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About the Author


Oasis formed in Manchester in 1991 and would go on to define the sound of the 1990s and the Britpop era. In the eighteen years that the group were together, band members came and went but Liam and Noel Gallagher remained the notorious sibling duo at the heart of it all. (What's the Story) Morning Glory, their 1995 album spent ten weeks at the top of the British charts and remains one of the best-selling albums of all time. To date they have sold over 78 million albums around the world.










About the Book


The first-ever authorised book from Oasis, one of the biggest bands on the planet.


‘We are the biggest band in Britain of all time, ever. The funny thing is, all that fucking mouthing off three years ago about how we were going to be the biggest band in the world - we actually went and did it.’ Noel Gallagher


Oasis are one of the biggest bands the world has ever seen. Here, in Supersonic, they tell the story of their beginnings from dive-bar hopefuls to global superstars. They themselves talk us through the pivotal moments in their phenomenal trajectory, from the day Noel Gallagher joined his brother Liam’s band, through their first crucial five years culminating at their landmark gigs at Knebworth Park in 1996 - the pinnacle of their success.


With over thirty hours of interviews with Liam, Noel and those closest to them, this book documents in unprecedented depth and with their trademark candour and humour, the story behind one of the world’s greatest bands, all told in their own words and fully illustrated with exclusive photographs and ephemera throughout.
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Introduction


‘How busy are you?’ That was Noel’s first question as he sat in our kitchen while I poured him a cup of strong tea, some time in the early months of 2014.


By that time, it had been over twenty years since he and I first met in Los Angeles, where I was living at the time. Oasis were shooting a video for a US version of their single ‘Supersonic’. Back then, I was designing record sleeves, including for Paul Weller, and happened to mention to him on the phone beforehand that I was popping down to the set, as the director Nick Egan – another ex-pat – was a friend. Paul told me that I should introduce myself, not forgetting to tell Noel that he and I were mates. It was really that connection that served as a gold seal, firstly at the shoot and then that same evening at the Hollywood Roosevelt Hotel where I’d been invited to join the band for a light ale or two. This was where my friendship with Noel and Liam began and over the next couple of years I’d see them on a fairly regular basis when they’d breeze through town either for a gig or another video shoot.


To fill in the gaps very briefly between that first meeting and that cuppa with Noel twenty years on. By the middle of 1996 I was back living in London – a stone’s throw from both Noel and Liam’s houses in north-west London and we’d see a fair bit of each other.


Towards the end of the nineties I began designing LP covers for Oasis, and at the same time had the privilege of taking photos of the band at close quarters – whether it be at the studio, in Paris, Milan, and even on a return trip with them to the West Coast. The boys were always extremely welcoming and their own studio, Wheeler End, out in Buckinghamshire was a regular meeting spot. It felt like being a member of a gentlemen’s club of sorts, where the time was split – for the most part – between chatting, laughing and listening to great music.


So there we were, 2014, in my kitchen. Noel tells me that August 2016 will be the twentieth anniversary of Oasis playing their two landmark gigs at Knebworth and asks if I might be interested in producing a short documentary to celebrate that. Would I? Needless to say, I immediately replied with a very enthusiastic, ‘Yes.’ I was unbelievably flattered to be asked, to be honest.
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It wasn’t until later that evening that I really had a chance to think about the potential and the scale of this idea. It seemed to me that this was not a short TV ‘walk down memory lane’ documentary. It really felt like those first three years of the Oasis story, from being signed by Alan McGee to their landmark shows at Knebworth, were nothing short of a phenomenon. I had recently seen Asif Kapadia’s excellent documentary Senna and I felt that this Knebworth celebration could be elevated to a theatrical feature-length documentary in very much the same way, and like Senna, utilise archive footage alongside contemporary audio interviews to tell the story.


With this in mind I got in touch with James Gay Rees who produced Senna to see if they’d be interested in collaborating on this feature idea. James was in from the get-go. Asif came on board as an executive producer but wasn’t available to direct the film as he was in the middle of making Amy and was committed to another project right after. We needed a director.


Prior to all this, I had already had some dealings with Mat Whitecross on another film project that, like most film projects, sadly didn’t come to anything. I remembered being really impressed by his passion, understanding and commitment. Mat is a super-smart filmmaker. I also knew that because he had worked with, and been friends with, Coldplay since their student days, he’d have a real understanding of the dynamics of a rock band. We approached Mat and thankfully he, like me, couldn’t say yes quick enough. He and his producing partner Fiona Neilson were now firmly on board.
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All we needed now was for Liam to sign off on the idea. So Mat, James and myself headed up to a restaurant in Highgate to meet with him and his partner Debbie to talk them through the idea. He was keen but had two questions, ‘Who is the hero and who is the villain?’


That was a key question and one that made it our resolve to be certain this film would be an absolutely fair and frank telling of the band’s story. It’s a tale that goes beyond the phenomenon to tell the story of a group that captured the zeitgeist, but with a tale of two brothers at its heart.


Throughout 2015, with Mat Whitecross at the helm, we were able to interview all the key players at great length and this enabled us to make Supersonic the film we had hoped it would be. We were very fortunate to have access to so many of those who were close to the band, including family members. All very kindly and candidly recounted their stories in great depth, over many, many hours.


