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PART 1:


REBOOT


I get on the 747 at JFK with the rest of my weary bandmates. Down the umbilical tunnel with its smell of aviation fuel, carrying passport, boarding pass and far too many bags.


Me and Rob start jostling our way towards the tail end, as far to the rear as we can go. The back of the bus, the place where childhood trips to Chester Zoo had once seemed such a lark.
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See, it wasn’t a dream


Past what might be the stairs to the exclusive and quite possibly mythical upper deck. The place with the promise of orgies. Up there a nightclub or at the very least a bar are rumoured to exist. Terry Mason, our approximation of a tour manager, claims to have seen it once, but it’s a definite no-go area for the overloaded economy traveller.


We apologetically carry on pushing and shoving our way to the back of this flying charabanc. All the way down to the budget smokers’ haven in the jumbo’s rear end, where once the stylised illuminated cigarette is extinguished, we can spark up and cough and tipple the night away.


Seatbelt securely fastened at all times because you never know, and with our luck you certainly don’t.


The screaming-engine dash down the runway. The lurch and tilt as the ground falls away


The red-eye to Heathrow.


Stuck in the middle row with the elbows of my fellow nicotine enthusiasts intruding on either side. The tiny metal ashtray half full of debris from my scratchy tangerine seat’s previous fag-smoking, gum-chewing occupant. I don’t care. I’ve just seen the sun go down on New York City.


Well, I think I’ve just caught a glimpse of something that looked like a Manhattan sunset through the Boeing’s porthole, and that’s something I never thought I’d see. I’m feeling romantic, so yeah, I don’t care if it was actually only the reflection of the plane’s navigation lights through the glass. I’m on my way home to my mum’s Sunday special. Dried-up beef and watery gravy.


I forgo the dubious pleasure of renting the painful plastic stethoscope earphones. Tired and emotional, I’ll take in the fake airline glamour and just sit here and smoke, wallow and wonder.


‘Why does everything we touch turn to shit?’


Maybe I’m being a tad hard on myself there, I mean things hadn’t been that bad, had they?


Only twenty-two. Still a young man really. I’d got myself into a fantastic post-punk band purely by my dubious ability to bang the drums in a convincing and regular manner. That band – Joy Division they were called – had gone on to make two fantastic – one might almost be forgiven for coming over all NME and using the old hack term ‘seminal classic’ – albums. Then, to use another popular cliché, ‘poised on the brink of reaching the dizzying heights’ of who knew what sort of success, our vocalist, lyricist and friend Ian had taken his own life.


There’s more to it than that, obviously, but the bare bones are there.


That left the three of us – me (Stephen, but you can call me Steve), the drummer, Bernard Sumner, guitar and keys, and Peter Hook, known to all as Hooky, bass – along with Rob Gretton, our somewhat unorthodox manager, in a bit of a spot.


We now have more problems than we had when we began this transatlantic excursion and even less of an idea how to solve them. But we are stoic northern bastards, not the sort of folk to let a little thing like a tragedy of epic proportions dissuade us from following our haphazard path to rock greatness. Oh no!


Following Ian Curtis’s suicide, we’d picked ourselves up, changed our name – well, the band’s name – from Joy Division to New Order, and set out on a short tour of the east coast of America. Here we had been outsmarted by New York’s wise guys, who had divested us of all our worldly goods. The greater proportion of our uninsured musical equipment had been heisted away overnight in a metaphorical puff of smoke. The last remnants of our former incarnation ripped from our grasp.


Ever get the feeling that someone’s trying to tell you something? Like maybe think again, reconsider. You’ve had fair warning: turn back now. Abandon this life of darkened clubs, loud music and semi-professional late-night drinking and drug taking.


The trouble is, even though we are undeniably in the shit up to our necks, we are having such a fabulous time of it that we just laugh and wonder how much worse things can possibly get.


We have found ourselves doing the one thing we’d always dreamed of and we aren’t going to give up that easily. We are awkward like that. Awkward and perverse. But better than that, we are great, we are exciting and, most of all, interesting to boot.


So, when this plane finally lands, more shit is going to happen.
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Me and Bernard looking serious. Boston, September 1980


In the immediate aftermath of Ian’s death, our biggest problem was the somewhat obvious question of what were we going to do about the, er – dare I mention it?


The singing.


A scant three or four weeks (if records are to be believed) after Ian’s suicide – and still raw and numb with that rabbit-stuck-in-the-headlights emptiness and uncertainty, that death tends to bring – the well-meaning idea arose that, like falling off a horse or bicycle, the best way to deal with the grief-struck was to remount the steed and carry on.


‘It’ll give them something to do. Take their minds off it,’ says the well-meaning advocate, along with the old faithful, ‘Life goes on.’


There is, of course, some sense in all of that but it never feels like it. Some sense and Factory Records – our artfully anarchic label – are not exactly cosy chums at the best of times.


Given the allure that tabloid tales of wild sex parties featuring popular rock vocalists could have, it is one of life’s mysteries that the most difficult post to fill in the beat combo of the 1980s was that of lead singer.


I had discovered early on in my teenage attempts at starting a band that the guitarist position was numero uno in terms of attracting applicants, followed by various instrumentalists descending in popularity to bass player then drummer.


Saw players also could be hard to find, but it would always be the singers that were thinnest on the ground.


Perhaps it is the degree of exposure that’s to blame. The feeling of nakedness. The musicians all have their instruments to hide behind, the singer is unprotected with only a microphone stand to deflect the gob and flying bottles of disgruntled punters. It seemed to me a little too raw and daunting.


There are no two ways about it. To the average guy, the idea of singing in public feels extremely uncomfortable.


The reality of my singing was much worse than that.


And then there was the business of having actual meaningful words to sing in the first place. The writing of music was for us, an intuitive thing, something that you just FELT, but words were something that required a bit of thought. It made me appreciate just how lucky we had been knowing Ian and what we’d lost with him.


There was always another path we could take: forget the singing and lyric writing entirely.


Maybe we could become Factory’s house band, a Mancunian version of Spector’s Wrecking Crew? Most likely it was TV presenter and ‘Factory supremo’ Tony Wilson’s idea that we should go into the studio with Kevin Hewick and have a go at being his backing band for the day.


Kevin was Factory’s latest ‘signing’ (not exactly the best word to describe the relationship between the label’s musicians and those in charge, but ‘participant in a great experiment in social and artistic engineering motivated by a spirit of altruism and powered by praxis’, although more accurate, is far too unwieldy, off-putting and undeniably pretentious).


There may have been a suspicion that Kevin was a candidate for the vacant singing spot. But we knew by then that no one from outside was going to be getting that job. Every time the idea of someone else as an Ian mk2 came up, I cringed. It was a terrible idea.


We’d gone into Graveyard Studios in Prestwich, with Factory’s Martin Hannett producing as usual, to see what it felt like being a session band. The studio got its name due to its proximity to an actual graveyard. It wasn’t as if we were going all-out goth: it was purely a coincidence that our future was being determined in a graveyard.


Our last attempt at working there had not ended well. Previously, it was Martin’s drug intake that had caused the fuss. Stewart, the studio owner, was a bit nervy and not too keen on excessive amounts of ganja being smoked on the premises.


This was a big problem. An assault on Martin’s personal freedom and liberty. Smoking pot was second nature, essential to the creative processes, and who the fuck did he think he was?


Stewart may have crossed swords with Martin before. Most studio managers in the north-west had at one time or another. A Mexican stand-off ensued with the usual northern banter.


‘Fuck OFF.’


‘No, you FUCK OFF.’


‘No, YOU FUCK OFF.’


A spiral that ended with Martin downing tools and going home while Rob tried to negotiate some sort of cost reduction. Complete waste of a day.


