was already manager of Joy Division and in partnership with Tony Wilson in the fledgling Factory. Donald Johnson’s band, also known as ACR and a favourite of Tony’s, was on the Factory roster.


The subversive atmosphere generated by these three at Ringway (as the airport was then known), hung about Malcolm when he came home after work, mixing well with the other residents of Charter Road. His main interest was film and he would later become Factory’s film wing, Ikon Video. But for now, while moving flight cases about, he was actively looking for material for his first project.


One night, I was woken by very loud, very paranoid music coming from his room – and it didn’t take me long to work out that he had found his film. He had shot an early Joy Division gig on Super 8 at the Bowdon Vale Youth Club, just down the road. What I was hearing was Malcolm beginning the laborious process of hand-editing the rushes on very primitive equipment.


In the spring of 1979, Joy Division played two gigs at Bowdon Vale, about a mile from where I lived. The subject of Malcolm’s film was the first concert on 14 March. His film utilised two other pieces of film: footage he’d shot of Joy Division at T.J. Davidson’s warehouse rehearsal rooms on Little Peter Street, Manchester, (close to Knott Mill and Deansgate train station), while the band were rehearsing for Unknown Pleasures and another short piece of Rob Gretton talking to camera about Warsaw (imagine Malc like late-night New York cable icon Ugly George, machine camera-head, asking impersonal and impertinent questions).
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