Mat did an outstanding job weaving the stories together, creating a film that resonated on such an amazing level with the band, the fans and critics alike, even picking up some awards along the way. It wasn’t just Liam who claimed that the film was ‘biblical’. Fans of the film reached far and wide from the late George Michael to Chris Martin to Paul Thomas Anderson to Ewan McGregor. Lena Dunham even hosted a screening in Los Angeles with Brad Pitt introducing the film. Yes, Brad Pitt. What was really surprising though, was that the film really struck a chord with a whole new generation of kids that weren’t even born when Oasis played Knebworth.
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As the twenty-fifth anniversary of Knebworth approached, I thought it the perfect opportunity to revisit the transcripts of all the interviews recorded for the film. We had over sixteen hours in the can with Noel and twelve with Liam. It had not been physically possible to include it all in a two-hour documentary film, so the idea for a book, unabridged, made perfect sense. The good sense in this idea has been confirmed over the last few months, during which I have had the opportunity to revisit and dig deep into the full transcripts with all the key players.


As a result this book genuinely feels like the last word – a complete and true bookend to a documentary that I’m very proud of, and a real testament to a band that genuinely mattered, and still does to this day.


Simon Halfon, June 2021
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_________________


Liam Oasis was definitely like a fucking Ferrari: great to look at, great to drive. It would spin out of control every now and again when you go too fast. I’d have that any day over the old Volvo – being in a band like that didn’t interest me one bit. We just wanted to fucking take it to the max, every day, have a great time, every fucking day, and then if it ended tomorrow, it ended tomorrow.


Noel I would go back and fucking do that journey again in a heartbeat.


Liam I just wanted it all fucking there and then. The beginning, the middle bit and the end, right now. I just wanted it. Whatever the ending was I wanted it now, and whatever the middle bit was I wanted it now, and whatever the beginning was . . . I just wanted it all to happen in one big fuck-off explosion of madness.


Noel Everybody used to say, ‘We are the best band in the world’, I am not sure anybody truly believed it. I actually fucking believed it. And I still believe it to this day. There was a period where we were fucking untouchable. It was only short, eighteen months, maybe two years, but we were up there with the greats.


_________________










Growing up


Noel I was born in Longsight in 1967 on 29th May. Sgt Pepper came out on 1st June and I do believe on hospital radio they were playing Sgt Pepper as I was born into the world and if that’s not fucking true, that’s the story I’ve been sticking to for the past forty-eight years.


Peggie Gallagher Paul arrived ten months after I was married, then Noel arrived a year after that again and everything was fine, it was going alright, or so I thought it was.


Paul Gallagher We had bowl heads, knitted jumpers, little shorts. She used to knit our clothes. Imagine, you’ve got no choice, you couldn’t say, ‘I don’t want that, Mam,’ ‘cause she’s just spent four years knitting you a jumper. We were dressed identical, maybe it was cheaper to do two instead of one.


Peggie Liam arrived five and a half years after. I don’t know, I think there was always that bit of jealousy with Liam and Noel, because there was only Paul and Noel for so long. I idolised Paul and Noel because I had only the two of them. Noel was absolutely beautiful when he was a baby. Then of course, Liam comes along, takes the limelight. You could tell the disagreement was there with them.


Noel We lived off a busy main road; Longsight Market was across the road from our house. It was a busy Mancunian suburb maybe two miles from the city centre. I don’t romanticise my childhood, but it was alright. We had an outside toilet. It’s grim up north and all that.


Peggie It was great, that was the best time with the kids. Everybody knew everybody, I knew hundreds of Irish people. If you went out shopping with the kids on Stockport Road, you’d always run into friends that you knew when you were young and their families. Going to church, going to school, everybody knew everybody. It was a great community for the Irish people then. I was down Longsight in a two-bedroom house – two up and two down – and that was demolished. We got rehoused to a place called Burnage which was further south. Compared to Longsight, this was like fucking the Cotswolds. You had a front garden and a back garden instead of an alleyway and a front door that opened onto the street. But if you’d seen my rooms upstairs – you couldn’t swing a bloody cat in them.


Paul You’ve got a three-bedroom council house, there’s not a lot of space. You’re going to get friction. That’s what people don’t understand, you know, since Liam was ten till seventeen, he shared a bedroom with Noel.


Noel Our Paul’s always had his own room, bastard. It’s something I’ve never quite forgiven him for. I got to share with Liam, which wasn’t really a problem until we were teenagers and then he was just a pain in the arse . . . and has remained that way ever since.


Liam Paul had his own room, I shared one with Noel. Yeah, it was alright.


Noel I didn’t hang around with Liam until I joined the band. Although I shared a room with him, five years is a generation apart. All his mates, when I was fifteen, they are all ten, you know, so that’s massive. I’m leaving school at fifteen, he’s ten years old. You’re fucking smoking weed at fifteen, he’s just out of short pants, so there is no relationship.


Liam I think we got on, I think. He was a bit of a stoner, a bit of a loner, one of them people that you’d throw stones at. He had a guitar so he was copping for it, you know what I mean? One of them, walking round with his guitar with his weird mates. Our Paul was a mod so he had a bit more about him, he wasn’t so weird like Noel was.


