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Foreword


So, I first met PJ at Vancouver Airport. I’d gone out there with Mickey Rourke, the car, not the actor, and he had written to me.* I believe it was about my book or something similar to my book. He wrote a very good letter. He writes and does a very good everything. I invited him. And there I was at Vancouver Airport when PJ came sailing through. I think I had brought him to go on a film scam. I have to look that up in the dictionary . . . yes, ‘film scam’, page 47B.† The film scam didn’t work out, but we did . . . Well, the people were below us. It was like, you know, pitching for a Richard Attenborough B movie when you come in all Daniel Craig and A. And we just hit it off. And that’s what one does with PJ. And that’s the great thing to remember about him, as he comes now into your life: just be a conduit. Just be open. You will hit it off. And he will be good for you. Just let him.


Andrew Loog Oldham


 


* Some help with the Loogisms . . . 
Mickey Rourke was the name of Andrew’s lovely black town car, so named after he took a shine to a similar set of wheels from one of Rourke’s films. It was adorned by personalised plates reading ‘OLD PRO’.


† It wasn’t an actual scam.









Introduction


27.08.24


The six digits that pulsed on the big screens immediately after Blossoms’ Wythenshawe Park headline set confirmed that the seemingly impossible was happening. The date, framed in Brian Cannon’s iconic early Deccastyle Oasis logo, told the whole music world that the guns had indeed ‘fallen silent’ and a sibling truce had been struck. Fans, like myself, from all over the world set time aside for the impending ticket scramble come 8 a.m. on 27 August – almost fifteen years to the day since another sign had flashed on another set of big screens, telling a French festival crowd that Oasis had cancelled their performance. After Noel and Liam seemingly did each other’s heads in for good. Rocking-horse droppings were easier to come by than reunion tour tickets when Ticketmaster clicked the big dynamic pricing button at 8 a.m. that day. It had seemed like the chance of Oasis ever playing together again had passed. For a long time, Liam had lobbied for it before going cold. Then Noel had opened the door slightly, caveated by a big enough bag of cash. But neither was on the same page at the same time. Shocker. When it did happen it happened fast and with an impressive level of secrecy.


This book was originally conceived as a dual biography of both Liam and Noel’s respective solo careers. It’s an aspect of their lives that I found fascinating and felt was underappreciated. The public image of them remains hard boiled in the lager-drinking, V-sign-waving mould of nineties tabloid headlines. Their artistic evaluations remain lazy, built on the back of early mentions of T. Rex and the Beatles. Oasis, and the Gallaghers, deserve a fresh perspective. As it happened, the band announced their reunion just as I was working on it. That seismically altered context now frames this as the story of the brothers’ journey from breakup to reunion. It’s written by a fan who lived an Almost Famous-esque experience. I went from a teenager queuing at record shops to buy their CD singles to going on the road with Oasis and even spending time in the studio with them as they recorded Dig Out Your Soul. It was an extraordinary experience and a gift for the teenage self.


Above all, this is a book about family and what it is to wear the name Gallagher. It shows them as individuals, both within and without the context of brotherhood. They have both achieved huge success as solo stars in the years since Oasis broke up and have both had various personal challenges to contend with during that time. The Liam and Noel we see today are significantly developed from those who bolted from the traps in the heat of Definitely Maybe. That said, their dynamic remains arrested. Their disharmony, stuck in adolescence, has fascinated music fans for decades. Why is it these two don’t get on? How does the trauma of their childhood still drive the volatile chemistry at the heart of Oasis, and how does it shape their personal lives? Hopefully we can get close to the heart of these questions. I hope any journalists who read this book keep those aspects in mind when covering the band in the future and apply appropriate humanity to their descriptions.


I’ll start by saying I have a huge amount of respect for any self-made individual who has excelled at the top of a highly competitive field. Especially if they’re from a northern council estate. And especially if they’re from a difficult home. For those unfamiliar with Britain’s geographic and class divide, the easiest way to explain it is to say Game of Thrones isn’t entirely pulled from its author’s imagination, with its portrayal of those in the south as wealthy sophisticates, while those in the freezing north are simple and brutish, and those beyond the wall (i.e. Hadrian’s Wall) are red-haired wildlings. This is essentially how the country is sometimes viewed by some of its more advantaged populous.


I grew up in the same class and geographical space as the Gallaghers. I saw very close up just how hard life can be for some children and wives when the home is not a sanctuary. Media portrayals of these two men are almost always lacking in empathy when it comes to this aspect. Often their incredible achievements are obscured by naked classism in the British media. Noel and Liam Gallagher are the most uniquely successful and fascinating siblings in the history of British music. They transcended the art form and cast a monobrowed shadow over the British cultural landscape for decades. Two lads from a Moss Side-adjacent council estate who shook the world, Noel and Liam occupy two digits on the single hand required to count the number of former British band members who have succeeded as solo acts at this level. It’s an extraordinary accomplishment from uniquely different siblings.


