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INTRODUCTION
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Do you remember the first time? Someone put on a record, or a CD - or, if you were unlucky, a cassette, maybe put together by a weird friend of your older brother - and though you had probably heard rock’n’roll music on plenty of other occasions, you actually listened, realising that something fantastic was afoot and that you would probably never be the same again. A lot of people mark that moment by frantically jumping up and down; others stay perfectly still. Whatever: you know it when it happens.

Now, this is only paragraph two, and maybe too early to be conjuring up the presence of that scowl-faced, unspeakably aloof operator Lou Reed, but bear with me. On The Velvet Underground’s fourth album - Loaded, much of which is sung by their long-forgotten alumnus Doug Yule, and unfairly damned by their hard-bitten fans as being far too polished and polite - there is the brilliant Reed song that he somewhat unsubtly called Rock & Roll. It’s all there: a precocious suburban unfortunate called Jenny - about five years old, apparently - who’s unconvinced that ‘two TV sets’ and ‘two Cadillac cars’ are going to do much for her, and who chances on a New York radio station, hears the music, and is changed forever - ‘She started dancing to that fine, fine music/You know, her life was saved by rock’n’roll.’ It’s icky and sentimental, of course, but not a bad picture of exactly what this stuff can do to you.

Alternatively, you could go straight to School Day, the Chuck Berry hit released in 1957, which portrayed the drudgery of a formal education and the  liberating possibilities offered by a jukebox. The title of this book is taken from its last verse, which gets close to the heart of why even the simplest noise can make all the difference: ‘Hail! Hail! Rock’n’roll/Deliver me from the days of old/Long live rock’n’roll/The beat of the drum is loud and bold/Rock, rock, rock’n’roll/The feelin’ is there, body and soul.’ Not that such sentiments sit comfortably in our age of cynicism and endless irony, but that’s surely about right.

Now, once you’ve been hit by the music, something else occurs, when you realise that just beyond it, there’s a whole other world. If you’ve picked up this book, you surely know the drill: who plays which guitar, which musicians got religion or a drug habit, which Rolling Stones album is the most pointless, who is guilty of playing ‘landfill’ indie, whether the British Parliament once had a debate about the Beastie Boys’ hydraulic penis. Such is a never-ending universe of fascination that leads overqualified obsessives to take low-paid jobs in record shops, doting fathers to beat a weekly retreat to the loft conversion, and otherwise sensible adults to spend hours shouting at each other in the pub - and, really, who can blame them?

After all, stick this and the music together, and you get something that has defined whole lives. Here, it’s perhaps best to quote the great rock writer Nik Cohn, who wrote a fabulously impressionistic, rollercoaster history of rock he titled Awopbopaloobop Alopbamboom, after the incantation invented by Little Richard. It was published in 1969, just over a dozen years after rock’n’roll decisively arrived, and among its best passages is this one: ‘Myself, I was ten when it started, I’m 22 now, and it has bossed my life. It has surrounded me always, cut me off, and it has given me my heroes, it has made my myths. Almost, it has done my living for me. Six hours of trash every day, and it’s meant more to me than anything else.’

 



 



Hail! Hail! Rock’n’Roll is built from all that. You can make your way through it in any order you like but, by the end, you will probably know more about the glorious tangle that comes to mind every time a song hits the correct spot: the history, the talk, the records, the gigs, the clothes, the hair, the finer points of the music, and the endless myths and legends. When the basic idea was being developed, it was aimed at being a cross between a scientific field-guide and a vintage edition of Rolling Stone magazine - which is to say that we somehow wanted it to feel as if just about everything was present and correct: as the hoary old Spinal Tap song would have it, ‘The majesty of rock/The mystery of roll/The ticking of the clock/The wailing of the soul.’

There’s a story underneath it all, though it’s probably far too complicated to nail down. It pings across continents, from grand American hotels to British ‘toilet venues’, and from there to Japanese arenas and auditoriums in Finland.  Its characters include heavy metal singers from Birmingham, Jamaican production gurus, high-achieving musicians routinely compared to God, and a cast of supporting players that takes in everyone from an LA ‘rodeo tailor’ to the people who invented skull-crushingly loud amplifiers, one of whom was based in a shop near Heathrow Airport. And, naturally, the saga goes on: from your Elvises and Lennons and Rottens, the torch has inevitably passed into the wobbly grip of such latter-day icons as the infamous female singer from North London who sounds a bit like Billie Holiday marooned in a British off-licence, and has perhaps fallen for a little too much of the aforementioned mythology.

That said, reading through the 200 or so pages that follow, you may pick up the strong aroma - cigarette smoke, bad food, cheap soap - of a time that has now gone: when songs had to be bought in the form of physical objects, musicians occasionally looked like creatures from other worlds, and people swearing on television could still make the headlines. Just to make this clear: the modern world still hurls forth plenty of great music, and allows miracles that no one stranded in music’s supposed golden ages would have believed - thousands of songs in your pocket, and inventions that have allowed untold millions to tap into an infinite jukebox whenever they fancy. Self-evidently, this is all great. Some of us, however, cannot help but feel the odd pang of longing for the days when everything was that bit more difficult. So, even if it contravenes Chuck’s insistence that rock was there to push us beyond ‘days of old’, forgive us our nostalgia - and bear in mind that if people in their teens now happily queue up to buy records made several decades before they were born, it’s obviously contagious.

Besides, the ‘n’ word is often a signifier for liking something so much that you can’t let it go, which is surely completely understandable. You have to know this behaviour’s limits, obviously: there is surely no point in paying good money to see such real-life spectacles as Thin Lizzy without Phil Lynott, a version of Queen devoid of Freddie Mercury, or musicians playing along - to packed houses! - with old films of Elvis. But go to the right kind of records, and you’re easily in the clear: to paraphrase Nik Cohn, if your chosen six hours of trash would include - and these are random names, but anyway - Public Enemy, Mott The Hoople, Janis Joplin and Happy Mondays, why worry? It’s a very common disease: completely benign and usually life-enhancing. It might even make you a better person (possibly).