Peggie Always very quiet, Noel. He would go upstairs and bury himself. Always strumming a guitar. Many’s a time I went up and I knocked at the door and said, ‘Bloody guitar, you get on my bloody nerves.’ ‘You leave my guitar alone,’ he said. I used to do an awful lot of knitting and he’d be always drumming with the needles when he was young. It was in him. I used to go, ‘He’ll put that bloody knitting needle in his eye yet.’
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Paul Noel was quiet, moody, skinny, withdrawn, he kept himself to himself. Then you’ve got Liam who is a livewire. Imagine Zebedee from the Magic Roundabout versus, I don’t know, Mickey Mouse? You got a lot of noise.


Liam Noel’s definitely a bit cagey, I’d call it shifty.


Noel I don’t know why me and Liam would be so different, we both had the same childhood, do you know what I mean? I am more of a loner. I genuinely like my own company. I’m not a shy, can’t-really-speak-to-anyone person . . . I’m very outgoing and fucking love my circle of friends and all that, but I don’t need them . . . A few years in nick, in solitary confinement, that wouldn’t bother me in the slightest.


Liam Anyone who could do a stretch, I would watch out for them. Anyone who says, ‘Yeah, I could do fucking time,’ that’s scary. I couldn’t do that. He definitely keeps himself to himself. He’s a funny cunt without a doubt. He’s great and all that, but he’s a bit of a dick as well.


Noel Liam is a fucking major pain in the arse . . . there isn’t actually a word that could adequately sum up his fucking buffoonery.


Liam Our kid’s more a thinker, I wasn’t a thinker, I didn’t have no time to think. It was just, ‘Let’s get straight into this fucking day.’ I’d never sit there and scratch my chin and go, ‘How am I going to play this Tuesday afternoon?’ There was none of that. It was like, ‘Let’s fucking have Tuesday, full on, let’s freak Tuesday out so it doesn’t come back again. Let Tuesday tell Wednesday, “Fucking hell, you’re in for it tomorrow, mate.”’


Peggie He was a devil, Liam, full of it. Many’s a time, I swear to God, if I caught him I would have broke the brush across his back, because he used to torment me in the kitchen.


Liam I used to have too much Weetabix, a lot of energy. Three in the morning, three when I get in from school and three before I go to bed. I was just fucking bouncing off the walls, man.


He was a devil, Liam, full of it.


Peggie Liam was a mammy’s boy, always with me. He’d always come looking for you to see where you were. They were all close, but I suppose Liam was always closer to me, because he was the youngest. Everybody loved him round here because he had a lot of time for older people. You’d be coming back from the shops there and he’d say, ‘Let me carry that bag for you.’ He used to go up and down Burnage Lane waving to everyone. The big wave. Everybody loved him round here.


Noel Liam, I would suggest, needs an audience. He is an ideal frontman.


Paul Total attention seeker, robbing your clothes, robbing your records, robbing your this, robbing your that, robbing your money.


Liam I was pretty confident all the way through life, you know what I mean – fuck knows, I guess just looking in the mirror and seeing what your reflection is, you kind of, if you look like a knob you’re going to act like a knob, I guess, you know what I mean. I kind of dig the way I look so went for it. I’m definitely a bit of a show-off and that, always loved the attention and that and still do, but not to the point where it’s like fucking Bonnie Langford or one of them little fucking brats with jazz hands.


Peggie I used to go to the school plays and he’d always look to see if he could spot you in the audience. Liam always wanted to be top of everything, from a small little boy. If he didn’t get the main part, he didn’t want to be in it. Noel was a different kettle of fish altogether.


Noel I didn’t hate school, I wasn’t like an anarchist – fuck school and fuck all the teachers and all that. When I joined there was a mix-up with another kid called Gallagher from another school. There was three top classes and two classes for headcases in our year. Due to a mix-up, I got put in the top class for a term. I was thinking, there is something not right here; I don’t understand what that teacher is saying; I don’t know what she is fucking going on about. Who are these fucking eggheads? Then I walked into another classroom one day and was like, ‘Aha! Okay, right.’ Took my rightful seat at the back of the class.


Liam School was alright, I enjoyed it, I mean I didn’t learn anything, but I enjoyed the fucking about part of it. I guess that set me up for being in a band and being on tour. I liked being in a gang, I liked hanging out with me mates, you know what I mean. It was a good crack. I wasn’t one of them, sitting on me own, thinking about stuff, I was definitely always up to some kind of shit.


We would just do fuck all, all day, apart from listen to music, get into mischief.


Noel I don’t look back on it with any fondness or any hate, do you know what I mean? It was just somewhere you had to go until you grew up, and then they fucking let you go and that was it. I didn’t play truant, or ‘wag it’ as it used to be called, because I hated school, I did it because it was fucking boring. One of my mates lived right by the school and his mam and dad worked all day so you could stay at his house. We would just do fuck all, all day, apart from listen to music, get into mischief. Me mam got a job as a dinner lady and then that made things a bit trickier because you would always have to be around school at dinner time, but not in the morning or the afternoon.


Peggie Noel would go to school as brazen as you like. I was a dinner lady then and he’d come in and stand in the queue with these big Doc Martens on him. He’d get whatever he wanted, because it was free dinners, and then he’d always came back to me at the end with a biscuit that he didn’t want and give it to me, as much as to say, ‘This will get me out of trouble.’ Then the teacher would say, ‘Where is Noel?’