As for my experience, Oasis changed my life. The first time I heard them, it felt like someone had fired a starting gun in my brain and real life had begun. I was crammed into the back of a school minibus staring into the pitchblack night through the condensation-coated window as we headed to a biology residential in soggy Wales, just a few miles from Monnow Valley, where Definitely Maybe had been recorded. One of the lads at the front of the bus had insisted on playing his new tape. He clunked the play button, and it rattled from the bus’s tinny speakers: Noel’s siren of a guitar clearing the approach for the supersonic vocal flyby of Liam’s opening line of ‘Rock ’n’ Roll Star’. The dozen or so captive teen minds being driven to that educational black site all stopped what they weren’t doing and tuned in. Liam’s snarling Lydon-meets-Lennon delivery of a line about his dreams being real in his head landed just right for this committed daydreamer with a northern chip on his shoulder. The droning promise of a weekend poking at Welsh wildlife didn’t seem so bad now that we had this. This wasn’t just music – it was a declaration. Nothing was ever the same for me after that. In the eighteen months that followed, they became the biggest band on the planet and defined nineties culture.


The third Oasis album dropped on school results day. I sacked off the trip to my school and discovery of my grades, and headed to HMV to get my hands on the third Oasis album the moment it was released. The record’s title, Be Here Now (an album I later had the surreal experience of defending to its writer), was a mandate. I knew exam results paled in significance to rock ’n’ roll. The anticipation and excitement had swelled to a generationdefining phenomenon. National news outlets dispatched outside-broadcast crews to document the moment the first copies were bought. I grabbed that LP like it was a ticket to the future and gorged on the songs and the accompanying artwork. It was more than simply music; it was the cresting wave of the ‘Cool Britannia’ tsunami that had swelled over the previous few years and swept away me and millions of others.


A month or so later, I saw my first Oasis concert at Sheffield Arena and, a month after that, my second at Manchester G-Mex. The hours spent freezing my arse off in line to secure a place on the barrier, right in front of Noel, were worth it. It was pure adrenaline, freebased through the ears. I was hooked as they played one decade-defining anthem after another. Loudly . . . very loudly. My ears rang well into the next week. I treasured the temporary tinnitus. I’d earned those high-frequency rings. The last resonance of the guitar chords, smashed through Noel’s stacked Marshall cabs, stuck with me for days. They were aural battle scars. I began to scramble together money from my part-time jobs and bought a Squier Stratocaster. It wasn’t a good guitar by any stretch nor my preferred style (an Epiphone Sheraton, of course), but it’s all I could afford, and it meant I could play these life-affirming songs myself, so it was good enough.


The impact Oasis had on people my age, especially in the northwest of England, was profound. Their music instilled a sense of belief and possibility. For the minutes those songs played, we had the feeling we could achieve anything. The representation my particular class had seen of itself in the media until then had been largely as criminal or thick. Seeing lads from where I was from, who looked and dressed like me and my mates, suddenly opened the world up, and it even became cool to be an Umbro-clad northern lad. It was a collective refuge for optimism. From now on, anything was possible.


Years later, in my twenties, after following the path floodlit by my Mancunian musical epiphany, I started my own record label as a joint venture with Sony Music. As part of the same division as Oasis’s label, Creation, no less. Oasis became fans of some of the bands I signed, and I had the incredible opportunity to tour with the Gallaghers across the UK and the US on a few occasions. I got to experience their energy first-hand from the side of the stage, played football on empty pitches before the stadium doors opened, chatted at catering and hung out in their dressing room after shows.


As the years moved on, I became friendly with several of the band and their circle, socialising from time to time. On one occasion, a mate and I dropped by the LA recording studio where they were recording Dig Out Your Soul. I sat in the live room, and we all (minus Liam who was AWOL) chatted while the producer, Dave Sardy, compiled tracks in the control room. Noel lined up a sequence of YouTube videos that had tickled him. We watched one after another on his laptop until we literally cried with laughter. Among those he was enjoying that particular week were videos featuring an Iraqi soldier who fell over each time the rifle he was firing kicked back, and the ‘Santana Shreds’ video, which is a masterpiece of comic overdubbing.


These experiences further galvanised my enthusiasm for the Gallagher brothers and deepened my understanding of them as people. By chance, I attended their last-ever show. When I heard of the breakup a few days later, I couldn’t help but recall something Liam had said the last time I’d seen him. I’ve always suspected Liam of being shy or perhaps suffering a degree of stage fright before his big shows. He tends to keep himself to himself more than Noel and the others, saying warm hellos while never stopping for conversation. The younger Gallagher brother is a man who both literally and figuratively grabs people by the balls . . . I remember when we were in the England dressing room at Wembley Stadium, post-show. Liam has arguably the world’s most identifiable gait, and it was now swaggering towards me, feet at ten and two. He stopped, clutched my crotch, looked me in the eye and with a halfsmile, said ‘All right?’