Of course, there have been many attempts to decry our beloved rock, from the squealings of people convinced it heralded the beginning of civilisation’s terminal decline, to the work of musicians who have fallen prey to self-loathing and found themselves cut off from music’s undeniable wonders (if you’ve got two hours to spare and want to drill into rock’n’roll’s supposed heart of darkness, listen to Pink Floyd’s The Wall - though it may take you several years to recover). Even if you’ve long been in love with it all, you can perhaps imagine  a world made up of rock’s less edifying aspects: Jack Daniel’s mirrors, cracked snakeskin boots, people who look like Ron Wood. Awful? Maybe, but even at its most tawdry, what’s not to like?

The author of this book has probably spent far too long trying to figure all this out: not just what it is that makes you jump up and down, but why it is that somewhere in all that noise there might lurk the key to a better way of living, or something. God knows what links such dreamy ideas to some of the absurd and/or horrific stuff detailed in what follows: Sid Vicious destroying himself onstage, Van Halen being spectacularly obnoxious, the guy from Slipknot who apparently puts nails in his own head, Duran Duran’s album of cover versions. But if you’ve ever found yourself thinking such thoughts, you can take comfort in the fact that some of history’s finest minds have done the same.

In 1977, for example, the renowned American music writer Lester Bangs went on tour with The Clash, around such glamorous places as Derby, Cardiff, Bristol and Birmingham, and wrote this: ‘Don’t ask me why I obsessively look to rock’n’roll bands for some kind of model for a better society…I guess it’s just that I glimpsed something beautiful in a flashbulb moment once, and perhaps mistaking it for a prophecy have been seeking its fulfilment ever since…’

…Or, as another devout believer once put it: ‘Hail! Hail! Rock’n’roll…’




Chapter 1
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THE TALK


Imagine this. You are a musician, with the songs to make an entire generation swing. You hair is cut just so; some cutting-edge outfitter has supplied you with the correct kind of spangly jumpsuit. Hits, it seems, are only a breath away, with the high life not far behind. The limo is rumbling away outside your flat, the plane tickets to New York have been booked, and you are living the dream something rotten.

And then, guess what? Some impudent, clever-clever, poorly-dressed journalist with a tape recorder turns up at your record company’s office, escorts you to a bar, and asks you a most terrifying question: as people who work in airports would have it, have you anything to declare? With the right quips, statements and waspish one-liners, your chances of success will only increase; get things wrong and, even if the music can easily do the talking, you may not be quite the dead-cert you thought.

Now, we are about to start 20 or so pages full of brilliant examples of rock mouth-offery, but it has to be said: though it is just about preferable to working in a coalmine, interviewing even the most talented musicians can be no fun at all. Very often they will stare at the floor, fidget and only break the silence with the emptiest of clichés. Even booze will fail to liven things up and, while the person from the PR company hovers fretfully in the corner, out will come what might be elegantly called boring tripe. One particularly dread example will put your thoughts in the correct place: ‘We just make music for ourselves, and if anybody else likes it, that’s a bonus.’

From time to time, however, musicians come good - and whether from the stage, on television, or clustered around a recording device in a pub, they utter things that are not just entertaining but positively headline-grabbing. Sometimes, what they say will benefit their career no end, but the wrong kind of quote can create a stink and precipitate what is known these days as a Career Wobble (for particularly grisly proof, go online and have a quick rummage around the words ‘Eric Clapton’ and ‘Enoch Powell’). But such crises are their problem, not ours; because whether outrageous or remarkable quotes nudge careers in the right direction or send them tumbling into The Dumper - or, as is usually the case, simply keep everything ticking over - they are usually a right old scream.

Part of this is down to the fact that, since the mid-1960s or thereabouts, musicians have been encouraged to hold forth about no end of stuff that should arguably sit well out of reach: politics, religion, the existence of aliens, you name it. And, of course, all this can sometimes go a little too far. Not so long ago, the author of this book interviewed the estimable British rock writer Nick Kent, who cast his mind back to the 1980s and remembered a chilling realisation indeed: ‘We reached a point where you had bands who were thinking harder about their interviews than the music,’ he said. If you’re of a certain age, you might remember this: a trip to the newsagents to buy NME or Smash Hits, your attention tweaked by some raffishly-attired no-mark giving it the old ‘I have genius coursing round my underpants, and if I see that guy out of Blue Zoo, you better hold my coat’. And then the sighing comedown: 85p wasted on their latest single, and the realisation that they would never be able to walk the walk.

Thankfully, this chapter is about the good stuff, usually uttered by people with the talent to back it up. Here you will meet the Gallagher brothers, drunk and supercharged in a Glaswegian hotel room at 2am, desperately arguing over the true meaning of rock and about to throw each other out of the window. Over there: the great Sly Stone, out of his mind on a US chat show, excusing his lateness by telling the host that he spent the afternoon breaking into his own house. There is a guide to the multiple ages of rock by that great campfire raconteur Joe Strummer, and admirable verbal material from Lee ‘Scratch’ Perry and Keith Richards. There are very entertaining words from Courtney Love, Shaun Ryder and Little Richard - and also a condensed history of a phenomenon that has an ever-increasing impact on the way musicians talk about themselves and the world: the shrill, shrieking coverage of music by the tabloid press, and the pantomimic horrors - ‘The Filth And The Fury!’, ‘Amy On Crack’ - it has spawned.

Anyway, one last cast-iron guarantee. In the course of the what follows, no one says, ‘We just make music for ourselves’, nor the soul-destroying nine words that always follow it. And that, surely, is a definite bonus.