‘I’ve just seen him, here; he was in front of me.’


‘No, Mrs Gallagher, he’s not been in school for three weeks.’


‘I’ve just been talking to him; he’s come up here with his tray and everything.’ He was skipping over the wall, he was trouble.
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Liam I got me hair shaved, ears pierced, told a couple of teachers to fuck off – like you do. Didn’t do me homework, it got ate by an alien one day, all that nonsense. The usual. Didn’t bother turning up because we were sitting at home playing pool, getting stoned, wagging it or whatever they call it these days. But yeah, but when I was there, it was a laugh.


Peggie I remember the teacher saying once to me, ‘I don’t know how you put up with him, Mrs Gallagher. I only have him a couple of hours a day, I have to go home and take a tablet. You’ve got to put up with him all the time.’ I still meet that lady sometimes. She said, ‘He was full of energy.’ He was a devil, Liam.
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Somebody hammered the music into him . . .


Liam I enjoyed going to school, like I say, didn’t learn much, but I liked it because I just fucked about. I remember just having a laugh. I weren’t that clever at school, didn’t pass any exams, wasn’t interested, always looking out the window, just fucking flicking people on the ear and robbing shit and stuff. Just being the class clown and shit. Obviously at home there was a bit of tension and a bit of shit going down, so it was a bit of relief getting into school and hanging out with your mates and just fucking about. We were always running around fighting with schools and shit like that, it was a good crack. I wouldn’t say I went round looking for trouble, but if someone started then I certainly wouldn’t do a runner, you know what I mean. I wasn’t like tough guy or that, there were a lot harder people than me. I had a few mates that knew how to knock people out.


Paul You have the cocks of the school; Liam was the cock of the school and then, one day, some rival school turned up and boshed him on the head with an ’ammer.
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Liam With a hammer, yeah, that was in St Mark’s. We were stood there having a cig in one of the fucking little areas round the back. The girls used to come over to our school to use our facilities, because ours were better, and I think we were talking to our mate’s sister, she was about twelve so we were about fifteen. I remember all these lads coming down, I don’t know what school they were from. They’ve come down, hoods up, and one of them’s fucking punched her. So we got stuck in. I’ve hit this kid and this kid pulled out this little fucking hammer and went whack on me head. Then I’ve ended up in hospital, blood everywhere. Got out of fucking double maths though, so that was alright. That was it. From that day on, it was like as if something had fucking clicked. I started hearing music, it started making sense. Up until then I wasn’t into music. I know it sounds stupid, I probably said it before, but whoever he is, thank you.


Noel Somebody hammered the music into him . . . he’s got a lot to answer for, hasn’t he? I’ve got a perfect alibi for that – so it’s nowt to do with me.










Proper jobs


Noel I left school in 1983. There wasn’t a great deal to do in Manchester in 1983 if you were fifteen. What would we do? Nothing, is the answer to that. Sign on. Work for six, seven months until you got laid off. Or I would go and work with my old fella. When I didn’t have shitty labouring jobs I would be hanging out with my mates in the local park, either picking magic mushrooms or fucking trying to get drugs – there is fuck all to do.


Peggie Noel didn’t want to do any job, to be quite honest with you, Noel just wanted to laze around. It was all too much bother for Noel to do any job.


Liam I think I got kicked out of school when I was about fifteen. They found me a job working up the road, in a garden centre, and I done that for a bit, which was alright. It was a nice peaceful job, you’d sit there on this wood and it was pretty chilled and that. I can’t remember what I was getting, I think I was getting 50 quid a week or something. I’d go to work, come down to my old school on my little BMX, and wave me 50 quid across the railings going, ‘Knobheads!’ to me mates who were still at school. So it was good. Then the bloke says, ‘You’ve got to clean these toilets out.’


‘I ain’t fucking cleaning the toilets out, not a chance.’


So then he sacked me.


Peggie Liam didn’t like work at all. He walked out, he wasn’t cleaning no toilet for nobody. That was that.


Liam Never had a proper job, it was just like bits of shit. There was a guy from Levenshulme. He’d have a contract for us painting the fucking satellites at Jodrell Bank out in Cheshire. Or cleaning the shit up around these ICI factories. So we’d do that, they were alright. We’d just get stoned and fucking go and sit in the toilets for about an hour. Skin up and he’d be, ‘Where’s Gallagher?’ We’d be in the toilet, crashed out with a brush between our legs, fucking snoring.


Noel I got a job for a sub-contractor to British Gas, putting in gas mains all over Manchester. I used to work out in the trenches, literally digging fucking holes for a living. Then for some reason I was put in the stockyard. Maybe I’d done my back in or something, which fucking plagues me to this very fucking day. No one would ever come to this fucking place and you could sit in there all fucking day listening to the radio. Or I would bring a ghetto blaster in and listen, just bring tapes in and stuff, you know, playing along to them. There was a load of – let me get technical about this – big fucking iron caps they would put on the end of gas mains. Some of them needed shifting and one of them fell and broke my right foot.