For a while now, ‘All right’ had been the only word Liam and I had ever exchanged. We’d had entire conversations on a daily basis with just ‘All right?’ Certain words in the northern lexicon are incredibly versatile, and ‘all right’ is up there with ‘mate’ for usefulness.


‘Let’s have that fuckin’ drink then,’ he continued as he gestured to the fully loaded fridge.


During that drink and those subsequent, Liam began to express his boredom at playing ‘the same shows’, as he put it. He didn’t share my wonderment at the fact we were sitting on the same seats where Wayne Rooney, David Beckham and the rest of the Three Lions sat to prepare for a home international. But why would he? This wasn’t his first dance. He had a long and chequered history with this particular stadium and, anyway, he’s Irish at heart. He expressed it with his customary articulate directness: ‘It’s the same fuckin’ show every night. It’s boring, man.’


I’d argued that playing Wembley Stadium to tens of thousands of fans isn’t that boring, but he was stuck in his thought. He gazed into the middle distance. The horizon of his hinterland was a distant destination to that of mine. A month later, he wouldn’t have to worry about the tedium of playing Wembley Stadium or any Oasis shows ever again. They had broken up. This time for good. Or so we thought . . .


Hard to believe it has been over a decade and a half since Noel and Liam’s volatile chemistry imploded Oasis. The now estranged brothers have charted their own paths, becoming two distinct solo artists. The music of Liam and Noel Gallagher continues to resonate with me on a visceral level, each brother offering something unique that speaks to different aspects of my life, and the lives of millions around the world. Noel’s music is a tapestry of uplifting introspection. His lyrics project emotions, offering solace without ever being too direct. With Noel Gallagher’s High Flying Birds, he’s ventured into new sonic territories – electronica, orchestration, anything that sparks his creative curiosity. He retains a sense of vulnerability wrapped in lyrical opacity. His evolution as a solo artist, marked by his willingness to experiment, had long been hinted at during his time in Oasis, but the gravity of the band and its sound always kept him in the rock ’n’ roll orbit. It’s not always what Oasis fans want, but Noel’s journey is his own, and he’s stayed true to his vision, even in the face of criticism or commercial pressures.


Noel has a generational gift for melody, and solo success came swiftly – his debut album was a commercial and critical triumph. But as his music drifted away from the classic Oasis sound, some fans dropped off. Noel didn’t care. He was exploring new frontiers, pushing the boundaries of what he could create. His music became more introspective, a reflection of a solitary artist carving out his own path.


The commercial and critical trajectories of their solo careers further underscore their individual significance. Noel experienced immediate success with his debut solo album. The acclaim for his initial work was a testament to his established reputation and his ability to innovate within the rock genre. However, as Noel’s music moved away from the quintessential Oasis sound towards more expansive sonic territories, there was a gradual decline in live sales and radio exposure. This shift, while artistically fulfilling for Noel, highlighted the challenges of balancing personal artistic growth with audience expectations.


Liam, on the other hand, has seen an enormous resurgence in relevance and commercial success as a solo artist. His albums have topped charts, and his live performances have drawn massive crowds, reaffirming his enduring appeal. Liam’s ability to channel the spirit of Oasis while injecting his own personality into his music has landed strongly with existing fans and a new generation. The swagger and bravado are pure, uncut type-A masculinity. He is an almost entirely unreconstructed megastar. Liam’s presence is a celebration of confidence and defiance – a kid from nothing who acts like he owns everything. It is as bulletproof a stage persona as they come. His ability to connect with audiences purely through standing centre stage and occasionally shaking a tambourine is a unique frequency of magnetism in an industry defined by charisma. He has navigated his solo career by trusting the elemental nature that defined him during the Oasis years, while also showing an underrated development as a songwriter. His solo efforts, particularly, reflect a maturation in his writing and a willingness to collaborate with other musicians. His voice remains unlike any other. Liam Gallagher doesn’t sing notes so much as buzzsaw through them. If you stand within earshot of one of Liam’s stage monitors when he sings, it’s like a jet plane taking off. His performances, with their raw energy and uniquely undulating swagger, are the essence of what made Oasis a phenomenon.


The legacy of Oasis had loomed large over both Noel and Liam. They are two men for ever measured against the eternal yardsticks of history and brotherhood, but both have managed to carve out distinct and vastly successful solo careers – a genuine rarity among history’s great rock bands. Together they created something bigger than the sum of its parts and now they prepare to show the world once more the innate ability Oasis has to connect with audiences on a tribal level. Their concerts are more than just musical performances – they are communal celebrations of a shared cultural heritage and continue to inspire new generations. Their paths from single-parent, council-estate lads to global rock icons attest their perseverance and artistic integrity as much as talent. When an artist is relentlessly authentic, it allows people to believe in them and to believe in their work. And the Gallaghers believe in each other once more.