BOB DYLAN’S BORN-AGAIN SERMONS 

In late 1978, Bob Dylan became a born-again Christian, was duly baptised, recorded an evangelical album entitled Slow Train Coming and eventually set out on the road to spread the good news. Though his audiences seemed sceptical, he kept on keeping on

‘I’d like to say we’re presenting the show tonight under the authority of Jesus Christ.’  San Francisco, California, 11 November 1979


 



‘You know, we read in the newspapers every day how bad the world is getting. The situation in Iran, the students rebelling, you know, even over here they’re rebelling. They don’t let the Iranians sneak into the whorehouses. But that don’t matter much because we know this world will be destroyed. God will set up his kingdom for a thousand years. So there’s a slow train coming, but it’s bound to pick up speed.’

San Francisco, California, 13 November 1979

 



‘Satan’s called the god of this world and as you look you see he really is god of this world. But for those of you who don’t know…I’m curious to know how many of you don’t know and how many of you know that Satan himself has been defeated at the cross. Does anybody know that? [Applause]  Alright. At least we’re not alone.’

Santa Monica, California, 18 November 1979

 



‘The world as we know it now is being destroyed. Sorry, but it’s the truth. In a short time - I don’t know, in three years, maybe five years, could be ten years, I don’t know - there’s gonna be a war. It’s gonna be called the War of Armageddon. It’s gonna be in the Middle East. Russia’s gonna come down first. Anyway, we’re not worried about that. We know there’s gonna be a new kingdom set up in Jerusalem for a thousand years. That’s where Christ will set up his Kingdom, as sure as you’re standing there. It’s gonna happen.’

Tempe, Arizona, 25 November 1979
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Dylan: Every knee shall bow!

‘Hmmm, pretty rude bunch tonight, eh? You all know how to be real rude! You know about the spirit of the Anti-Christ? Does anybody here know about that? Well, the spirit of the Anti-Christ is loose now.’

Tempe, Arizona, 26 November 1979

 



‘Don’t matter how much money you got, there is only two kinds of people: there’s saved people and there’s lost people. Now, remember that I told you that. You may never see me again. I may never be through here again. You may not see me. Sometime down the line, you’ll remember you heard it here - that Jesus is Lord. And every knee shall bow!’

Tempe, Arizona, 26 November 1979

 



‘No matter what you read in the newspaper, that’s all deceit. The real truth is that he [Jesus]  is coming back already. And you just watch your newspapers…maybe two years, maybe three years, five years from now, you just watch and see. Russia will come down and attack in the Middle East. China’s got an army of 200 million people, they’re going to come down to the Middle East. There’s going to be a war called the Battle of Armageddon. Which is like some war you’ve never even dreamed about. And Christ will set up his kingdom. He will set up his kingdom and he will rule it from Jerusalem. Now I know, as far out as that might seem, this is what the Bible says.’

Tempe, Arizona, 26 November 1979

 



‘I told you The Times They Are A-Changin’ and they did. I said the answer was Blowin’ In The Wind and it was. I’m telling you now Jesus is coming back, and he is!’

Albuquerque, New Mexico, 5 December 1979


Keith Richards on drugs 

How come they taste so good?

‘I don’t know if I’ve been lucky or it’s that subconscious careful, but I’ve never turned blue in someone’s bathroom. I consider that the height of bad manners.’ 1980


 



‘I must say, in fairness to the poppy, that never once did I have a cold. The cure for the common cold is there, but they daren’t tell anybody because they would have a nation full of drug addicts.’ 1978


 



‘Half the reason I got drawn into it was because I didn’t have a lot of freedom and time off. If I’d had the freedom I could have dragged myself off to somewhere remote for three months and cleaned myself up and pulled myself together. But in this business, there’s always a new tour to do, and before you know it, five years have gone. I started getting hooked ten years ago. That was when I was squeezing blackheads - now I’m pulling out grey hairs! Ha ha! But now, I can remember what each show was like afterwards, without having somebody tell me.’ 1978


 



‘There was a knock on our dressing room door. Our manager shouted, “Keith! Ron! The Police are here!” Oh man, we panicked. Flushed everything down the john. Then the door opened and it was Sting and Stewart Copeland.’ 1982


 



‘Actually, I really think the quality’s gone down. All they do is try and take the high out of everything. I don’t like the way they work on the brain area instead of just through the blood system. That’s why I don’t take any of them any more. And you’re talking to a person who knows his drugs.’ 2006


 



‘I don’t take drugs unless I have to under great duress with my brain open. I’ve had a couple of weeks on morphine. I did try to squeeze a little bit extra out of the night nurse. She was very accommodating.’ 2006


 



‘I looked at my dad’s ashes and thought, What am I gonna do? Do I desecrate them with a dustbin and broom? So I wet my finger and I shoved a little bit of Dad up my hooter.’ 2008



The wisdom of Lee ‘Scratch’ Perry 

Jamaican reggae musician, producer, visionary and godhead

‘When I left school there was nothing to do except field work: hard, hard labour. I didn’t fancy that. So I started playing dominoes. Through dominoes I practised my mind and learned to read the minds of others. This has proved eternally useful to me.’ 1984


 



‘I am LSP - I am the inheritor of the pound, the shilling and the pence; I am the inheritor of the dollars and I am also the inheritor of the Euro. So it will be Lee ‘Scratch’ Perry running the economy. LSP be showing you L for pound, the American dollar for S and the P for Mr Perry. The P for the Mr Perry is also for Mr Pyramid. My memory’s very good and I remember the days in Egypt very good, and I am Mr Pyramid. It may have changed a little to Mr Perry, but I am Mr Pyramid.’ 2004


 



‘My performance style? I am imitating Jesus. Performing means spiritually healing, healing the brain of the sick people, who are dread, and who are dead. So I have to come back and heal their brain, and heal their head. Save some from cocaine reggae, and from cancer reggae, and from death reggae.’ 1999


 