Today, that was all in the past. Never to be spoken of again.


But being back at Graveyard still rankled Martin a little. Martin Hannett rankled easily.


Kevin Hewick was an easy-going sort of guy. He had good songs in a certain singer/songwritery style. They reminded me a bit of the stuff I’d done back in my folk-band days.


Kevin’s songs were in a vein that Tony liked, but they weren’t really us. So, we tried to make them sound like something that was.


I imagine the downside to being a session musician is that some of the time you are going to play on songs that you probably don’t like that much, so you just do the best job you can. You’re trying to please someone else at the end of the day. Your opinion doesn’t really matter. At times this can be a good thing; playing music which, in the normal course of events, you wouldn’t touch with a barge pole, can be an education. There’s always something you can learn from someone else even if that thing is:


Don’t ever do it again. Under any circumstances.


We did our best.


From the start it was obvious Martin wasn’t that keen. There was an atmosphere of awkwardness, like a date going badly. No amount of grinning and bearing was going to resolve the feeling that we were clearly not cut out for this. Wrong time, wrong place would be my pathetic attempt at self-justification. The folky song ‘Haystack’ came out on Factory’s European offshoot, Factory Benelux’s cassette compilation called From Brussels with Love. It’s actually pretty good. My impersonation of Hal Blaine is a bit lightweight though.


There was another song we did called ‘A Piece of Fate’, which somehow provoked both Martin and Bernard to flee the studio. Things had gone from awkward to difficult with Kevin’s observation that our new name was reminiscent of the MC5/Stooges spin-off, ‘The New Order’. This did not go down well. Bernard took umbrage at Kevin’s comments and Martin just took umbrage and took off.


The version we did of ‘Fate’ wasn’t that bad but as the recording seems to have been totally exorcised from musical history (no mean feat in this day and age), you will just have to trust me on that.


Our first attempt at collaboration had not been entirely successful, but by the end of it I was certain that we were never going to be anybody else’s band.


And so it was that this slightly sorry episode raised the curtain, fired the starting pistol or whatever you want to call it, on what I like to think of as the New Order Singing Competition.


A game of three contestants, which, on the face of it, no one wanted to win.


Like the irresistible force and the immovable object, something would have to give. But just what that was still remained a mystery after our visit to the US.


Despite losing our gear, we’d picked up lots of inspiration of various kinds from our visit to New York City but nothing that directly helped resolve our situations vacant quandary.
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GILLIAN
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Gillian, Rotterdam 1980


October 1980.


Back home, weary with jet lag.


I had trouble getting out of bed before noon. We’d all suffered from this sophisticated new affliction. Bernard, always the worst of sufferers, claimed not to have slept for days. Meanwhile the restless managerial mind of Rob Gretton had been whirring away through the long, dark, sleepless nights.


I was rudely awoken by the sound of my mother shouting up the stairs, ‘Stephen! It’s for you! That man’s on the phone again!’


I stumbled down, encouraged by the yappy dachshund nipping at my ankles, and into the kitchen, lit a No 6 just to annoy my mum, squeezed my way into the end of the seventies-style breakfast bar, and took the green plastic receiver from my disapproving parent.


‘All right, Steve?’


It was, of course, Rob.


He began with the fateful words, ‘I’ve been thinking . . .’


‘. . . About the singing.’


‘Oh, aye, and what have you thought?’


‘Well, I wanted to ask you first, see how you felt about it.’


This sounded worrying.


‘About what?’


‘Well, I’ve been thinking . . . maybe we should get Gillian in.’


‘What?!’ Of all the things Rob could have said . . .


For my first thought was he was suggesting the introduction of a chanteuse.


‘Yes, I think we should get Gillian in playing guitar so Barney can sing more.’


‘What?! I don’t know what to say.’


‘I know she’s your girlfriend and that . . .’


‘Yes, there is that.’ For it was true Gillian was my Girlfriend.


‘. . . but that’ll only be a problem if you ever split up with her,’ he said. ‘And anyway, I quite fancy her . . . so it won’t be too much of a problem.’


He may have been joking about the last bit, although it didn’t sound like it; I didn’t see that one coming either.


Perhaps I was still asleep and it was one of those fevered jet-lag dreams.


Rob continued, ‘Anyway, I think it’s a fuckin’ great idea. Let’s ask Hooky and Barney what they think.’


‘Er, right, OK, yes, that’s probably the best thing to do.’


‘I’ll see what they’re doing and call you back. You do think it’s a good idea, don’t you, Steve?’


‘Er, I suppose so. Hadn’t I best ask Gillian first, see if she’s OK with the idea?’


‘Oh yeah. Yeah, never thought of that.’


That was, as they say in Macclesfield (and probably everywhere else that has a bookies), a turn-up for the books.


But, thinking about it, the idea did make some sense, it would take some of the pressure off. It definitely made a lot more sense than having another singer, put it that way.


Just how to broach that question then.


I decided I’d play it safe with ‘Rob wants to know if you’d like to be in the band.’


Some wimpy cop-out, pass-the-buck sort of line like that, randomly slipped into our evening’s discourse at the Bull’s Head.


‘What’s he want now?’ asked my ever-inquisitive mother.


‘Er, nothing,’ my ever non-committal reply.


‘You want to get out of your bed and do something. You’ll get nowhere staying in your pit like that all day. Why don’t you get up and go and do some work for your dad?’


‘And why don’t you read the NME?’ my grumpy reply as I skulked back to wrestle with the duvet for another forty winks.


Although I no longer considered myself an employee of my father’s tap and kitchen furniture empire, there was a widely held belief among the senior members of the Morris household that I was merely on some sort of sabbatical and that sooner or later I would retake my rightful place as a workshy member of the firm’s salesforce.


In keeping with the wider-held traditions of Macclesfield, my long-suffering girlfriend Gillian had been working at Halle Models’ lingerie mill as a machinist while continuing to sell children’s clothes on her parents’ Wythenshawe market stall at the weekend.


The Gilbert family had moved to Macclesfield from Whalley Range in 1964. Dad Leslie, mother Florence, and daughters Gillian, Julie and Kim entered 61 Gawsworth Road at the same time as I was in the early tentative throes of Beatlemania, just around the corner at number 122. I was so enthralled with Batman comics and Airfix glue at the time that I never noticed their arrival.


Les, who had been a merchant seaman, now worked in ‘contruction’ – an artist in the use of bricks and mortar. Florence was also a machinist; she knew her way round an overlocker, a skill much in demand in 1960s Macclesfield.


Gillian and her sisters were educated at shiny modern Broken Cross Primary. I meanwhile got my schooling done at Christ Church with its coke furnace and hymns.


Gillian’s eleven-plus sent her to Tytherington Secondary Modern School, where her artistic inclinations soon earned her a promotion to Macclesfield High School for Girls. This was the female equivalent of King’s School, the former place of higher learning of both Ian Curtis and myself. Though at the time I was ignorant of that fact.


Ian left with qualifications, in the form of O levels.


I got the boot at 14 for my fondness of illegal drugs.


It was while at high school that Gillian came across my sister Amanda and, eventually, me. Gillian’s further education continued at Stockport College.


After finishing her HND in art and business studies at Stockport in September 1980 she was thinking about enrolling for another year’s studies while filling in time at the mill.


On paper, Gillian was overqualified for the job of joining New Order. Five O levels and an A level – an A LEVEL! I might be wrong, but I don’t think the band had a single A level between us.


Gillian Gilbert was a busy girl. She made me look uneducated and bone idle.


We’d been going out together for over two years, which made us an item of sorts, and Gillian had been to enough Joy Division gigs to get a pretty good idea of what she would be letting herself in for with Bernard and Hooky’s Salford ways.