Liam I done another job doing neon signs. I had to do the Granada TV sign in fucking November. You’d have to get harnessed over it – someone would fucking hold your legs and drop you down – and you’d be fucking changing light bulbs with no gloves on, freezing, for a tenner a day. I can’t even change a light bulb. I’d just hang about there going, ‘I can’t work it,’ so I got fucked off from that one.


Noel My old fella was a sub-contractor who would put concrete floors in flats. He was a proper grafter, a labourer and instilled in us a work ethic. And he was a City supporter which is a relief because we could have been fucking dirty reds and let’s face it, nobody would have wanted that.


Liam We’d do a bit of work on the buildings and that and he was still a dick, never pay you on time. You do big hours on this building site, grafting like fuck – proper graft, with grown big fucking Irishmen – and then you go down to get the wages off him the next weekend and he’d never be in.


Noel Family life was a bit like The Royle Family but with added violence and tension. Not all the time. It was the seventies and then leading into the eighties and Thatcher, unemployment and all that. My mam was working two jobs to try and make ends meet. They were bleak times. There wasn’t a great deal to do apart from get into trouble. Smoke weed, sniff glue, listen to music, go to football. That was it. I don’t look back on them with any romance whatsoever, but then again when I look back on them they don’t fill me with any dread either, it was just growing up. I was arrested a few times, for shoplifting, robbery, all of which fucking haunt me to this day. I’ve still got a police record. If you’re caught three times you pretty much know that you’re not destined for a life of crime. If I’d have got away with it a bit more I might have been like a proper gangster, but I was shit at it.


Peggie I will tell you a funny thing about Noel, once he got up to some mischief and went to court. There was a hole in the bottom of his shoe, it was a big hole in the bottom and he had a piece of cardboard in it. I said, ‘I tell you what, Noel, if you get half off your father, I’ll give you the other half.’ He said, ‘Okay.’ So I said to himself, ‘Noel wants a pair of shoes.’


‘Well, our Lord didn’t have shoes, what does he want shoes for?’


And then I thought to myself, ‘You are not right in the head.’


Liam If it wasn’t for music, who fucking knows, I could either be dead or I could be in nick, simple. I don’t think I’d have got my head together to do a normal job.










The tunes


Noel I guess music is a form of escapism for me. I’ve always enjoyed it and loved playing it and I guess as I’ve got older it means everything to me now. Everything I’ve got that is good in my life has come through my love of music. Of all things, I think the thing I value the most is being able to just shut the fucking living-room door, pick up the guitar and just sit and strum it for an hour, an hour and a half, and not even know what I am playing. It makes me feel great and it takes me somewhere else, whether I am playing it, writing it, doing it, talking about it. I do often wonder what do other people do? Some people actually play golf to unwind and fucking go to the gym, you know, or play video games, imagine that.


Everything I’ve got that is good in my life has come through my love of music.


Liam I wasn’t into it until later on, I was just into being out all night and playing football. Anyone with a guitar or in a band I thought was a bit suspect, you know what I mean. I would throw stones at them and shit like that. Hurl abuse at them when they were walking down the road. All these people go, ‘Oh yeah, man, I was into like George Formby at age three.’ Really? Well, I was into just shitting in me nappy, you know what I mean? I didn’t get The Beatles at five, I got them at nineteen.


Noel I can tell you the first record that was bought for me. My old fella bought me, ‘The Show Must Go On’ by Leo Sayer because I’d seen him dressed as a clown on Top of the Pops. I don’t know why I was fascinated with the clown, but anyway he bought me that on seven inch. Dad is a shit dad and a shit husband but I must kind of credit him for the musical side of us. He was a DJ and he had a record collection and all that, so there was always music in the house. Everyone in the Irish community knew who my old man was in Manchester, everyone. He was a DJ in the Irish social clubs and that’s where I first heard Elvis, Motown and all that kind of thing.


Peggie He was a DJ for years and he was always into Irish music, country and western.


Paul We had to roadie for him, me and Noel. We got good at playing pool from doing that. He’d have an amp, two decks, speakers, records and he would be playing in some holy name club in Manchester, you’d get out, ‘You two, carry that gear.’ Fucking roadies at seven . . . ‘There you go, there’s a pound for some Coke, go and play pool.’


Liam Me old fella was playing the Chieftains, the Dubliners, Daniel O’Donnell and all that nonsense. He’d be playing that, Mam wasn’t really playing music. I guess Noel was into The Smiths, he was into a bit of the Pistols. Paul was more a Jam fan, he was more of a mod. So there was always music round the house, but it just wasn’t my time. Then when the Roses popped up, I sort of got into music.


Noel Never Mind the Bollocks as an album is probably the first record that I wished to own, because all the older lads on the estate where I lived had it and it had swearing in it. It said fuck and shit and it was like, ‘Oh my God, swearing on a record.’ I remember that being the first really important record.


Liam Our kid had the Roses albums and The Smiths and stuff, a band called The Bodines and all that Manchester stuff. Then our Bod had The Jam, The Style Council, UB40, he was more of a soul boy, more of a mod kind of thing.


Paul I thought Weller was amazing, even though he was from a different part of the country. My dad was against anything British, he wouldn’t allow me to have a green parka. ‘You can’t be walking round with a target on your back.’ He didn’t understand, so I had to get a brown snorkel jacket and try and sneak patches on the arms, I must’ve looked a right dickhead.