‘I would like to be remembered as a fish -—an angelfish who come to feed the nations with one Bob Marley loaf of bread and two fishes. I’m Lee ‘Scratch’ Perry, right? And I’m a Piscean. My sign is two fish - one facing east and one west. Bob Marley was an Aquarian and he go by the water. The bread come from Heaven and the fishes come from the sea and I feed the nations with music.’ 2009


 



‘I think Switzerland is most cool and you don’t see gun boys. I make the punky reggae party but then it get too dread, so I have to leave Jamaica. I go to Switzerland, but I am still the punk and so others follow: Tina Turner, David Bowie.’ On his adopted homeland, 1997





WIBBLING RIVALRY: THE BEST BITS 

On 7 April 1994, the author of this book interviewed Liam and Noel Gallagher in a hotel in Glasgow. Two months before, Oasis had crash-landed in the music press when all of the band apart from Noel were detained on a ferry en route to Holland and sent back to the UK, forcing the cancellation of a gig in Amsterdam. That incident sat at the heart of the following conversation - the best bits of which were eventually released on a single that reached No 52 in the UK charts…
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Noel and Liam Gallagher, 1994


John Harris: How do you feel about the fact that, already, Oasis have attracted a reputation for being rock’n’roll animals?


Liam: I’m into it, me. I’m into it. But at the end of the day…I go home and get a clip off me mam, know what I mean? And I do. She clips me round the head and goes, ‘What are you like, you little tinker?’


Noel: It’s not a reputation, right, that I…


L: I like the way it’s bubbling up. It’s reminding me of the Roses all over again. I like that, me. I want to get 2000 people in a nice fuckin’ gaff who are there to see me, not fuckin’ go…


N: Woah. Hang on a minute. That’s not what he’s on about.


L: He is.


N: He’s on about a reputation about getting thrown off fuckin’ ferries.


L: Yeah, but that’s part of it, that’s what…


N: The thing about getting thrown off ferries - blah, blah, blah - and getting deported is summat that I’m not proud about…


L: Well I am, la.


N: Yeah, alright. Well, if you’re proud about getting thrown off ferries, then why don’t you go and support West Ham and get the fuck out of my band and go and be a football hooligan, right? Cos we’re musicians, right? We’re not football hooligans.


L: You’re only gutted cos you was in bed fuckin’ reading your fuckin’ books…


N: No, not at all. Listen. No, listen. He says, right…Here’s a quote for you from my manager, Marcus Russell, right…


L: He’s a fuckin’…’nother fuckin’…


N: Shut up you dick. Right. He gets off the ferry after getting fuckin’ deported. I’m left in Amsterdam with me dick out like a fuckin’ spare prick at a fuckin’ wedding…


L: It was a bad move, you know…


N: Shut up! Shut up!…This lot think it’s rock’n’roll to get thrown off a ferry…Do you know what my manager said to him? He said, ‘Nah. Rock’n’roll is going to Amsterdam, doing your gig, playing your music…and coming back and saying you blew ’em away.’ Not getting thrown off the ferry like some fuckin’ scouse schlepper, being handcuffed. That’s football hooliganism, and I won’t stand for it. And listen: they all got fined a thousand pounds each.


L: We didn’t at all.


N: Yes you fuckin’ did.


L: You can stick your thousand pounds right up your fuckin’ arse ’til it comes out your fuckin’ big toe.

[image: 005]

Noel goes to the toilet. When he returns the conversation examines the connection between classic rock’n’roll groups and bad behaviour…

 




JH: Would the Stones have done anything without getting arrested and getting people’s backs up?


L: No, would they fuck! That’s why they were so good!


N: [Super-indignantly] What? Cos they got arrested? Because The Rolling Stones got arrested they were a great rock’n’roll band? Fuck off ! Bullshit! Bullshit!


L: No, but they had…summat else there.


N: What? An edge? Is that what you’re  saying? An edge?’


L: No, they had a life, you dickhead. They had a life, man…


N: We’ve got a life! We’ve got a life!


L: Not if you start going on like that. [Begins to mince up and down bedroom] Do you want to walk around like that? Like that?


N: No, not at all…You think it’s rock’n’roll to get thrown off a ferry, and it’s not.


L: I don’t think it’s rock’n’roll.


N: That was your quote, you prick! That was your quote! ‘It’s rock’n’roll! It’s rock’n’roll!’ That’s what you said!


L: I was laughing about it. I’m into it…It happened. That was reality, mate.
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Some minutes later…

 




N: Right. This band is about fuckin’ music. It’s not about getting thrown off fuckin’ ferries. [To Liam] Why don’t you go downstairs and smash the bar up and say you’re the singer of Oasis?


L: Cos I don’t want to. If I did, if I was gonna go down and smash the bar up, I’d do it and there’s nothing would stop me.


N: Then why don’t you go and make a scene? Why don’t you do a Keith Richards? Throw the TV out of the window!


L: Cos I’m not Keith Richards.


N: Throw the TV out the window!


L: I don’t want to do that. If I wanted to do it, I’d just go like that and do it, and do it. But I don’t want to do that. I’m not about that.


N: What are you about?


L: I’m about being…I’m about going down the fuckin’…I’m about…[takes long slug of gin and tonic] That’s what I’m about.


N: Right. That’s what you’re about. Right…


L: Sit down, man. You’re getting into a state. You’ve had too many G&Ts. Sit the fuck down.


N: See, you’re not a spokesman for the band.


L: I’m not - are you?


N: Yeah, I am.


L: Are you?


N: Yeah, I am.


L: You might be in your little world, but as far as I’m concerned, if you think what I’m saying is bullshit, I think what you’re saying is fuckin’ bullshit, man.


N: Right. Well, fine. But you don’t speak for the band.


L: You don’t speak for the band.


N: I do speak for the band.