Our social interactions were either gig-based or, failing that, took place in the not-so-quiet corner of the pub next to the Space Invaders and the fruit machine, before adjourning back to chez Gilbert for a spot of supper and a clean-out of Gillian’s pet hamster’s cage. He went by the not uncommon name of Hammy. Which coincidentally had also been Ian’s nickname at school.


That night, over a lager and lime, I did my best to be charming and asked how she might feel about Rob’s brainwave.


As an ex-member of a short-lived punk band – the Inadequates – Gillian was keen on the idea. The allure of music played in dingy, sweaty clubs is strangely irresistible. She began planning ahead and thoughts turned to blowing the dust of her somewhat inaccurate SG copy.


‘Wonder where I put that guitar?’


Rob called a band meeting in the top-floor flat overlooking the railway line in Chorlton that he shared with his partner Lesley.


Our warm-up chit-chat mostly revolved around the subject of who was still suffering the worst after-effects of the American trip and the anticipation of nice new shiny replacement gear. There’s always a silver lining.


Before long, Rob began easing into the subject at hand like some Agatha Christie or Conan Doyle detective on the verge of cracking a vexing case.


‘You’re probably wondering why I’ve called you all here today. Well, I’ve been thinking . . . Steve, skin up!’


He continued, ‘Er, where was I?’ before the whistling kettle in the kitchen provided a more urgent distraction.


Returning with brews in hand, Rob started again, ‘Oh, yes, like I was saying, I’ve been thinking and . . .’


Slowly, slowly, after a lot of skirting around the edges, joint rolling and tea brewing, Rob got around to making his case that perhaps someone could be brought into the band, not to sing, but to play guitar and keyboards instead.


He went about it mainly by smoking a lot more dope and trying to ac-cent-uate the positive benefits of this plan as much as possible.


‘I reckon it’d be a good idea to get someone else in. That way you lot can concentrate on the, er, singing . . . if you could call it that. Hey, Hooky, have a go on this. It’s good stuff. This’ll sort your jet lag out.’


Peter Hook, never a fan of the smoking of weed, for once reluctantly acquiesced. For Rob was correct: it was indeed good gear, and an outbreak of mild hysteria was starting to take over.


‘And I was, erm, thinking maybe, hmm, Gillian . . .’


Rob’s suggestion was met with laughter and some incredulity.


‘What, Steve’s Gillian?’


‘Yup, that’s the one.’


More laughter from Bernard and Hooky at the sheer off-the-wall-ness of the idea, and at the astonishing suggestion of getting a female involved at all. We had only recently escaped the 1970s, remember.


It was obvious something needed to change. At the few gigs we’d done there’d been an awful lot of instrument juggling going on – with me occasionally swapping drums for keyboards, coupled with the fact that none of us could convincingly sing and play at the same time. Gillian’s involvement could potentially solve a lot of problems.


I should perhaps explain a little about the average New Order band meeting. The purpose of these occasions was obviously to make some resolution, to reach a decision: to discuss and weigh up the options, then vote and produce some sort of agreement.


The trouble was that we weren’t that good at making decisions. As time went on, we would get much worse.


Back then, youthfully indecisive, we would either agree with Rob or, at worst, say we’d think about it and then have another meeting, putting the thing off for as long as possible in the hope that it would either sort itself out or get forgotten about. If not, a show of hands would be the decider, with Rob having the casting vote in the event of a tie. An unlikely outcome now that we were three.


What Rob was suggesting was going to put me in a potentially tricky position. I had come to the conclusion that my opinion on this matter could be viewed as a ‘conflict of interests’ or, more accurately, ‘Damned if you do, damned if you don’t.’ Maybe I was ducking the issue but I thought, in a futile attempt at remaining blameless, I would be better off remaining impartial and just letting Bernard, Hooky and Rob decide. My hedging of bets would become dangerously habitual.


By this time Rob’s flat had become thick with the pungent fug of a homegrown haze. Stoned-ness was taking hold of everyone present.


‘Well, she’s your girlfriend, Steve, what do you think?’ asked Rob, as he batted the ball back into my court.


Bastard.


I tried out a suggestion in what would become my normal fence-sitting manner.


‘Well, why don’t we give it a try? If it doesn’t work, it doesn’t work. I won’t be very popular in the girlfriend department but at least we’d have had a go.’


The clincher from Rob and his usual last word on most things: ‘Well, has anyone got any better ideas then?’


We all knew the only answer to that one.


No.


Motion carried, on a strictly trial basis of course.


Though I don’t recall a specific time period being agreed. Strictly speaking, the trial period following my audition for Joy Division’s earlier incarnation, Warsaw, in 1977 still hadn’t officially expired.


Then there was the question of how the other girlfriends would take the news.


‘Well, are you going to tell my Iris then? Eh, Rob?’ asked Hooky.


‘Oh yeah, and what are you going to tell Lesley, Rob?’ was Bernard’s considered response.


‘I think Steve should tell them . . .’


The steaming kettle whistled again in the kitchen.


‘Er, good point . . . cup of tea anyone?’


Think positive, I told myself. After a chain of negativity this could be a step in the right direction.


I began to fret about how best to formalise this proposal with Gillian’s parents. For instance, was I supposed to have the man-to-man chat with her father outlining the band’s prospects and asking permission for the use of his daughter’s hands in unholy guitar racketry?


For better or worse, that sort of thing?


Fortunately Gillian’s parents both had a fairly punk attitude to life and the bended-knee bit was never required.


To the casual observer, Gillian may appear the shy and retiring type.


Do not be deceived. I had seen her engage in disputes with bolshy cloakroom attendants that have turned distinctly nasty.


Take it from me, she can give as good as she gets. Asking her to check in her favourite Chinese blue satin jacket at Macclesfield’s Krumbles nighterie was asking for trouble.


The poor cloakroom attendant was stunned by the emphatic rebuttal: ‘No, you’re not getting your hands on this! Sod off!’


You’d think she’s been asked to remove a leg.


Not always the quiet wallflower you’ve been led to expect, our Gillian.


Gillian claimed to have met Yuri Gagarin. The first man in space. Wow. I had been an infant space enthusiast and the fascination still hadn’t worn off. Her story was backed up by her mother.


The encounter had happened in Wythenshawe back in 1961. Which made Gillian a babe in arms at the time and, as for ‘met’, it was more like ‘waved at from a distance’. Still, it was closer to space than I’d ever been.


In the Gilbert house on Gawsworth Road, surrounded by denim offcuts, well-worn sewing machines and mountains of thread, Gillian excavated her sister’s genuine Bontempi organ from its under-the-stairs cupboard of neglect. Blowing off the dust, we coaxed it wheezing back to life and began to do some homework. Once I found the key widely held to be middle C we were in business.


I demonstrated what I thought the keyboard parts on ‘Truth’, ‘In a Lonely Place’ and ‘Procession’ were. My renditions were not met with entirely uncritical approval.


‘Are you sure that’s right? . . . That bit didn’t sound right,’ observed Gillian making notes in her pocket diary. ‘Isn’t it more like . . .?’


Well, I was doing my best.


Gillian put some new strings on her Inadequates guitar, which honestly didn’t improve it, and we were set.


The first rehearsal we had together at Pinky’s, our crumbling Salford rehearsal room, was another one of those cautious, eggshell-walking, first-date affairs. Despite knowing Gillian well, both Hooky and Bernard were uncharacteristically polite and tried to refrain from coarse language


‘Pardon my French.’


And farting, even more of a challenge.


‘Ooh, excuse me . . . Hooky, there’s ladies present.’


A bit late-seventies sitcom, I know, but an icebreaker none the less.


Bernard dispensed guitar manicure advice.


‘You’ll have to cut your nails, you’ll never be able to play guitar with nails like that.’