Noel Once I discovered weed and guitars and The Jam and The Smiths and all that, what would you want to go out for? Everything I ever wanted in life was coming out of the speakers and I was playing along to it and it was going somewhere I felt, it was great.


Liam Obviously I was sharing a room with Noel so I would hear it all, I never really was a big Smiths head, our kid got heavily into them. I like Johnny Marr, I like the tunes and that, but Morrissey always just rubbed me up the wrong way. As I’ve got older I’ve kind of liked him, he’s a funny cunt, but as a kid I couldn’t really fucking stomach him, you know what I mean? So like I said, when the Roses popped up, that was where it was at for me. They were talking about their influences – Simon and Garfunkel, Hendrix, The Yardbirds and stuff – so I started listening through them, kind of. Then I made my own way around the musical world and made my own thing. It’s like an advent calendar, once you open that door you open another door, and it’s just like this big long chain. Before you know it I was in Beatle world, and still am, and it’s fucking amazing.
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Liam Me old fella had a guitar, yeah. He didn’t play it, used to just whack us with it, I think it was more of a fucking weapon than an instrument, you know what I mean?


Noel The guitar that I learnt on, the guitar that lit the fire, was behind our living-room door, stood against the wall. How it got there is anyone’s guess. My dad could never play the guitar, my mam certainly couldn’t, and my two brothers can’t play it so I don’t know why it was there.


I didn’t really take the guitar seriously until Liam asked me to join Oasis.


Liam Our kid had a guitar and he’d be playing his guitar in his bedroom. Me and my mates, we’d be like, ‘Fucking weird brother upstairs playing that guitar, shall we go out and smash some cunt’s head in?’


‘Yeah, let’s do that then.’


Then we would come back and he would still be fucking playing the guitar. So my mates would be thinking he’s a bit weird. But he wasn’t super weird; he wasn’t like the geezer out The Cure or anything.


Paul He’d just sit in his room, music on, he’d have a little amp, headphones, didn’t see him for years.


Noel I didn’t pick it up to become anything, I used to get grounded – well, they call it grounded now – I used to have to stay in a lot because I was a bit of a wild man at school, in the sense that I never fucking went. I was getting in trouble so I got to stay in a lot. I remember kind of strumming along, not strumming the full six strings but the odd string, to Joy Division basslines, I’d while away the hours of being stuck in your room. But I didn’t really take the guitar seriously until Liam asked me to join Oasis. I always had one, I was a bit into it, but not really that fucking arsed . . . It was something I did for pleasure, it was never going to be the career. I was just so lucky that that guitar was there and I was made to fucking stay in on curfew. Thank God for that.


Liam I played violin at one point, very badly, like everyone, I don’t know anyone that plays violin well. Noel got guitar lessons, I think he was playing guitar in school and me mam decided to get me a fucking violin for some bizarre reason, which got booted to school, there and back. It wasn’t cool, I looked pretty gangsterish with it, but it was shit when you whipped it out.


Peggie I put myself in debt for a violin, it was £30 at the time, and as soon as I paid it off he said, ‘I’m not carrying that violin up to school, people will think I’m a sissy.’


Noel The first gig I ever went to was The Damned at the Apollo in 1980 in Manchester. The second gig I ever went to was Stiff Little Fingers, then I went to see Public Image and U2 – all at the Apollo. The reason for that was Shaun Dolan did the door at the Apollo, and he was married to one of my mam’s family friends from the area where they were all born in Ireland. I was underage so we would go down there and he would wait till all the crowd had gone in, then he would let me and whoever I was with in to stand at the back. I think I was twelve or thirteen and it was in fucking Ardwick which is in town, miles away from where we lived. I am going to these punk gigs, and they are pretty hairy things, you know. We’d go and stand at the back getting blown away.


Liam I think the first gig I went to see was The Stone Roses in the International One in Longsight. I was on the dole at the time so I borrowed like £15 off me mam. The ticket cost a tenner, bought it off some tout. I know a lot of people, you know, don’t condone touts, but if it wasn’t for that tout that day I wouldn’t have seen The Stone Roses and I wouldn’t have joined Oasis. So viva la tout. They weren’t dressed in leather kecks or like The Cure or The Smiths and that. I always found them bands a little bit fucking odd because they weren’t dressed like me. Then when I saw the Roses and the Mondays, I thought, ‘You know what? I’ll stop throwing stones and gobbing at them,’ because they look a little bit like us. That made more sense to me. Seeing The Stone Roses, I just thought, ‘You know what, you don’t have to have a perm, you don’t have to have leather kecks on, you don’t have to be this fucking Jim Morrison poet dude to be in a band.’ They weren’t farting about on stage, they were just stood there playing the music – he didn’t have flowers hanging out of his arse, you know what I mean? They just didn’t seem pretentious to me, it seemed like it was just normal. There’s four guys up there on that stage that looked like our kid’s mates, that looked like my mates. Obviously they are older and have just sat and learned their instruments and are doing it right, you know what I mean. I thought I could do that, it doesn’t look hard, it was that kind of thing. That ain’t a diss on the Roses or anything, they just looked effortless and I think that’s what it should be. A lot of people make too much out of this rock-and-roll thing. If it’s cool, it looks effortless. There’s no need for make-up and painting your fingernails and all that nonsense. At that gig, I had two spliffs, bought two shitty beers, went down to the front, checked it out and thought, ‘I’m having a bit of that.’ Went home, Mam said, ‘What was the gig like?’