So here we are. The brothers are back together and preparing to share a stage for this first time since one of them threw a plum at the other in a Parisian dressing room back in 2009.









The Past is Prelude: 
Oasis 1992–2009


This book assumes the reader is coming to it as a fairly knowledgeable fan of the band and their history. If you’re new to the Oasis phenomenon and less familiar with the history of the band, this section will serve as a little map to help you navigate the forward path. There’s a good chunk of Oasis history in the pages ahead but this will see you right if you need a cheatsheet. Feel free to flick forward to the main event if you know your Oasistory.


Oasis covered a lot of ground in their seventeen years of noise and confusion. We’ll jog through the story, starting in Manchester, 1992, when Noel joined Liam’s band, the Rain, and Oasis properly began.


The original lineup consisted of Liam Gallagher on vocals, Paul ‘Bonehead’ Arthurs on guitar, Paul ‘Guigsy’ McGuigan on bass and Tony McCarroll on drums. Liam’s older brother, Noel Gallagher, sat in with them in a rehearsal at Manchester’s Boardwalk practice space and joined soon after. Noel brought his songwriting prowess and guitar skills to the band along with a degree of experience in the industry after touring the world as a member of fellow Mancunians Inspiral Carpets’ road crew. Noel insisted on becoming the former Rain’s only songwriter, and after playing them songs like ‘Live Forever’ that seemed a pretty good idea to all involved.


Oasis’s debut album, Definitely Maybe, released in 1994, was an instant classic, becoming the fastest-selling debut album in UK history at the time. The album’s raw energy and anthemic tracks like ‘Supersonic’ and ‘Live Forever’ captured the spirit of the era and catapulted Oasis to stardom.


The band’s success continued with their second album, (What’s the Story) Morning Glory?, released in 1995. The album included iconic mega-hits like ‘Wonderwall’ and ‘Don’t Look Back in Anger’, cementing Oasis’s place as one of the biggest bands in the world. (What’s the Story) Morning Glory? remains the best-selling album recorded in the 1990s in the UK.


In 1995, Tony McCarroll was reportedly sacked from his own band by Noel, who felt that his drumming skills were not up to par with the band’s growing ambitions. McCarroll later sued the band and received a settlement. He had been given a rough ride by the band, effectively being forced out, even being buried alive by the other band members in the ‘Live Forever’ music video.


McCarroll was replaced by Alan White, who became Oasis’s longest-serving drummer, staying with the band until 2004. White’s drumming style was more technically proficient than McCarroll’s, and he was able to handle the complex rhythms of the band’s later material. However, White was also known for his laid-back personality, which sometimes clashed with the more intense Gallagher brothers.


Oasis’s meteoric rise to fame was accompanied by the brothers’ infamous rivalry, which often spilled over into public spats and physical altercations. Despite the tensions, the band continued to produce hit albums and sell out massive concerts, including two legendary shows at Knebworth House in 1996, which were attended by over 250,000 fans.


In that same year, Liam Gallagher quit the band’s American tour citing a pressing need to house hunt, leaving Noel to front the shows himself and arguably costing Oasis the chance to truly crack America. Liam returned to the band a few weeks later. Noel also quit the band on several occasions, most notably in 2000 after a fight with Liam during a concert in Spain. Noel later said that he was ‘sick’ of the band and that he needed to ‘get away’ from Liam. He floated the idea of pulling a Brian Wilson and leaving the band to tour without him while he focused on studio work. Guitarist Matt Deighton stood in for the remaining shows. However, Noel soon returned to Oasis.


The band’s third album, Be Here Now, released in 1997, was a commercial success. In contemporary reviews it was also a critical hit, but over time reviews were rewritten and, viewed outside of its time period, even Noel became dismissive of the record. The album’s wall-of-sound production and excessive length signalled a plateau in the band’s creative force.


In 1999, McGuigan and Arthurs left the band, citing exhaustion (Guigsy) and creative differences (Bonehead). They were replaced by Gem Archer of Heavy Stereo on guitar and Andy Bell of Ride on bass. The new lineup released Oasis’s fourth album, Standing on the Shoulder of Giants, in 2000.


When Alan White left in 2004, Oasis brought in Zak Starkey, the son of Ringo Starr and drummer in the Who. Starkey enhanced the band’s more rock-driven tracks. Despite the enormous fame of his father he was a very low-key presence, often being able to walk through the front door of the arena an hour before stage time with barely a turned head. He was also relatively expensive to employ and travel with, and after Zak declined to leave the Who, the band turned to Chris Sharrock, who was known for his versatility and experience.