Gillian was naturally shy and understandably nervous. I felt like a go-between or translator, a bit uncomfortable.


What was I supposed to do? If it all went west . . .


It didn’t, of course. Though it was certainly awkward at times.


Rob turned up later and good-naturedly took the piss out of Gillian and the rest of us for being coy. Rob was very even-handed in his piss-taking.


‘You’re a bunch of sexist fucking tossers. Sorry, Gillian.’


Gillian laughed. We all laughed. Laughter is infectious like that. Gillian laughed a lot.


We set about replacing our stolen equipment. I ended up with a Gretsch drum kit in walnut.


I didn’t put a lot of thought into the purchase, if I’m honest. They didn’t have anything in black. Not a popular colour, apparently. But it was there, now, ready to take away and there was a discount. They looked like drums and sounded a lot like drums when you hit them. And Charlie Watts played Gretsch. Sold!


I never really wholeheartedly took to my Gretsch drum kit. The walnut colouration reminded me too much of the kitchen furniture I used to sell for my father.


To satisfy my interest in producing weird electronic sounds – an obsession I’d first acquired in Joy Division – I got myself a Pearl Syncussion drum synthesiser to replace my purloined and greatly missed Simmons SDS4 synth.


Bernard had acquired a bargain but slightly imperfect Gibson 335 and a Yamaha amp while in New York, and Hooky was in the process of getting an elaborate bass rig custom made for him: an Alembic pre amp, a Roland pre amp, a delay and a Crown DC300 power amp plus Hooky’s signature sound Electro Harmonix Clone Theory chorus pedal. The output of all this was channelled through two huge bass cabs. Like the cabs themselves Hooky’s bass sound was huge.


We would all go round music shops with Rob and his chequebook, looking for keyboards to replace the ARP Omni string synthesiser.
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The Quadra attempts to explain itself – I love a good manual


We were after something that could reproduce the ethereal sound of our previous keyboard but with greater potential. Bernard decided the ARP Quadra was the business on the basis that it claimed to be four synths in one and that had to be a good thing, didn’t it? More for your money.


For nearly two and a half grand, probably the most we’d ever spent on anything, it turned out to be not quite as versatile as the Quadra’s name implied. But it did have that distinctive sound and a few other useful tricks. The main one being its claim to programmability. Not quite what you’d get away with today, but close enough for what we wanted in 1981. It was a machine with a memory. Along with the Doctor Rhythm drum machine this was our first tiny step towards some digital destiny.


New gear always leads to a burst of creativity and so it was with Bernard, Gillian and the Quadra (for it was Gillian who would end up being the keyboard’s keeper live). We replaced the kit-built Transcendent synthesiser we’d used in Joy Division with a Sequential Pro-One, which would serve as Bernard’s keyboard at very early New Order gigs.


Gillian was the right thing at the right time.


She’d never written songs before but that didn’t matter. The three of us could write music well enough: something we’d learned to do in Joy Division by playing in a room together while Ian pulled words out of his bag of notebooks. Rob’s idea was Gillian would learn the same way we had. In fact, it may have been an advantage that we didn’t end up with someone who could turn up and announce, ‘Why don’t we try an idea of mine I’ve been working on?’ Or even worse: ‘I think it would be much better if you played it this way instead of the way you always have.’


That would never have worked.


Somehow, a bit tentatively perhaps, Gillian fitted in. Rob added her to the payroll and she joined us at the going rate of £62.50 a week.


She wrote down what she was meant to play in her little notebook, Bernard dictating as though she was his personal secretary.


Gillian’s first experience of the recording process and Martin Hannett’s unconventional production techniques was our re-recording of ‘Ceremony’, starting what would become a New Order habit of confusing the record-buying public.


There were now two versions of the same song: the first, recorded as a three-piece in New York, in a green sleeve and the new Gillian version in a white and blue sleeve. In true Factory style, sometimes the records sleeve got jumbled so the cover isn’t a good indicator as to which version is actually inside.


Here’s a tip for the confused: the New York version starts with just bass and hi-hat, the second Gillian begins with bass, hi-hat and bass drum. Trust me, it’s simple really. I can usually tell the difference. Well three out of five times.


We never re-recorded ‘In a Lonely Place’, though the two edits (well, more accurately, two different endings) would in time become yet another source of New Order confusion and fan dispute.


As well as Gillian’s introduction to the fold, Rob’s other big idea was that Factory should start – or should that be restart? – a club. At the time I naively assumed this would be just a follow-on from what Tony Wilson and Factory co-founder Alan Erasmus had done at Factory nights in the Russell Club in Hulme. A place for bands and local talent to play.


Lesson one: never assume anything.


In later years it would prove impossible to get anyone to own up to being the instigator of the project but, speaking for myself, I heard of it first from Rob.


The benefit of this ‘club’, Rob explained emphatically was, provided we were involved in some way, it would be a good way of getting money out of Factory. Rob always complained that it was impossible to get answers from Tony. Well, answers of a straight nature delivered in plain English.


Rob’s problem with Tony stemmed from difficulty in knowing how many of our records Factory had actually sold. There were no reliable figures other than the ones scribbled on the back of Tony’s hand in easily blurred red Pentel.


‘Anarchy’ and ‘accountancy’ were mutually exclusive. I suspect Tony would prefer the word oxymoronic. None of this was helped by the complicated mix of distributors Factory used.


I should stress here, before you get the wrong idea, that money was never a motivation for our doing anything. The idea that music could make us rich seemed ridiculous. That we could eke a living out of it at all was surprising enough.


Rob had a laissez-faire attitude to many things, but he was always good at keeping records. He liked to keep things organised and up to date.


In New Order, we continued the democratic arrangement we’d begun in Joy Division. The three of us plus Rob and now Gillian were a partnership. There seemed no reason to do anything differently. It was equal shares for all. We were all paid the same wage, and anything else would get split equally.


As an idea this is fine and dandy, very noble. I can’t think of many other bands that would regard the drummer as an equal. Particularly when it comes to songwriting, but then splitting everything equally seemed like a fair way of doing things.


As long as everyone gets along and/or there’s not a vast amount of money involved, the idea works fine.


Rob took what figures and records of sales he could elicit from Tony, added the receipts from Joy Division and New Order gigs, and enlisted the help of an accountant to formalise them. Make sure everything was above board. No monkey business of any kind. He always wanted to make sure that Debbie, as Ian’s widow, got her fair share.


This accountant (who shall remain nameless) advised Rob that it would be absolutely fine for us carry on our monetary affairs on a cash basis: only declaring the amount of money we’d actually received instead of what might be coming down the theoretical misty pipeline of Factory. Rob took this to be sensible advice. Accountancy being widely regarded as a sensible profession.


This temporarily got Rob off Tony and Alan’s back. Now we’d got some proper accounts – official-looking blue-bound documents – we could see that New Order hadn’t made any money at all.


It was true, for New Order hadn’t really done anything by that time. You aren’t really going to set the world on fire with the proceeds of one single, an ill-fated US tour and a handful of gigs, are you?


There must have been some cash floating around from somewhere though, Joy Division most likely. Shortly before we’d set off for New York I’d emptied my bank account and bought a Panasonic ‘portable’ VHS video recorder and camera, thinking I could start making movies of some kind.


Experimental and avant-garde was the genre I pretentiously envisaged my creations inhabiting.


‘Wow.’


What’s that I hear you say?


‘Big deal.’


Now don’t be like that, this was really something. The dawn of the ‘video revolution’ was upon us. VCRs weren’t even called VCRs at the time (the world wasn’t quite ready for banal initialisms), they were just plain ‘video recorders’. They were still exclusive, rare items in the 1980s. The coveted top prize on many a TV quiz show, such as 3,2,1, Bullseye or The Generation Game.