L: You do, yeah, because you’re fuckin’, yeah…I fucking speak for the band, I’m speaking now for the band. And I’m into it. I’m into all that fuckin’ shit. [Referring to Noel] He’s teetotal. He’s a fuckin’ priest. He was born to be a priest.
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Further debate about Liam’s naughtiness ensues, until the inevitable mention of The Beatles…

 




L: It’s not doing anyone any harm. That’s just me. John Lennon used to fuckin’ burn about doing little mad things, and that…


N: Do you know John Lennon?


L: Do you know him?


N: I don’t, but do you?


L: Yeah.


N: Well, you must be pretty old. How old are you? 21?


L: No. About fuckin’ thousand and five fuckin’ one.


N: You’re 22.


L: No, I’m 21.


N: Right. And remember, I watched you being born. And I don’t even know John Lennon.

[image: 008]

Five or so minutes later…

 




JH: The Who hated each other as well.


L: Yeah, well I hate this bastard.


JH: Is that important to you? Is that what fires this band up?


L: Yeah. That’s what it’s all about. That’s why we’ll be the best band in the world, because I fuckin’ hate that twat there…And I hope one day there’s a release where I can smash fuck out of him, with a fuckin’ Rickenbacker, right on his nose, and then he does the same to me, cos I think that we’re stepping right up to it now. There’s a fuckin’ line there and we’re right on the edge of it.


JH: How often do you have arguments like this?


L: Every fuckin’ day.


N: Hourly.


JH: Do you have any recurring dreams?


N: Yeah. Just the one.


L: [Menacingly] I take over the band.




THE THOUGHTS OF SHAUN WILLIAM RYDER 

Twenty years of quotable brilliance, from Happy Mondays to Black Grape and beyond

‘I got fired from the Post Office because I was distributing amphetamines and acid for absolutely no profit, just giving it to my fellow postmen just to see what fun I could have with them delivering to totally the wrong street with the wrong numbers…to see what kind of mayhem we could create.’ 2001


 



‘We didn’t get into the music biz and discover drugs. We discovered drugs and got into music.’ Looking back on Happy Mondays, 1995


 



‘I’ve seen fucking hundreds and hundreds of spacecraft flying across the sky over Salford. I mean hundreds of them. There’s obviously other planets like this and other life. Anyone who thinks there isn’t is a dickhead.’  1990


 



‘You live in Natty Twang Town on Doubledecker Bus Avenue, and it’s fucked. Full of fucking EastEnders, Coronation Street people and pogo sticks and platforms and lots of different fucking coloured Smarties and toffees. Then you fuck off, right, and go on a plane and live on a park bench next to a tree and stay there with a towel and a beach and a ski slope - all sorts of different bollocks, where it’s double normal. You have it there for five years, but then you go back to Doubledecker Close and think, Fuck me, this is mad here! She did what? He did what? You go, Fuck me, that was already mad, how the fuck did your egg not fry in there?” On the experience of fame, 2007


 



‘Vegetarian? Me? Animals just exist to be chopped up and eaten, pal. Especially cows. I fucking hate cows. They freak me out.’ 1988


 



‘I stopped tripping a while back, though I did have some wild stuff in America. It ended up with me in the middle of a highway, flagging down a juggernaut and shouting to these two black geezers, “I’m an Englishman and I’m tripping, so take me home.” They gave us a lift to Cleveland, which was cool.’ 1989


 



‘Selling some crap to the papers is better than burgling some old woman’s house or mugging somebody, or even selling bags of heroin. I like some nice clothes or a car, so if someone’s going to offer me £6000 just because he wants me to say I smoke pot and I’ve done a bit of Borstal and community service, then fair enough, man. It’s just showbusiness.’ 1992
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Shaun Ryder: he lived in ‘Natty Twang Town’

‘I just thought Kurt Cobain was a fucking great fucking artist man, y’know what I mean? But to blow his head off for a bit of a drug problem and a bit of a chick problem was just fucking ridiculous, man. I mean, fuck me, it’s not as if he couldn’t afford his gear or anything. He could have stayed a smackhead for years and just got on with it.’ 1995


 



‘I’m not with Catholics or Protestants. I think everybody should live in peace. It’s ridiculous that we’re still arguing over religion in this fucking century. Religion was the first rule-book…like, if you live in the desert don’t eat pork cos it will kill your insides, and get rid of your foreskin…these fucking things like, “Thou shalt not do this, thou shalt not do that.” Basically, the Bible was the first fucking police force.’ 1995


 



‘There’s a rumour I was doing 50 rocks [of crack] a day and that each rock contained 20 grams of coke, so I’d be doing 600 grams a day. That’s rubbish. I think I was only smoking about 15 or 20 rocks a day, man.’ 1992


 



‘I’m really looking forward to playing America again, it’s going to be great. Especially Seattle. The first time I went to Seattle, in 1988, I caught chlamydia.’ 1997





‘A BLESSING AND A LESSON’ 

No one - but no one - does a career-retrospective interview like Little Richard

‘I’ve heard people call me the Quasar, the Architect, the Originator, but I never heard nobody in the audience saying such a thing. I don’t carry myself that way, never have. I’m very much a gentleman in what I do. And I don’t get down on nobody else for doing whatever else they do. To each his own. I try to be a guide for people, to make their darkness bright and to make the pathway light, and never to condemn or control or criticise. I’ve tried to let my life be an example. I’ll be 62 this year, and I’ve lived too long, come too far, to be considered a misfit.’ 1994


 



‘I’ve never been paid. Twenty-five years, and they’ve never given me a dime. My songs are continuing to be recorded over and over. Waylon Jennings had a hit with Lucille not long ago in the country charts. It went to Number One, my name was in the Billboard charts, and yet I never received a quarter…They just had three movies with my songs in them, and they don’t even send me a Christmas card or even talk to me on the phone.’ 1985


 



‘They shoulda called me Little Cocaine, I was sniffing so much of the stuff. My nose got big enough to back a diesel truck in, unload it, and drive it right out again.’ 1984


 