Oasis continued to tour and release albums throughout the 2000s. Critics never received the subsequent LPs with the same gusto as their early work but the band continued to be a behemoth of the touring world, monobrowed Godzillas glam stomping through the world’s football stadia. The band’s final album, Dig Out Your Soul, was released in 2008.


In 2009, Noel Gallagher announced his departure from the band after a backstage fight with Liam at a festival in Paris. The implosion brought one of the most successful, influential and controversial bands in British music history – as well as the relationship between the brothers Gallagher – to what appeared to be a permanent end.









1


Waiting for the Rapture – Liam, 2009


22 August: A Field in England


Fist raised. A defiant silhouette cuts through the blazing lights. Liam Gallagher’s unmistakable, sweeping cadence breezes through the haze, a force of nature ready to meet the roaring and adoring crowd. As his big brother, Noel, loops the strap of his beautiful red Gibson over his head, his name rings out in bisyllabic terrace chant . . . Liam, Liam, Liam. Oasis are about to smash through the 114th of 118 scheduled mega-gigs on their latest, yearlong, tour. They’re booked to headline England’s dual-site V Festival, starting tonight in Staffordshire, before moving on to the Chelmsford location tomorrow.


The summer air, thick with anticipation and the aroma of stale fags, urine and a thousand spilled lagers, crackles with a primal static before turning eighty thousand people into one rolling mass when a single snare drum detonates the band’s walk-on music, ‘Fuckin’ in the Bushes’. The snarling, swaggering, unapologetically brash intro rips through the night. It’s a call to arms, a behavioural double dare for a festival crowd, and those gathered in this Staffordshire field respond as one.


Liam thrives on this, the connection with the crowd, the symbiotic relationship between performer and audience, the shared energy that surges back and forth, forming a tangible current that cracks through the air. As the sampled voices of peeved Isle of Wight residents and helter-skelteresque guitars fade from the speakers, he sneers four simple, monosyllabic words that ignite the tinderbox crowd. ‘Rock ’n’ Roll Star.’


That famously flat, almost nasal Mancunian accent, untouched by decades spent in north London’s leafy suburbs, cuts through the roar like a razor blade. It’s a statement of intent, a declaration of war on the mundane, the ordinary, the predictable.


This song from Oasis’s debut album, released almost fifteen years earlier, has served as a manifesto for Liam, a blueprint for his life. He doesn’t just sing the lyrics; he lives and breathes them. They are a design for life. His vocal tonight is an exorcism of rock ’n’ roll’s belligerent spirit. It is hope and ambition, bottled. As it rips through the masses, their voices join his and lift it into the twilight sky and beyond. He’s not just singing to them; he’s singing with them and for them. Tonight everyone is a Rock ’n’ Roll Star. That’s the point of Oasis. They deliver an uplifting, communal experience that makes the present euphoric and a better future seem possible.


Liam slowly scans the sea of faces rolling in front of him. It stretches beyond the neon fairground rides until the horizon is a hazy tide of limbs and faces, all moving as one. He offers a subtle nod, the raised chin and cocksure pout of a champion prizefighter concluding his ring walk, and then a glance to his left.


There he is. Noel. The anchoring presence in Liam’s life since he came screaming into this world. The stoic, guitar-strumming yin to Liam’s volatile, tambourineswinging yang. His cherry guitar gleams under the lights. Two second-generation immigrant brothers from a broken council-estate home who joined their heroes at rock ’n’ roll’s big table. The music tonight is a visceral, primal force. It’s not just heard; it’s felt, deep in the bones, in the gut and in the soul. Liam, draped in one of his own Pretty Green olive parkas, stands loose and defiant – a sartorial middle finger to the world – exuding the effortless cool and era-defining swagger that has made him a legend. He is a rock ’n’ roll icon for the ages. A man of few words on stage, fewer still that are actually intelligible to a swaying, beer-soaked crowd, but he doesn’t need elaborate pronouncements or witty stage banter. His very presence is a statement, a performance in itself. He prowls the stage, his movements economical yet charged. It’s a captivating sight, this display of controlled chaos.


The crowd’s response grows into a lyrical roar, and a seismic push towards the barriers carries them nearer to their heroes. Liam is on top of the world, revelling in the riotous connection. He stands motionless between songs, eyeballing desperately adoring face after face, watching it all unfold. He thrives on the communal mayhem. It’s a feeling that is amplified when he has his brother alongside him.