This was also at the height of the videotape format wars: Betamax, VHS or Video 2000? The battle had been raging (as battles tend to do) for about five years, but domestic video machines still hadn’t really caught on in a big way. They were extremely expensive. £500 was a fortune. No wonder most sensible people would rent these luxuries. My portable example was extremely large and very heavy, comprising two huge boxes: a tuner and the actual recorder itself, along with a ray-gun-shaped camera – like something out of The Jetsons – complete with a charger for the machine’s bulky batteries. I accepted its size as a potential asset or guarantee of quality, as rose-tinted spec-wearing early adopters do. I also thought carrying the thing might be a good way to keep fit.


In truth, it was portable only in the sense that it had a handle to pick it up with. Transportable would have been a more accurate description and then only if you were an accomplished weightlifter. It had a black fake-leather case and a shoulder strap barely strong enough to heft its bulk. The battery fully charged would last for just under half an hour. I would go out in my increasingly unreliable Ford Cortina with Gillian on the lookout for interesting things to film before the winking red light came on and the battery expired.


I’d inherited this interest in home movies from the unlikely source of my mother. When I was about six or seven years old she’d spotted a standard 8 mm cine camera and projector/screen combo going for a knockdown price at the local chemist’s. That the camera was of Russian origin made it nearly as mysterious as where this new-found interest had come from in the first place.


My sister Amanda and I would be reluctant stars of Mum’s mini movies. She would slice up strips of film with tailoring scissors and stick the bits together willy-nilly with the aid of Sellotape. A pioneering technique in the field of avant-garde Macclesfield cinema.


Once these masterpieces were completed – her editing sessions traditionally took place at the dead of night – Auntie Elsie and cousins Sue and Kath would be summoned and the back room of Gawsworth Road would be converted into a pop-up cinema. The dining-room chairs would be arranged in rows and the screen put up in front of the drawn curtains. The premiere of her work would then take place with myself the self-appointed musical director. I would crawl under the screen to the Pye record player and put a stack of 45s on the spindle: Little Eva, Chubby Checker and Elvis, usually in that order. I found it really exciting and weird; the way the music seemed to make my Mother’s films seem much better. The bit I always liked best (apart from the end) was when she rewound the film and I would magically go backwards up the slide in the playground. It always got a laugh.


When we moved house my mother decided that home-movie making was a bit of a bind and the projector found its way into the micro annexe of my tiny bedroom known colloquially as the ‘Fairy Cupboard’. There it lay, surrounded by an impressive pile of musical detritus until the day in 1980 when its services were once again required as part of the Joy Division ad hoc porn cinema for striking steel workers at Pinky’s. An unfortunate affair best swept under the carpet. I realised there and then that I was not cut out for the job of projectionist at a dirty old man’s cinema.


But video was going to be hugely important in the future, that seemed blindingly obvious to me. Nearly every science-fiction movie I’d seen featured video tech of some kind or another, and everybody seemed to communicate via TV screens, so it just seemed natural that real life would unfold the same way. Using it to record Coronation Street – something my mother found extremely impressive – was nowhere near advanced enough for me and, following her earlier example, I wanted to do something creative with the technology.


Jumping in feet first, with no idea about exactly what video production involved, I decided I was going to be a pioneer. I’d watched enough TV to know the camera was an obsessive liar, so getting it to twist the truth on my behalf would be simple enough. Surely anybody could do it.


It soon became obvious that with no easy way of editing these tapes together with Sellotape, my dreams of becoming Macclesfield’s Stanley Kubrick were doomed to failure. Undeterred, I began carting this unfeasibly bulky item around to gigs, where I would try and pressgang someone – Dian Barton, Rob or Terry usually – into pointing the camera at the stage and pressing record. It was not met with much enthusiasm.


By anyone.


‘What the fuck have you brought that thing for?’


‘There’s no room in the boot.’


Gillian would roll her eyes as if to say, ‘You know what he’s like . . .’


It was humoured as an eccentricity of mine. I soon collected a large collection of murky recordings, mostly with heavily distorted sound. If you squinted, you could just about make out someone who might be Bernard or possibly Hooky. But as to what song it was we were playing, that was anybody’s guess. They all sounded like an overloaded concrete mixer.


I also began suffering with a bad back


The execution just needed a little bit of improvement, I just needed to do a bit more research. Maybe ask a professional.


Tony, being employed in the current-affairs side of TV, had installed a professional editing suite in the cellar of his home in Didsbury, a few streets away from Alan’s flat on Palatine Road aka Factory HQ. So, in a continuation of the punk DIY spirit, Factory too was branching out into video.


In June 1980 Ikon – Factory’s video department – was set up. A year or so later, I would spend many a dope-befuddled afternoon with Ikon’s main man and Joy Division film-maker, Malcolm Whitehead, cooped up in the dark of Tony’s basement learning how video editing actually worked. It was complicated and clunky. But the thought that this was going to be a big thing – an extension of music, the combination of sound and vision – was irresistible to me.
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EARLY GIGS


Gillian’s first gig: 25 October 1980 at the Squat in Manchester.


This was less than a month after the return from our American misadventure.


We were playing more or less the same set but with a lot more confidence. ‘Procession’ with Bernard singing and real drumming was a huge improvement on our earlier drum-machine version.


Bernard’s singing had an honesty – he had a really good way of not trying too hard to actually sing that somehow worked.


Many of our early gigs teetered on the edge of falling apart. I kept slamming away trying to use energy to hold it together while Hooky and Bernard took the ‘If you don’t like it, fuck off!’ tack, and concentrated on playing, lost in their own little worlds. Bernard frequently forgot the words and replaced them with ever-increasing improvised obscenities. Bathed in blue light Gillian, stage right at the Quadra, did her best to exude an air of quiet calm, with Hooky menacing the unsuspecting onlookers at the opposite side with his huge bass rig.


This was not a thing that I’d admit to back then, but I thought New Order were the bee’s knees. The best thing ever. I might have started getting big ideas and all that, but all the same, that is what I truly believed. I kept my head down and drove. Well, I hit the drums as fast and furiously as I could.


As far as actual driving business went, things had taken an unfortunate turn. My wheels had let me down. The Olympic blue Ford Cortina, my then much-abused but now fondly remembered vehicle, was expiring. It coughed, wheezed and belched smoke in ways that no healthy vehicles should. The thought of my being carless was terrifying. Much like my driving.


Something would have to be done. I had places to go, people to see, gear to shift: all this hurly-burly needed regular reliable motorised transportation. We were practising twice a week in Salford and, given that the hours involved could stretch out, the train and bus timetable wasn’t really a winner.


Giving the matter some thought I came up with three options to resolve this crisis.


I could resort to the slightly unreliable (but in the past tried and true) mithering method of scrounging the loan of my mother’s motor. Unfortunately, she was all too aware of the state of the Cortina quietly rotting outside the front door and even the most tentative polite exploratory requests for possible aid were met with an emphatic refusal. ‘The last time you borrowed it, you left it stinking of smoke and fag ends so you know what you can do . . . You can take a running jump!’


Or I could turn to Hooky for advice on the acquisition of a new vehicle in the cheap-as-chips category that was his area of expertise. That most of these motors, scavenged from scrapyards or the murkier pages of Exchange and Mart, seemed to be potential death traps did put a bit of a damper on that one. Plus, Hooky’s use of phrases like ‘just needs a new big end’ or ‘engine’s knocking a bit’ didn’t exactly fill me with confidence. If he had mentioned dilithium crystals, protons and quantum mechanics, that I would have understood, but in the early 1980s nuts and bolts, engine oil and Earth-based practical mechanics were a complete mystery to me.


Or I could return to the original source of the Cortina. My father.