‘He was a star. When I got him, he was a star. Sly [Stone] told you that everybody is a star. The only problem is, people haven’t been put in the dipper and pulled back on the world. That’s what the answer is. You’ve got to be placed into the dipper and pulled back down on the world, and then men will see your good works and glorify God Jehovah.’ On Jimi Hendrix, a former member of his backing band, 1973


 



‘People go, Oooo! They masturbate! Why they goin’, Oooo!, when they do it? Some people get three or four a night - I got nine! When I was doing it, I enjoyed doing it. In fact, some nights I couldn’t go to sleep until I did it. It’s just like a baby with a pacifier. And I don’t see why people frown upon it. It’s the truth!’ 1985


‘I gave up rock’n’roll in 1976. I had a lot of death in my family. My brother fell dead…I had another friend got shot in the head. Another friend of mine got cut up with a butcher knife. Another friend of mine had a heart attack. Then my mother died. Then my nephew shot himself in the head. So I decided that I would give my life to being an evangelist.’ 1985 - he returned to rock’n’roll in the late 1980s


 



‘When I see my old friends, they’re on walkers, some of ’em are in wheelchairs, some of ’em got a stick. And they hit you with it, too. I’m just glad that I’m able to still get around. And I can be found, and I’m sound. It’s a blessing and a lesson…I’m just glad to be wrapped up and tied up and hooked up with the right force. The power of love.’ 2003


 



‘One night I forgot some words to a song, and those words came to me. It was my first big hit: “Tutti frutti, aw rootie.” I thank God for those words…And I’d like to give my love to everybody, and let them know that the grass may look greener on the other side, but believe me, it’s just as hard to cut. And I’d just like to leave them with “Awop-bop-a-loo-bop-a-lop-bam-boom!” ’ 1994


Little Richard: the Qasar, the Architect, the Originator

[image: 010]




‘IN ORDER TO GET IT, YOU’VE GOTTA  GO THROUGH IT’ 

Sly Stone interviewed by chat-show man Dick Cavett on US telly in July 1970: a cut wrist, a lot of face-chewing, the same out-there vibes that defined his warped 1971 masterpiece There’s A Riot Goin’ On - and six minutes of TV heaven. Or, if you look at it another way, sheer hell…

[image: 011]

Sly Stone: ‘not so bad’, apparently

Enter famous US chat-show host Dick Cavett and Sly Stone (aka Sylvester Stewart), leader of multi-racial funksters Sly & The Family Stone. Cavett is dressed in a sober grey suit; Stone is attired, head to foot, in what appears to be red velvet. His hat is a kind of super-fedora with feathers in it, and he sports spangled britches. He chews the inside of his mouth a lot. He is also anxiously examining his left wrist.

 




DC: You’ve cut yourself. Did you have trouble getting here?  SS: I got my house broken into.


DC: Why are you injured there? Was that during a performance?


SS: I broke into my house. [Uproarious audience laughter]



DC: Caught yourself breaking into your house, did you?


SS: Actually, I caught myself trying to repair it.

I cut myself, yeah…


DC: It’s an actual wound. I think it’s just a flesh wound…


SS: [Looking momentarily hostile, and beginning to slur words] Is that sympathy I’m getting? Is it…symmmmy?


DC: Sympathy, yeah. Considering you were almost late getting here, it’s as much sympathy as…


SS: Why? You understand a house being broken into. If it was your house, you’d be a little late.


DC: Right. That’s right. You were going to be here another time and you never got here.


SS: I was here.


DC: I mean physically here.


SS: I was here. Marching [laughs]…No, I wasn’t here.


DC: Had I said something?


SS: No. You were great, man. You are great.

You are great.


DC: [With some weariness] I’m great.


SS: Right on. For real. [Looks at Cavett] For real. Hey Dick. Dick. Hey Dick.


DC: You have my entire attention.


SS: You’re great. [Audience applauds]



DC: I find it hard to keep the conversational ball in the air, but it ’s nice of you to say that.


SS: You are. Really, though.


DC: Well, you’re not bad yourself.


SS: Well, I am kinda bad. But I’m not so bad. You’re right. I’m not so bad.


DC: You’re straight on.


SS: I am straight in. [Pause] In order to get to it, you’ve gotta go through it. That ’s really the truth.


DC: Who said that? Was it Emerson? Or

Thoreau?


SS: Jimmy Ford [Texan jazz musician born in 1927]…Jimmy Ford’s in LA, beating up people…No, not really. Actually, he’s writing beautiful songs. And he’s destroying the minds of people who’ve been led to believe that the world is flat. Hey Dick! Dick. One more thing…


DC: [Looking mid-way between amused and nervous] Our relationship will continue right after this message!

 



Commercial break begins

 




DC: We’re back. We had a brief message from our local stations, but we’re back.


SS: We’re back. We’re black.


DC: You’re a magician with words. Listen:

I want to ask you a straight question. Bill

Graham [legendary ’60s West Coast concert promoter] was here - the man who closed the Fillmore East and the Fillmore West.


SS: Who?


DC: You know Bill Graham. He got fed up dealing with the…


SS: [Loudly] Gramme, man! I know him so well, he’s such a nice guy, I call him…


DC: What is that, exactly?


SS: I can’t tell you. [Pause] Gramme-cracker. Are you hip to the Gramme-cracker?


DC: [Sarcastically] Oh yes, yes.


SS: He’ll never let us play.


DC: Do you think Graham was right in his complaints about some acts being hard to work with?…He said that the reason he got out was that the acts were incredibly ungrateful, they demanded an incredible amount of money…the only fun in it for him was the money.


SS: [Thoughtfully] It’s kinda hard for Bill Graham to make a final analogy about what he doesn’t do when he’s sweating onstage.


DC: [Obviously humouring him] He did a lot of sweating onstage. Sometimes the audience would heckle him.


SS: Well, that ’s because he had an ulcer. Or something probably equivalent.


DC: Your relationship with him was not pleasant?