It’s impossible truly to deconstruct what makes a star, to pinpoint that elusive, intangible quality that separates the truly great from the merely good. But charisma, that magnetic, almost mystical aura, is the essential component. Some exude it through elaborate stage shows, through frenetic movement and choreographed dance routines. Or through witty, crowd-whipping anecdotes. Liam’s radiates through stillness. It’s fucking fascinating. He is a captivating contradiction. He stands almost motionless, and yet, all eyes are glued to him. Right hand clasping left wrist behind his back. Knees bent, locked in a semi-crouch. Throat raised towards the microphone in a larynx-shredding posture that would make any singing tutor clutch their pearls. Pure instinct. The occasional backward bounce, a coiled spring releasing tension, before jabbing back in, leaning in to unleash the physical assault of the next note, the next snarled lyric, the next guttural roar. There’s a raw, primal energy to him and a magnetism that draws the pupil and holds it captive. He’s a study in contrasts, a masterclass in the art of less being more.


There is a primal humanity in the Liam Gallagher experience. His voice, as powerful as ever, perhaps even more so with the added grit of age and experience, retains its untamed quality. Those signature, dive-bombing pitch shifts, those soaring, anthemic choruses, cut across the night air, sending shivers down the spines of the assembled masses. His presence on stage is utterly magnetic, every movement, every gesture, every glance imbued with meaning, a testament to his enduring charisma, his unwavering self-belief, his punk spirit, distilled over decades in the spotlight. He feeds on the energy of the crowd, absorbs it, amplifies it and gives it back tenfold, a human amplifier of pure rock ’n’ roll energy. As he powers through the songs, the crowd is with him every step of the way. They sing along to every word, every chorus, their voices blending with his in a visceral, communal roar. This isn’t just a concert; it’s a shared experience, a collective outpouring of emotion.


The might of Oasis surges through the festival grounds, fuelled by Noel Gallagher-penned classics that have moved a generation. As the night draws to a close, the stage lights sweep across the crowd, throwing a net over the ocean of faces, a vast, undulating tapestry. The last song Oasis play is a cover of the Beatles’ ‘I Am the Walrus’. It had been their usual cover since the very start of the band and right through their golden run. It was an acknowledgement of the Fab Four’s lasting influence on Oasis and something of a confirmation of the critical view that they never managed to escape that sound. It had been retired in favour of the Who’s ‘My Generation’ during the second half of the band’s career. A quirk of the band’s journey had seen Zak Starkey, who was partially taught the kit by Keith Moon and who was a touring member of the Who, driving the rhythm with his great caveman rock style. Zak’s absence from Oasis’s final stretch probably made it easier for the band to revisit the song his father Ringo had originally recorded. It has only recently been revived in their set.


Noel, a lover of feedback folded through his extensive pedal board, allows the drone to spill from his semiacoustic guitar as he gives a cursory softened clap to the crowd before leaving the stage. Unlike the aforementioned Fab Four, Oasis have never troubled with the showbiz bow, even when they bow out for good.


Liam, meanwhile, prowls to the front of the gigantic stage, his ears ringing with the deafening roar of thousands of impassioned voices, a sound that seems to resonate with him on a spiritual level. The adulation missing from so much of his early life now delivered to him en masse by a chorus of thousands. He crouches down, a predator surveying its domain, and looks out, taking it all in, absorbing the energy. This is his kingdom. He is rock’s apex roller. The chin-out heavyweight champion of the world who has risen from nothing to take the belt.


But this triumphant return, this apparently perfect moment, is tinged with a bittersweet irony, a subtle undercurrent of melancholy. The seeds of destruction are already sown, buried deep within the band’s DNA, like a dormant volcano waiting to erupt, and the fateful explosion will occur less than a week later in Paris.


Cracks, hairline fractures at first, have destabilised the band from the very beginning. Liam himself, in a moment of rare self-awareness, has compared Oasis to a highperformance sports car, a finely tuned machine capable of breathtaking speed and exhilarating performance, but also prone to spinning out of control, to crashing and burning in spectacular fashion. The volatile, often explosive relationship between Liam and Noel – the very thing that makes Oasis so compelling, so unique, so great; the palpable friction that drives the public’s endless fascination with the band – will finally cause it to crash, to careen off the road and burst into flames. The answer to the ever-looming question of whether they will break up, a question that has hung over the band like the sword of Damocles since their inception, will soon have an emphatically definitive answer.


Even in this moment of triumph in a Staffordshire field where once a year tens of thousands of music lovers come together for V Festival’s northern leg, the fault lines that run through the band are shifting. The tension between Liam and Noel is a living, breathing entity, a constant, malevolent presence that lurks in the shadows, threatening to consume them both.