The Ford was still legally his. Every time I got pulled over by the bored feds in the early hours, the interrogation spiel ran thus


Flashing lights, pull over, wait while frantically hiding drugs.


Copper politely taps on window. ‘Excuse me, sir, is this your vehicle?’


‘No, officer, it’s a company car owned by G. Clifford Morris Limited.’


Then the usual ‘Where’ve you been? Where you going? Why have you got a pile of drums on the back seat?’ line of questioning, culminating in the sternly delivered, ‘If you don’t want to get stopped again, I’d get someone to see to that nearside brake light seen to if I were you. On your way.’


So maintaining the ‘company car’ deceit could have its rewards.


To execute the third option, though, I would have to resort to grovelling and at least suggest that there was a chance of the prodigal son returning to his employ. Perhaps on some sort of casual basis, let’s say. I made an appointment to see my father and put forward my application for the non-existent post of part-time delivery man and errand runner. From the start, my dad knew where all this wheedling was headed. He’d seen me wheedle before and I think it amused him. He’d also seen the wreck of the Cortina mouldering outside so he knew all too well where the blatant lie was heading. Another blag from his firstborn.


Clifford was receptive to my proposition, subject of course to certain terms and conditions.


The business could afford another vehicle, which I could have occasional use of, provided it was cheap. Yes, there’s always a catch. But the mouths of gift horses are best left unexplored.


And so it was that for just under £2000, a bloody king’s ransom really, I waved a sad goodbye to the Cortina and found myself the part-time owner of an almost-new white Citroën G special saloon complete with starting handle. I did ask what was special about it.


‘It may not be the fastest car on the road today, but nothing can touch it when it comes to stopping’ was the salesman’s pitch. In a few years’ time, I would find out how true this claim was. But for now . . .


I was a laughing stock.


‘What the fuck do you call that?’


‘Fucking hell, Steve, that’s not a car, it’s a fucking eggbox with an engine.’


Hooky was right, for the interior of an eggbox would probably be more spacious and definitely more comfortable.


I wasn’t actually sure where the engine was, now he came to mention it.


The front was my best guess, that was where all the rattling sounds came from at any rate.


I tried to improve its beige velour interior with mustard seat covers, a Christmas present from Gillian’s parents. But using thick hairy twine to attach these ill-fitting bits of fabric just added to the ridicule. Gillian was embarrassed to be seen in it. She was not the only one. Only Rob could see any merit.


‘It’s not that bad, Hooky, at least it fucking moves.’


I kept my end of the bargain by doing the odd unpaid tap and leaflet delivery for my dad on rehearsal- and gig-free days.


Why didn’t I save the loot I spent on the VCR for a rainy day event such as this? That is a question I asked myself at the time but, one way or another, money would always find a way to burn a hole in my pocket.


Beggars, as they say, cannot be choosers, but the sooner I jettisoned this cramped comedy car the better.


By the time the first few months of 1981 rolled around, we’d written a bunch of new songs, ‘The Him’, ‘Senses’, ‘Death Rattle’ ( AKA‘Chosen Time’) and ‘Little Dead’ (‘Denial’) all expanding our meagre set list. Quite prolific really, but the music writing was a breeze compared to the struggle of the lyrics and the titles. Our morbid sense of humour led us to title each successive new composition with some reference to mortality.


The song-writing itself followed on in a similar way to Joy Division: starting with a foundation of bass and drums, recording, then jamming until we had two or three sections that worked together. Gillian took the role of an additional pair of hands for Bernard. He’d come up with a keyboard part that Gillian would play while he worked out some guitar bits or vice versa. Hooky and I, meanwhile, stuck to our respective comfort zones of drum and bassing. But sticking to what we knew wasn’t going to help us move on from our past. If we were to do that some discomfort would be unavoidable. Some anguish. That nervy ‘what the fuck am I supposed to be doing here?’ thought never really went away. There was always the feeling that something was missing – the elephant no longer in the room.


Gillian felt it most, an outsider in our bloke-based world. She would get upset – always thinking if Ian hadn’t actually died she wouldn’t be doing any of this. Like maybe she was some kind of Jonah. My would-be nemesis the drum machine was also worried (if machines can worry). The beatbox that filled a gap of sorts in our brief three-piece days now only got called on to do its party piece on one song, ‘Truth’. I reluctantly still played synth on that one. The rest of the time it remained impatiently waiting for love and new batteries, perched on the Quadra at the keyboard end of the room. It was mostly neglected when it came to the writing of new tunes, possibly thinking, ‘My time will come’ (if machines can think). And laughing to itself in sinister fashion (if machines can . . .).


By the end of March 1981 the Doctor Rhythm was popular again. Just as an experiment – I love a good experiment – we’d plugged a lead from its enigmatically labelled CSQ socket to a gate input on the Quadra, pressed play and the chattering synth and drum-machine rhythm pattern that would evolve into ‘Everything’s Gone Green’ was born. The mechanical rhythm sounded fantastic. It was Kraftwerk on a tight budget.


The experimentation of ‘Everything’s Gone Green’ was a turning point for us, a trip round a bend that left one bunch of problems behind us and eventually, in the passage of time, led to another lot of troubles. But hey, that was years away so let’s wait till we get there, eh?


We’d returned from New York not exactly disco-dancing fools, but we’d heard a lot of interesting records in clubs and on New York radio. There was something very exciting about all the early hip-hop/rap stuff I’d heard in New York that reminded me of punk – the spirit and the energy but with a groove. That’s what we had in ‘Everything’s Gone Green’: energy and a groove. Something different.


Brilliant as ‘Everything’s Gone Green’ sounded, it left me in a bit of a quandary. What exactly was I supposed to do on it? It sounded fantastic on its own. The gear we were using at rehearsals wasn’t great and if I tried playing along to the drum machine, I soon went badly out of time, and I had to keep stopping and starting again. Hooky meanwhile continued to play more melodic riffs on the bass, something he was always fantastic at, as there was enough rhythm coming from elsewhere. In fact on EGG nearly all the melody comes from Hooky’s bass guitar.


Having the acoustic drums coming in and out did turn out to be an interesting effect. But at the time I remember having a crisis of confidence. The drum machine’s ability to stay in time with the synth it controlled, no matter what, began to annoy me: smug mechanical bastard! I resorted to hitting my (much quieter) drum synth in retaliation with a scowl.


Speculating over whether we could or should have done things differently in these early days is a pointless enterprise. It was all we had, all we knew, and crystal balls were thin on the ground. Today everyone is a critic and entitled to express their opinion on the minutiae of history, but rewriting the past and shedding tears while waist-deep in discarded dairy produce does nobody any real good.


The drives home after the first rehearsals were sometimes a little fraught. Taking what I thought of as my lucky late-evening route home on the A34, the sometimes too insecure Gillian would worry.


‘I don’t know if they like me or not.’


I would walk head first into the Gilbert trap with my ill-considered, ‘That doesn’t matter. I like you,’ hoisting myself by my own petard


An indignant ‘Oh, so you like me do you?’ would be followed by an audible sigh and a tut as she tried unsuccessfully to sink back into the Citroën’s tortuous pew.


My attempts to stop digging the hole I found myself in were futile. ‘No, I didn’t mean it like that, you know I didn’t . . .’


By then it would be too late. We would continue in the awkward silence of ‘you just can’t win-ness’ before my apology would finally be accepted somewhere around the Bollington turn-off.


I suppose the problem was Hooky and Bernard didn’t know quite how to talk to Gillian. Yes, we all knew her pretty well by then but I think there was a suspicion that Gillian could turn out to be some sort of female spy or informer who would pass on incriminating information about some of the more ‘dodgy’ gig-based dalliances to those who must never know.