I said, ‘Mega, I’m going to be in a band.’
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I had two spliffs, bought two shitty beers, went down to the front, checked it out and thought, ‘I’m having a bit of that.’


Peggie Actually, I never thought Liam was interested in music, until he used to sit out there in the kitchen and say, ‘I’m going to be famous one day, Mam.’


I said, ‘Are you? Get off your bloody arse and get out and get a job.’


‘Oh no, Mam’ he says, ‘I’m telling you,’ he says, ‘I’m going to be really famous one day and you’re going to be really proud of me.’


I said, ‘Am I? Well, I hope it’s before I start pushing up daisies. because we need the money now. What are you going to do, Liam?’


‘I’m a singer.’


I said, ‘I never heard you singing.’


‘I’m going to be in a band’ he says, ‘I’m telling you.’


That’s the first I knew about it. ‘Never mind talking a load of bull there, get out and get a job for yourself.’










The Inspirals


Noel The gig where I met Graham Lambert was an Anti-Clause 28 gig. The Mondays, the Roses and James played this gig. You put that gig on now it would be 175,000 people at it; then it was in the International Two, which was previously called the Carousel, the place where my mam and dad met, funnily enough. It was a huge, old, Irish dance hall and I remember being stood up in the balcony, watching The Stone Roses. I saw this guy just leaning on the balcony. There was a little red light where he was stood and I noticed he had a tape recorder. I went up to him and said, ‘Are you taping this gig?’ and he said, ‘Yeah.’


So I said, ‘If I give you my address can you send me a copy of the tape?’


I was fucking obsessed with this band.


He said, ‘Yeah.’
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Lovely guy, we got chatting about music and he said, ‘Who else are you into?’ and I said I’d been to see Inspiral Carpets a few times. He said, ‘I’m in Inspiral Carpets, and I was kind of like, ‘Really? Fucking hell!’ Pretty soon after that their lead singer left and Graham said, ‘Do you want to come and audition for the singer’s job because you know all the songs?’ I went up and it soon became clear that my singing chops hadn’t arrived just yet. Fair play to them though, they didn’t like fuck us off, they said, ‘Well, fuck it, you can look after the gear then.’ Brilliant.


Clint Boon* My first memories of Noel would be midway through 1988; he was a fan of the band and he used to come and see the Inspirals a lot. I remember a period, probably for a month or two, he had a broken leg so he was coming to gigs on crutches. It made an impact on us. He could sing, we all know that, but he just wasn’t the kind of vocalist we wanted. We needed somebody with a bigger set of lungs really.


Noel So I became their roadie, worked in the office and all that, worked for them for years, it was fucking great.


Liam He was just buzzing, you know what I mean, he was around the music, around the Inspirals. At that time all this Manchester thing was going down, it was a good time, I guess, making a few quid, seeing the world. It was great.


Paul Noel just came back with all weird-looking clothes on. ‘Where have you been?’


‘I’ve been on tour.’


‘Okay, who with?’


‘Inspiral Carpets.’


If your brother goes away working on the other side of the world you aren’t going to go, ‘Well done, brother, fantastic!’ You’re going to say, ‘And? . . . You’re missing the City games, mate, give a shit.’


Noel I thought, this is it, this’ll do for me, this is fucking great, set up these guitars, play them before the band get up, fucking excellent. Get three hundred quid a week, fucking brilliant. What can be better? Drugs, women, booze, travelling the world, it doesn’t get any better than that. In fact in many ways it is better than being in a fucking band.


Peggie I was excited because I was glad he’d got what he wanted to do, but God, I was worried about him – I’m an awful worrier, me, you know. You thought of drugs and I was always well clued-up to that. If they ever tried to pull the wool, I said, ‘I know all about it, you don’t have to tell me.’


Liam I used to do a bit with him, when they’d go down to London and they’d need a helping hand or something, someone to lug it about. I’d kind of jump in every now and again. I went to Konk Studios once, which is The Kinks’ place. That was good.


Clint Boon Liam had often come along to gigs. He’d be in the dressing room with his mates and it always struck me how quiet he was, always so quiet and polite and appreciative. He’d never ask for anything, he’d never gone in the dressing room and helped himself to beer, which is what a lot of kids did, he would wait until he was asked if he wanted something, just dead polite.


Noel I met Mark Coyle the first day of their first major British tour, I was working for them on my own for quite a while and then the whole thing blew up. They were going on this tour and of course they had to have a huge fucking tour bus and a crew and all that. I met Mark Coyle sat at the back of the tour bus smoking weed and me and him got on like a fucking house on fire.
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Mark Coyle That’s how I met Noel, just walking into a room and he was on that side, pulling this fucking face, because the organisation that he was in, had just grown. This is his thing, he’s the roadie for that band. Didn’t speak to him for, probably a couple of days, and as soon as we started talking, well, we were fucking best mates straight away. There is one thing I remember about Noel, he never had a fucking dirty hand. I’d load the truck, take charge of all the boxes going on, a fucking hard job. But he was very committed to the cause, he loved that band. He was a big fan of the Inspiral Carpets.