The following night, the tectonic plates of brotherly love increase in magnitude on the rock ’n’ roll Richter scale. Oasis abandon the Chelmsford V set due to Liam having developed ‘viral laryngitis’ in the past twelve hours or so. Rumours of a growing fissure begin to move among those in the industry. On 24 August 2009, tensions between Noel and Liam escalate further following an article by Gordon Smart in the Sun’s ‘Bizarre’ gossip column. The piece speculates about the band’s future, suggesting that their upcoming performance in Milan could be their last. Liam Gallagher has long harboured resentment towards Noel’s association with media figures, often referring to them sneeringly as Noel’s ‘pals in the media’. He feels that Noel has been using the papers to cast him as the primary source of the band’s internal issues. Liam’s disdain for Gordon Smart is especially pronounced, viewing him as emblematic of the external influences he distrusts. To be fair to Liam, having been subjected to long-term invasive press coverage, he is loath to see anybody from any paper in his dressing room, let alone the tabloids for which the phrase ‘gutter press’ would be an insult to sewers. ‘I was seeing the Sun around all the time. I was thinking, “What the fuck is this about?” That caused a lot of fucking aggro, in Paris and in the build-up to Paris. I was going, “What you fucking doing having them here?” I knew that if I stepped out of line they were going to write a story about me. Or write a story about my other brother [Paul], saying he’s on benefits. That was going down. Yet the geezer who was writing it was in the corner of my fucking dressing room getting pissed on my ticket. And Noel, was like, “He’s my mate.” Oh, he’s your mate now, is he? And Noel knows how I am. I don’t have any of that.’


Liam’s ‘us against them’ mentality is deeply rooted in his working-class upbringing in Manchester. He believes that the band’s strength lies in its unity and is wary of any external influences that might disrupt their cohesion. Noel’s growing friendships outside the band, particularly with media personalities, are seen by Liam as threats to this unity. Noel’s friendship with Smart extends beyond professional interactions. They are increasingly close friends. This closeness has only deepened Liam’s sense of exclusion and possessiveness over his brother’s attention. He struggles with the idea that Noel is sharing aspects of his life with outsiders, perceiving it as a betrayal of their fraternal bond. And Noel’s choice of the Sun as a platform is particularly jarring to Oasis fans.


The publication of Smart’s article on that August day acts as a catalyst, bringing underlying tensions to the surface. Paranoia is a corrosive force. Its gnaws relentlessly at the mind and magnifies insecurities. Added to that, Liam’s enthusiasm for drugs and alcohol has done little to dull the edges of an already heightened sense of suspicion.


The story predictably sparks Liam’s emotions. It is the trifecta of Liam buttons required to induce paranoiadriven anger: a media pal of Noel’s suggesting the band is nearing its end and Liam is the reason. Noel understands Liam’s psychology. He knows the stimulus and the response. As Oasis’s former tour manager Maggie Mouzakitis will perfectly phrase it in the 2016 Oasis: Supersonic documentary, ‘Liam has a lot of buttons, and Noel has a lot of fingers.’ In fact, years earlier Noel told Spin magazine, ‘I’ve kind of learnt that instead of arguing stuff out with [Liam] and ending up in a fight, I work on his psychology and he’s completely freaked out by me now. He’s actually frightened to death of me.’ In the north, we call this ‘working the head’. This pattern of provocation and reaction have driven their entire relationship since childhood.


Heading into Oasis’s headline appearance at the Rock en Seine festival in Paris that weekend, Liam is primed for explosion. His insecurity around Noel isn’t just emotional – it is existential, tied to his very identity as the defining rock star of his generation.


Paris, 28 August 2009. The City of Light. The final, fatal blow. A backstage argument, yet another in a long and storied history of backstage blowouts, fuelled by decades of pent-up frustration, unresolved conflicts and deep-seated emotional baggage, erupts into a full-blown, no-holds-barred confrontation. The inevitable is upon them. A moment that will for ever be etched in the annals of rock ’n’ roll history.


It is meant to be just another show, another landmark performance in their latest tour, a seemingly endless trek through the world’s megadomes. Another night of musical transcendence for the band. Another night of joyous, communal release for the waiting Parisian crowd. Instead, it becomes the night when everything falls apart, the night the music dies. The fraying butterfly stitches of brotherly love finally become an open scar of sibling resentment.


Backstage, in the cramped, poorly lit confines of the dressing room, the air is thick with fraternal tension. Liam and Noel are at each other’s throats, locked in yet another vicious verbal sparring match. Years of simmering rivalry, of petty jealousies, of creative differences, of mounting frustrations, have reached a boiling point, a critical mass. It starts, as these things often do, with something small, utterly insignificant in the grand scheme of things. A misplaced word, a misinterpreted glance, a perceived slight. The rest of the band, seasoned veterans of the Gallagher wars, had witnessed far worse confrontations between the two, far more explosive arguments. But something about this one just takes grip. This one feels different, heavier, more ominous. Maybe it’s the accumulated friction and fatigue that come with spending far too much time with a loved one, the inevitable wear and tear of a relationship under constant strain. Maybe it’s simply time, the natural end of a cycle. Precision-strike insults, honed over years of practice, echo through the dressing room, accusations fly back and forth like poisoned arrows, and then, the inevitable: argy-bargy, a physical altercation, a brief but violent scuffle. Liam, in a fit of pique, throws a plum at Noel, a bizarre, almost comical act of aggression. Noel, according to Liam, smashes one of Liam’s guitars, a deliberate, calculated act of revenge. And Liam, never one to back down from a physical fight, according to Noel, retaliates in kind, smashing one of his own guitars in a brilliant moment of blind Spinal Tappery, mistakenly believing it to be Noel’s.