SS: Fine! That’s why I’m telling you the truth.


DC: [After a long pause, theatrically waves at



Stone] I like that! Tell me another story!  [Stone looks, with some curiosity, at Cavett and his other guest]



SS: Hey! How come you two have got the same legs crossed? [Camera zooms out to illustrate his point] I do it like this. [Stone leans back and crosses legs]



DC: That’s supposed to be more masculine, if you cross your legs like that.


SS: You know what happens?


DC: No, what?


SS: [Slowly and slurred] You…just… change…positions. [Pause] We have a brief message from our local stations…


DC: You’re right! And that’s where it’s at, baby!

 



Cue commercial break. Exit Stone.


Lear jets, kettles, porn... 

Rubbish catchphrases that only musicians - and roadies - could utter

‘No ass, no pass’

A completely lairy instruction that crystallises the sex/backstage access exchange common to countless touring rock bands - and, obviously, their road crews. The original source is lost in the mists of time, but it was used as the subtitle for the American porn film Backstage Sluts 2 in 1998. Which was nice.

 



‘Love ’em and Lear ’em’

A cringe-inducing and not un-boastful rule that links lovers and private jets, attributed to The Eagles’ Don Henley circa 1977. According to his sometime squeeze Stevie Nicks, ‘It’s something he would have said. He once sent a little cranberry-red Lear jet to pick me up from a Fleetwood Mac gig somewhere and fly me to New York.’ Says Henley: ‘Once in a while we would do something completely over the top like that, and it was simply our way of coping with the absurdity of making so much money and being so famous at such an early age. We had to do absurd things sometimes just to be able to put it all in perspective.’ Of course you did.

 



‘When on tour-o, drink Sapporo’

A catchphrase used regularly by Paul Weller’s touring party in Japan, in tribute to the nationally-ubiquitous beer brand that comes in pint glass-like cans. An article in Q magazine in 1994 traced it to a colourfully-named lighting engineer called Alf Zammit.

 



‘No kettle, no metal’

A very arcane one, this. Uttered on tour by the long-lost, fleetingly popular Brit-rock band Three Colours Red circa 1997, as a crisp statement about the necessity of tea-making facilities in dressing rooms. Slightly more adventurously, 3CR - or rather Geordie guitarist/singer Chris McCormack, younger brother of one of UK metallers The Wildhearts - were also fond of the mantra ‘no spliff, no riff ’ .




I READ THE NEWS TODAY, OH BOY 

Glorious highlights of the ongoing hysteria spasm that is red-top rock reporting

POP IDOLS SNEER AT DYING KIDS

Daily Mirror, 14 May 1987

The Beastie Boys were in Montreux, Switzerland, for its annual TV pop ‘festival’, and due to arrive in the UK within days, bringing their ‘hydraulic penis’ (see Chapter 3). Cue a ‘scoop’ - entirely fabricated, said the band - alleging grim behaviour involving a party of terminally ill children, replete with such ‘quotes’ as, ‘Who cares about a bunch of cripples anyway?’ By way of a standard act of Fleet Street warfare, The Sun then jumped in with contrary testimony from one of the kids’ mums: ‘The Beasties were very kind to the children and signed autographs for them.’

AMY ON CRACK


The Sun, 22 January 2008  One of many backhanded tributes to North London’s version of Billie Holiday, replete with her fondness for 1)‘the pipe’, and 2)late-night visits to the 7-11. The soaraway Sun got hold of footage of La Winehouse ‘smoking hit upon hit of crack after a 19-minute binge in which she snorted powdered ecstasy and cocaine’. They forecast nothing less than a ‘nosedive to oblivion’. Which, to be fair, is probably what she was after.

 



BAN THIS SICK STUNT


Daily Mirror, 25 September 1995  Subtitled ‘Chart stars sell CD with DIY kids’ drugs guide’. Packaging for the Pulp single Sorted For E’s And Wizz/Mis-shapes contained origami instructions for the creation of a bog-standard ‘cocaine wrap’, and the Mirror got in a right tizz. Thanks to the fuss, the offending CD booklets were recalled and - oh yes - pulped. NB: the front-page story was written by future orange-skinned TV bod Kate Thornton, and accompanied by a promotion for the lovely-sounding cod-bingo game Mirror Instant Scratch. 22

JACKO PULPS LOUT COCKER

Daily Mirror, 20 February 1996

Another Pulp one, included as an object lesson in how the red-tops nimbly jump from one standpoint to its complete opposite. The morning after Jarvis Cocker had so brilliantly interrupted Michael Jackson’s Artist Of A Generation vom-fest at the Brit Awards, the Mirror claimed that his ‘loutish’ antics had ‘brought terror’ to the kids used in MJ’s performance (there’s irony here somewhere, obviously). But within days, with the British public taking a firm pro-Jarv stance, the paper was leading a ‘Justice for Jarvis’ campaign, assisted by such names as Patsy Kensit, Zoe Ball and Barbara Windsor. Consistency, as they say, is the hobgoblin of small minds.
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Pete Doherty: on drugs, apparently

DOHERTY IN HIS CELL

The Sun, 16 April 2008

‘And guess what,’ said the good old Currant Bun, ‘he’s on heroin.’ From the top, then: ‘Jailed rocker Pete Doherty stares vacantly in his cell - amid revelations he is shooting up heroin in the prison’s Detox unit. The junkie singer, 29, has been injecting smack smuggled into London’s tough Wormwood Scrubs slammer.’ Surely the very definition of ‘not exactly front-page news’.

 



KICK THIS EVIL BASTARD OUT!

Daily Star, 12 February 1994

Laboured outrage about a UK tour by Snoop Doggy Dogg, with the obligatory quote from a rent-a-quote Tory MP (soon to be superseded by rent-a-quote New Labour MPs). Said Terry Dicks, the member - in both senses, perhaps - for Hayes and Harlington: ‘He should be put on the first plane back.’ He wasn’t.