They were all terrified of him, he was just the boss all the way, from the minute I met him.


Drugs, women, booze, travelling the world, it doesn’t get any better than that.


Clint Boon You’d never see him sweating, he is famous for not sweating. He was good at getting the local crew to do all the hard work and he’d stand there saying, ‘Put that there, plug that in there.’ During the gig you’d often look over and he’d be sat having a beer or he’d be looking bored, giving that knobhead sign to you.


Noel Me and Mark used to share a room, we had some great, funny fucking times, doing mushrooms and all sorts of mad shit . . . fucking proper laugh. We were the archetypal roadies, fucking hell, man, we went everywhere, all over the world, loads of fucking times. We loved it.
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Clint Boon Touring the world, getting decent money, getting free booze every night, not having to worry about record sales and all that kind of stuff. He was just a passenger on this amazing vehicle that took him round the world a few times.


Noel The Inspirals were a fucking good laugh, really were. Clint Boon and Graham Lambert, they used to make me belly laugh all the time, we always had a good laugh with them.


Clint Boon He was confident, cocky, but in a good way, like a lot of Mancunians are. Not arrogant, just confident, very cool and infectious. He was always dead funny. On the night that he auditioned to be the singer he was singing one of the songs I’d written and in the middle of it he stopped and said, ‘Who the fuck’s written this? This is shite.’ Never been one to bite his lip really, was he? We grew to love him, we came to see him as a brother.


I thought we were great. I mean, clearly we weren’t because we did get fired . . .


Noel Me and Mark – lazy fuckers. I thought we were great. I mean, clearly we weren’t because we did get fired, separately got fired, by the band for being unprofessional and somewhat unapproachable by various tour managers.


Clint Boon My favourite memories of Noel are when I’d go to see him in his flat at India House in Manchester. It’s just like a little one-, maybe two-, bedroom flat that he had there, and he’d sit on his bed and he’d play us these songs. You never felt like, this is genius, you know what I mean? I think we took the piss a bit at the time. It’s probably the only time in Noel’s career that somebody’s took the piss out of his songwriting, and he got the last laugh, didn’t he?


Noel I wasn’t sitting at the side of the stage tuning guitars thinking, ‘One day this is going to be me,’ you know what I mean? Not in the slightest. I thought that was it. I never thought, ‘That could be me,’ or ‘I deserve to be there.’ That never entered into my sphere of thinking at all, at all. I wasn’t as egotistical as that. The ego thing came, coincidentally, accompanied by the massive bag of fucking cocaine, you know. There’s a funny thing, isn’t it?





 


________


* Keyboard player and occasional vocalist of Inspiral Carpets.










The Rain


Liam My life then was going to sign on, getting me dole, cashing me cheque, going into Sifters, getting a record if the cover looked great, getting all me classics built up and that, buying some weed, going into Greggs, going back home and fucking blasting it out. I had to play it loud. I wanted it so fucking bad, man, and I was just obsessed with being in a band, just ob-fucking-sessed, man. Right up for it, thought I could do it and, in fact, knew I could do it, just needed to get people to write the songs, I guess, or to get a band and that. Definitely, I knew I could do it – without a doubt. That’s all I wanted to do.


I wanted it so fucking bad, man, and I was just obsessed with being in a band . . .


Peggie Liam was sure he was going to be famous. Then of course, Bonehead started coming round and Tony McCarroll and Guigsy, that’s when Liam formed the band.


Paul Bonehead used to play keyboards and I used to see him round Westpoint when he had hair and this little Bontempi or whatever under his arm. I didn’t see him for years and then he popped up with Liam.


Bonehead I probably got the name Bonehead when I was eight. In 1973, most people in my primary school did have long hair, which was the style of the time, and I didn’t. It was just like straight down the barber’s every Friday, you know, typical Irish Catholic parents and they’re having none of it, no long hair in our house. They gave me my fifty pence and I had to go down, ‘What is it? Usual short back and sides?’ No long hair on our street. So, that was me nickname from the age of eight, you know, some kid, ‘Ah, look at the bonehead!’ and that was it. When I got to secondary school even the teachers referred to me as Bonehead, even when they were angry. Bonehead. It wasn’t ‘Arthurs’. That’s when you knew you were in trouble, when you got the surname. It was Bonehead and has been ever since. When we got really well known we used to do interviews in France and they’d want to know why I was called Bonehead. I always used to tell them that if you went right back in my family history my real name is Bonaparte Headimus; and Bonehead was for short. People fell for it. The people that I grew up with weren’t massive music fans. It was either football or music that you got into, and the circle of friends I associated with, it was football. It was Unitedor City and nothing in between, that was it. They were big football fans and as we got older and we got to the age where we could go to pubs, it was football and drinking. But luckily my older brother was really into music. I shared a bedroom with him as we were growing up and he had a record player, an amp and two speakers, a really good, cool stereo system. He had a massive vinyl collection which was brilliant. He played guitar, he’d bought himself an amp and he was twanging that around the house, I used to have a go of it when he wasn’t around. Friday night was pub night so I got to know Chris and Guigs just through people in the pub, who knew people who knew people. Everybody was into the Roses and the other bands coming out of Manchester.
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