Gillian, even though she didn’t approve, was not a snitch.


For Gillian practising at Pinky’s was not without its perks or, more accurately, perk. Being a member of the sisterhood of machinists and overlockers meant she was entitled to access the normally locked perfumed cubicle in the otherwise rancid toilets. The ladies who worked downstairs, sewing God knows what, soon spotted her as one of their own and granted access to the special key they fiercely guarded from the unhygienic noisy boys that practised one floor up.


On hearing this Bernard became interested in how he himself might gain access to the privileged privy. The answer ‘sex change and take up sewing’ came as a disappointment to him.


At the early gigs, our set was usually eight songs long, just short of our entire repertoire. Eight songs was long enough, and ‘leave ’em wanting more’ is a grand showbiz adage.


Rob encouraged us to do more ‘interesting’ gigs, play unusual places: do what he called ‘wacky stuff’. Our agent/promoters for most of these early shows were Kevin Millins and Colin Faver, who somewhat questionably called themselves Final Solution.


We’d met Kevin and Colin towards the end of Joy Division and they were keen to help out with our new incarnation. Kevin was always on the lookout for oddball gigs. The first of these was a proposed magical mystery coach-trip extravaganza to Bodiam Castle in Kent. A great idea that fell victim to the English weather – September’s always a bit of a dicey time for an outdoor gig. A castle with a roof may have been a better bet. Kevin later tried rearranging it in a disused asylum just outside London, but the building was just too grim with an overpoweringly malign atmosphere. The sort of place that reeked of misery and sadness. Great as a horror film location, not really the place for a fun night out.


We also experimented with the idea of using quadraphonic sound. We’d used some of Pink Floyd’s PA kit for Joy Division’s final gigs and I knew the Floyd were big on the quadraphonic immersive sound experience. So it seemed like a good idea to push the boat out and hire the full Floyd experience (without the flying pigs). The inclusion of Martin Hannett as sound engineer for these performances was perhaps not such a stroke of genius. Let’s just say Martin’s stoned studio faffery did not translate well to a live environment. That there were only two of these shows (Roadmenders, Northampton, on 7 February 1981 and Heaven, our first big London gig, on the 9th) says it all: it was an interesting idea that didn’t quite come off.


None of this gig playing was what you’d call ‘proper’ rock-band touring. None of the away-from-home-for-months-at-a-time road trips living in the back of a transit awash with booze and groupies.


Rob would turn up at the rehearsal rooms late afternoon with his briefcase and notebooks. He’d have a spliff, open a notebook and ask, ‘Fancy playing Bristol a week on Friday?’


We never said no.


Pile the gear into a van and off we’d go with Terry, and our road crew Twinny and Dave Pils shifting and setting up the gear. The rest of us driving down squashed like sardines.


For the most part these were round-trip affairs with only the odd weary motorway-service pull-ins on the way back.


The rare occasions where we had an overnight stopover were a novelty for me and Gillian as we would have to pretend to be a married couple to reassure po-faced B & B proprietors that all was above board and there was no premarital hanky-panky involved in the slightest. Rob, Hooky and Bernard laughing gleefully at our obvious unease.


‘And this is Mister and Missus Morris, isn’t it, Steve?’


We played every show like we had something to prove. Mostly ignoring the audience, with Bernard turning into a Pernod-fuelled reluctant front person.


The arrival of Gillian stage right somehow prompted us to ‘smarten ourselves up a bit’, a favourite admonishment of smart Perry boy Rob Gretton.


The mostly Army & Navy look lost its appeal and something slightly classier snuck in. Hooky in particular had taken up the smart suit or at least tweedy blazer look, even wearing the occasional tie on stage. Proper shoes temporarily replaced the jackboots. Bernard stuck with smart button-up white T-shirts and the occasional tank top.


Gillian, new to the boards, immaculately made up her hair, always crimped to perfection, and wore various antique dresses purchased after long hours of perusing (I know, I was her co-peruser) in Macclesfield’s Satins and Silks second-hand dress emporium. Until an argument with the shop’s elderly, eccentric proprietress got her banned from the place.


Your narrator and fashion sense were still strangers to one another.


Perhaps to compensate I made up my mind that I was going to change the way I drummed. Change my ‘musical’ style somehow. The way I played the drums was something I’d never really thought about before. I just unconsciously did what I felt and hoped for the best.


In Joy Division I’d done a lot of busy tom-based riffs. That, I thought, should be the first thing to jettison. I aspired to take Jaki Leibzeit, the drummer from Can’s advice, ‘be minimal’. Easier said than done, like breaking any habit. Just as I was contemplating giving up the tribal tom-style drumming, other bands such as Adam and the Ants and Bow Wow Wow took it upon themselves to adopt it in the style of the ‘Burundi beat’ drum riff. ‘It’ll never catch on,’ I seethed as they stormed up the charts.


Eventually it would turn out to be technology that changed what I played and the way I played it.


Movement, the first New Order album, still features quite a bit of Joy Division-type tom-heavy drumming (‘Senses’, ‘Denial’, ‘Doubts Even Here’, ‘The Him’ and ‘ICB’), much of it masked by Martin’s production. but by the second, Power, Corruption & Lies, I did manage to cut it down to one track, ‘Murder’.


Changing what I played was a bit like giving up smoking: you know you should stop, but can’t imagine a life without nicotine and disposable lighters. The ritual of the first-gasper-of-the-day rush. What could you possibly replace it with?


Maybe I should try and explore my new drum synth’s potential?


Now, I wasn’t the first person to have the synthesised drum idea. Kraftwerk had been doing it for years and Warren Cann from Ultravox was doing something similar.


I’d got my first drum synthesiser in 1978 – it felt like the future then, so it seemed a good idea to do more with it, now the eighties were finally here.


In time the gear that had been stolen in New York was recovered. It turned out that a gang, avaricious renegade musicians presumably, had been frequently targeting visiting British bands. They would tail the easily spotted hired U-haul truck back from gigs to the hotel where, once the coast was clear, they would help themselves to the van and its contents.


A detective who reminded me of Popeye Doyle took us to a huge warehouse where all of New York’s recovered goods were stored awaiting reclamation. An Aladdin’s cave piled high with booty. Every single nickable thing you could possibly imagine and some you probably couldn’t. The week before, the detective boasted, they’d had John Lennon’s boots in, but Yoko had wanted them back.


We sifted through this treasure trove and reclaimed whatever gear we knew was ours and some things we knew weren’t but looked like they might be useful. I think we still owe the Stranglers a few bits and bobs.


My Joy Division drum synth mysteriously was one of the things that never turned up. I’d replaced it with the Syncussion, despite never having heard of one before. I liked the name though and I’d seen a photo in a magazine. It looked very scientific on its spindly metal stand. The fact it came with a nifty blue plastic shoulder bag sealed the deal. I’d always had this thing about portability. Being able to beat a speedy retreat from a disgruntled audience was always a priority.


My latest electronic gizmo, of course, worked in a completely different way to all the others I’d used up until then. I wasn’t deterred. So long as it could produce wild and interesting noises – that was the main thing. It excelled at producing sci-fi sounds of ray guns and rockets along with an ample supply of clanging metallic noises.


I wanted sounds like that. Sounds that were weird and unnatural. If I wanted a natural drum sound, I could just hit a drum. The idea of a synthesiser to me has always been to make sounds that nobody has ever heard.


[image: illustration]


As well as a good manual, I also love optional accessories


I scoured music magazines for news of any more electronic innovations which might be useful to a technologically inclined drummer. One of these, which got great reviews, was made by pioneering British firm Simmons, so without reading all the details and small print with its frequent mention of that word Disco, I decided I had to have a Clap Trap.