 



THE FILTH AND THE FURY!

Daily Mirror, 2 December 1976

A treat. The unknown Sex Pistols were a last-minute booking on ITV’s teatime  programme Today, where they got roaring drunk, rose to host Bill Grundy’s bait, and swore like troopers. In around 12 hours, they thus became notorious, forever. Best bits: guitarist Steve Jones’s use of the very ’70s insult ‘rotter’, and the madness of ‘Lorry driver James Holmes, 47’, so outraged that he kicked in the screen of his TV. ‘It blew up and I was knocked backwards,’ he said. D’oh!

 



MYSTERY OF ELTON’S SILENT DOGS

The Sun, 28 September 1987

More red-top bollockry, which ended with a successful libel suit. Dogs guarding EJ were alleged to have been made barkless by a ‘horrific operation’ that turned them into ‘silent assassins’. He sued, and got a million, much to the annoyance of then-editor Kelvin MacKenzie. ‘Bloody Elton John,’ he said in 2006. ‘Libel can only have a value if there has been some kind of damage, right? Where is the damage? There’s nothing wrong with him!’

 




ROYAL ROW AS FRANKIE GO TOO FAR Daily Star, 28 December 1984


Frankie Goes To Hollywood’s much hyped debut album Welcome To The Pleasuredome had been out for a full two months when a Star staffer suddenly discovered that it featured ‘a Prince Charles impersonator talking about orgasms and ejaculation’. The splash went on: ‘Scores of angry mums complained to the Daily Star after buying Frankie’s album’ - presumably as a Christmas present, but the piece still reeked of fibs. Who, after all, phones the Daily Star to complain about anything?

 



PHIL: I’M FAXING FURIOUS

The Sun, 30 September 1994

Phil Collins’s marital bust-ups were not just reflected in lachrymose hit singles. According to the Sun, the supposedly mild-mannered Genesis singer also sent his estranged missus Jill a long fax including the words, ‘You are slowly making me hate you’ and ‘Man, I’m so fucking angry with you’. And to think: she was the only one who really knew him at all, etc.

 




JAGGER WEDDING DAY ROUGH HOUSE Daily Mirror, 13 May 1971


A very Mirror-type move: the portrayal of Mick’n’Bianca’s nuptials in St Tropez in terms that rather suggested the life of the paper’s in-house mascot Andy Capp. Note: according to the Oxford English Dictionary, the term ‘rough house’ denotes ‘a disturbance or row’, which was what happened when French law’s insistence on open-access weddings meant that the world - and his wife - got in. While we’re here, on page 30 of that day’s Mirror was a boxing story, pricelessly sold as ‘Bugner answers Boo Boys’.

 



OASIS: WE ARE BIGGER THAN GOD

Daily Mirror, 9 July 1997

What larks. At the height of his band’s imperial phase, Noel Gallagher needed little encouragement to give an affirmative answer to a question from an NME interviewer: ‘Do you think Oasis are more important to the youth of today than God?’ Given his fondness for a life that occasionally suggested a school play about The Beatles, the echoes of John Lennon’s 1966 ‘bigger than Jesus’ controversy were obviously irresistible, and the papers duly played the required role. ‘Noel’s amazing claim stuns Church’, was the sub-heading - but God, as far as anyone knew, was unbothered.

 



ELVIS IS ALIVE

Sunday Sport, 9 October 1988

An archetypal headline from the paper that was launched as a meld of the USA’s National Enquirer and a low-end soft-porn title (with sport), before essentially becoming a low-end soft-porn title (with sport). ‘Incredible photographs’ apparently proved that the King was alive, if still fat, and thereby ‘rocked the world’, though we remain more taken with two inside stories: ‘Sex swap stars wild nights with Bowie and Sting’ (page 13) and ‘Mars baby slung out of UFO’ (page 7).
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Johnny Rotten: ‘Filth and fury’ (with chips)




ROGER WATERS VS DAVID GILMOUR 

A masterclass in rock feuding, over 20 years and six rounds. Ding ding!

 



ROUND 1: Is it Pink Floyd without Roger Waters?


Waters: ‘Pink Floyd has become a spent force creatively, and this should be recognised in order to maintain the integrity and reputation of the group name…It is only realistic and honest to admit that the group has in practical terms disbanded and should be allowed to retire gracefully from the music scene.’ From a legal deposition, 1986



Gilmour: ‘I don’t understand why Roger is doing this…If he’d put all that time and energy into his own career instead of trying to fuck us up, he might be in a stronger position than he actually is. He’s lost all sympathy, it seems to me, with the press and a lot of the public too, judging by some of the things we see at the concerts: kids wearing “Fuck Roger” and “Roger Who?” T-shirts.’ 1988


 



ROUND 2: Stadium rock: evil, or what?


Waters: ‘I wrote The Wall as an attack on stadium rock - and there’s Pink Floyd making money out of it by playing it in stadiums! That’s for them to live with. They have to bear the cross of that betrayal.’ 1992



Gilmour: ‘I see no reason to apologise for wanting to make music and earn money. That’s what we do…I personally think that our music is suited to larger venues.’ 1994


 



ROUND 3: And


what about 1994’s The Division Bell, eh? Gilmour: ‘I really like The Division Bell, although I wouldn’t say it’s an immediate album. You have to put a bit of work in to get out of it the riches that are there.’ 1994  Waters: ‘It had got totally Spinal Tap by then. Lyrics written by the new wife [writer Polly Samson, who Gilmour married in July 1994]. Well, they were! I mean, give me a fucking break! Come on! And what a nerve: to call that Pink Floyd. It was an awful record.’ 2004



ROUND 4: Who’s the best musician? Gilmour: ‘What we miss of Roger is his drive, his focus, his lyrical brilliance, many things. But I don’t think any of us would say that music was one of the main ones…He’s not a great musician, our Rog. God bless him. He just isn’t.’ 1994
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