Noel, his patience finally, irrevocably exhausted, storms out of the dressing room with internalised rage worn across his face. The dressing room falls into a painful silence, punctuated only by the growing, expectant hum of the festival crowd outside who remain blissfully unaware of the drama unfolding backstage. Waiting for a show that will never come.


Liam stands there, seething, still hurling insults at his brother’s retreat, but not quite believing what is happening, not fully comprehending the enormity of the situation. Noel has quit the band several times before, most notably during their first, chaotic US tour, but he’s always returned. The gravitational pull of Oasis has been too great for him to escape its orbit, but not this time. This time’s different. It’s final. Noel gets into the back of his Mercedes people carrier, his silhouette barely visible through the tinted windows, a ghost in his own life, and the vehicle pulls silently away, disappearing into the Parisian night.


Moments later, the news filters back to Liam: Noel has sent out a press release, a cold, formal announcement, confirming what has just transpired. Oasis, the band that had defined him, is no more. He cites, among other things, Liam’s ongoing violence towards him as a key factor in his decision.


The reaction is immediate and overwhelming. A global outpouring of shock, disbelief and grief. Devastated fans are left to mourn the loss of a band that has soundtracked their lives and given voice to their hopes, dreams and frustrations. The media goes into a feeding frenzy, dissecting every detail of the split. Commentators offer their own interpretations as Liam tries to make sense of the wreckage and conceive of a world without Oasis.


For Liam, the split is a betrayal of the highest order, a devastating abandonment that collapses his entire adult identity and his place in the world. Oasis is not just a band; it is the dominant landmark in Liam’s inner navigation, the fixed point around which his entire life has revolved. Who is Liam Gallagher if not the frontman of Oasis? The brain-rattling realisation that it is actually over, that this time there is no going back, hits him like a Ricky Hatton right-hander, a knockout punch that leaves him reeling, disoriented and lost.


In the days that follow, Liam will be a maelstrom of raw, unfiltered feelings. Anger, betrayal, grief, confusion, resentment, regret – he cycles through them all, sometimes within the space of a single sentence. He lashes out at Noel in the press, in interviews, on social media, calling him a coward and a sellout. He struggles to comprehend how his own brother could have done this to him, to the band, to the fans. But beneath the anger and bravado, there’s a deep, abiding sense of loss, a profound sadness. Oasis was his raison d’être. And now it’s gone, along with his big brother.


Yet, amid the wreckage of the immediate disorienting aftermath, a spark of defiance flickers. Liam Gallagher is not one to be defeated. He’s an instinct scrapper. He’s been knocked down before but he always gets back up. And he will again. He has to.


At the Rock en Seine backstage village, Liam and the remaining members of Oasis – Andy, Gem and Chris – are swiftly zipped to their hotel as the announcement is made to a royally pissed-off Parisian crowd. They’d assembled in the French capital expecting a night of anthemic singalongs and raucous rock ’n’ roll, but instead receive the news that their heroes’ star has imploded.


As is often the case during a sudden, unexpected breakup, the band members do the only thing they can think of doing: they go to the hotel bar and drink heavily, attempting to numb the pain and escape the harsh reality of what has just happened. In a state of drunken despair, sparked by the reactive rebound of a life-changing breakup, they decide they couldn’t just give up. They have to move forward. They have to find a way to keep going. Fuck Noel. Fuck the media. Fuck everybody.


On the rebound, a new band is formed on the spot that night and begins to take shape in the way that only boozed-up plans, hatched in the early hours of the morning, can. It is a way to keep the dream alive and salvage something from the wreckage, and give the metaphorical middle finger to Noel en route. There and then, Beady Eye is formed.


In interviews, Liam would later reflect on this period as one of determination and unwavering grit. Beady Eye’s formation was a bold, defiant step. Their debut album, Different Gear, Still Speeding, released in February 2011, was a statement of intent, a declaration of independence from Noel. It showcased a band reborn and eager to prove themselves all over again. While the shadow of Oasis inevitably loomed, Beady Eye’s music had its own distinct flavour. It marked the first time Liam had ever given voice to an album of words not written by his brother, a significant departure. He was determined to pick up where he left off by sheer force of will, driven by a burning desire to prove his doubters wrong.


He hadn’t known at the time but the final note of that V Festival performance the weekend earlier would serve as Oasis’s epitaph. One last moment of glory swallowed by the night, but its echo still reverberates through music history.
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