The clue was in the name. The Clap Trap specialised in mimicking the sounds of, you guessed it, the hand clap (also used by Throbbing Gristle and the Human League apparently).


Following my purchase of the video recorder and my comedy car I was getting a bit of a reputation as a buyer of white elephants.


‘Well, Steve, what have you bought now?’ was the reaction to the machine’s unveiling.


‘Er, it’s a Clap Trap.’


‘And what does it do?’


‘It makes clapping noises.’


‘And why did you think that might be useful? We’ve all got hands, even Rob.’


‘Well, I, er, um, thought . . .’


The device did not garner approval from my fellow musicians. They were immune to its charm and potential. The box would sit there clapping away to itself in what was, I finally had to admit, a particularly monotonous and annoying manner.


It could clap slowly or it could clap incredibly fast but . . . ‘Steve, it’s fucking useless.’


The Clap Trap did redeem itself in one unexpected fashion. Another band had begun to rent the room above ours. I forget their name. But they had a dedicated drummer who would vigorously practise on his own directly above my head. His violent thrashings would dislodge large chunks of the mildewed ceiling, which would rain down on my noggin.


He would drum for hours on end and, brilliant as his technique undoubtedly was, those in the room below could not hear themselves think while he worked.


Enter the Clap Trap, a machine which Bernard felt produced an equally annoying din. He proposed a contest of man versus machine.


We laid a PA speaker flat on its back pointing at the ceiling and turned the happy clapper on full blast, while the four of us decamped to the grim café round the corner for a brew and a butty.


On our return the monotonous automaton was still clapping away with the same robotic enthusiasm but the doubtless gifted tub-thumper above had realised he’d met his match and called it a day. We could resume our racket-making in peace.


I wonder what the Human League and Throbbing Gristle did with theirs.
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IS THIS THE WAY?
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Wondering when the next bit comes in


Less than a year after Ian’s death we had a new name, a new member and about a dozen songs. A very productive period really. A transitional time. The New Order singing competition had all but resolved itself following my merciful early retirement, with Bernard taking on most of the vocalising, and Hooky still singing a couple of songs. All three of us engaged in the business of the writing of lyrics. Lyric writing, we seemed to think, was men’s work.


I found two or three tins of Carlsberg Special Brew could be quite inspirational when it came to the composition of words. The deciphering of my scrawl the next morning, though, was a bit problematical. As to what these words were about or actually meant I had no recollection.


‘ICB’, ‘Chosen Time’, ‘Procession’, ‘Cries and Whispers’ mk2 and ‘Mesh’ mk2 were all products of my Carlsberg-fuelled scribblings. ‘Sixth form drivel,’ I remember was Julie Burchill’s verdict on my lager-driven lyrics. A bit harsh, I thought. Still, she was qualified with words so should know drivel when she heard it. I wasn’t going to argue with an expert.


We were new to the job, it did not come naturally to any of us. It had to be done, though, and nothing worth doing is ever easy.


That difficult first album.


By the time we started work on recording Movement in April 1981 we had all of the songs written and we were very good at playing them (most of the time). We even demo-ed the tracks before we went into Strawberry with Martin, so everyone had a good idea of how the songs would sound. But in retrospect, when I think of Movement it still feels like it’s something awkward and not quite there yet.


Then there were problems with Martin. There were a couple of reasons for these.


Firstly, the old perennial: money! Specifically, money he felt he was owed by Factory. He was a director of Factory Records, but like everyone else involved had not seen any actual Factory accounts.


Had Martin done a standard production deal with Factory for a percentage instead of becoming a fully fledged director of the enterprise, he would, so he thought, have done much better out of Unknown Pleasures and Closer. Feeling hard done by is never conducive to a healthy working relationship. Martin had jumped ship from Rabid Records for what looked like a better deal with Factory and now that deal turned out to be not quite what he’d imagined. This problem predictably focused itself on Tony more than any of us.


Tied up with the financial gripes was the impending arrival of ‘The Club’, something that Martin as a director of Factory had strong negative feelings towards. What had a club to do with the making of records? Surely a studio or at least some cutting edge gear would be a better ‘investment’.




SM (Stephen Morris): How did you get involved with, dare I say it, Factory Records?


MH (Martin Hannett): Well after I invented it, I did some talent spotting – I got a talking head and a hitman and some groups.


SM: This is your recipe for success?


MH: Every time!


MH on Factory dissatisfaction: As far as I was concerned it had a lot to do with my budgets which suddenly vanished down a hole in the ground called the Haçienda.





Secondly, there was his relationship with the band. Bernard and Hooky had both been extremely unhappy with the end result of his productions, and certainly his methods. Not that criticism was a thing that bothered Martin too much.


On top of that there was the big dilemma of what he was supposed to do with the band that used to be Joy Division but wasn’t any more. I got the feeling that he was unsure. At times, Martin didn’t seem convinced that our carrying on was really such a good idea.


Gillian had very little experience of Martin. We had re-recorded ‘Ceremony’ with her, which Martin had produced. But she had yet to learn the full extent of Hannett’s peculiar production practices.


Martin, in fact, turned out to be very pleasant towards Gillian. He was polite and helpful towards her most of the time – that was surprising. During the recording of ‘Doubts Even Here’ and ‘Procession’, with Bernard away for a few days holiday, Martin suggested that Gillian should try doing some singing. The rest of us had, so why should she be an exception?


With Bernard away, Martin came up with the idea that, to pep up the end of ‘Doubts Even Here’, Gillian should have a go at doing a spot of backing vocals.


The thorny problem of what exactly to sing was neatly solved by Rob’s suggestion that we just nick a bit out of the Bible. It was out of copyright and God hadn’t sued anyone lately, so a safe bet.


A bible was produced from who knows where and some extracts located at random by Rob. Gillian set about reading the selected verses. You wouldn’t exactly call it singing but it sounded pretty good. Encouraged by this, Gillian then went on to do some proper backing vocals on ‘Procession’. She did a better job than me anyway.


All was well until Bernard’s return from his break. ‘I don’t like it. I’ve never imagined a woman singing on any of our songs.’ was his considered response.


‘No me neither, Barn’ was Hooky’s volte-face.


This was a bit of a blow to Gillian’s confidence. To be fair, she had been reluctant in the first place and had only given in to Rob’s persuasive nature.


To this day, the subject of Gillian’s singing is one that might be described as touchy. Awkward, embarrassed silences and a general sense of discomfort from all concerned surround its mention, which is why, within New Order, it very rarely is.


As was par for the course, it was Martin’s production on Movement that caused the most dissatisfaction. Compared to Joy Division there were a lot more electronics on the record. The Doctor Rhythm drum box makes it first appearance and the majority of tracks feature synthesisers – the sort of thing that would have suited Martin, you’d have thought. But no, the recording and mixing of Movement dragged on and on. It wasn’t as if Martin hadn’t heard the songs before. He’d done live sound for us at those gigs earlier that year – the ill-fated Pink Floyd quad sound experiment. Now back in the safer territory of the studio, he still struggled to get it right. As was to be expected it was the drummer who bore the brunt of it. On Movement Martin managed to reach some kind of zenith of drum-fuckery.


He had taken exception to my new walnut Gretsch kit. I couldn’t really blame him. The walnut finish still troubled. Every single drum, he informed me, rattled and squeaked in a manner that displeased him greatly and was frankly hampering his efforts to achieve the sound he was hearing in his head.


‘Sort it out, Steve,’ he said with a grin and left me to it.


This sorting out involved totally stripping down everything to its constituent parts. A complete drum dissection – or more accurately autopsy. Every single drum head, hoop, nut, bolt, screw and washer was removed in the quest to find the source of Martin’s troubling rattle. Many hours and several more reassemblies and strip-downs later, Martin found the source of his dismay.
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