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It was always going to be a problem.

In fact, when it was suggested by Claude Flowers that I write my Haçienda memoirs in 2003, the first thing that came to mind was that famous quote about the sixties. How if you remember them then you weren’t really there. That’s how I felt about the Hac.

So, I was going to need a bit of help, and putting this book together has been a lot of a combined effort. It was Claude who got the ball rolling and prompted me to remember a lot of stuff I thought I’d forgotten, while Andrew Holmes provided those very important ‘in between bits’and sorted out all the paperwork.

Anything you like, I’ll take the credit for. Anything you don’t, blame them.

Hooky
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What a fuck up we made of it.

Or did we? Sitting here now, I wonder. It’s 2009 and the Haçienda has never been more well known. Still doesn’t make any money, though; no change there then. This year we celebrate twenty-one years of acid house; we are holding Haçienda nights all across the UK and now have merchandise deals for CDs, T-shirts, shoes, postcards, posters, a bespoke bike frame, even a fine-art project with Ben Kelly, for God’s sake. Where will it end?

It looks as though our manager Rob Gretton was right about the Haçienda, just as he was at Ian Curtis’s wake when he told us, ‘Joy Division will be huge in ten years’ time.’ It wasn’t much solace at that particular moment but he was spot on: Joy Division were huge in ten years;also in twenty and thirty years.Still are.A great testament to the music.

Then, when the Haçienda was going bankrupt – voluntarily, I might add – he said we needed to buy all the names from the receiver.

‘Why?’ I said.

‘They’ll be worth something in the future.’

‘No chance,’ I thought. ‘Who cares?’ I was sick of it.

He cared. No one else was interested so I gave him the money to buy them. Since then it’s been a long, hard process of tying up the loose ends. A never-ending stream of registrations and legal fees. Battles with bootleggers. But we got there in the end. Now, hopefully, we can enjoy the fruit of our labours . . .

But I need to tell you the story first, don’t I? I need to tell you how the Haçienda changed the shape of clubbing in England. Where it all went wrong, and how what should have been a dream come true became a cautionary tale.

And what a story it is. Because while there’s a lot about the Haçienda that shouldn’t be glorified – the gangsters, the drugs, the violence, the cops – there’s also the stuff of legend: the fact that it was a superclub before the term had even been invented; that it was the birthplace of acid house in the north and the home of Madchester,two musical movements that went round the world; that it was the scene of too many great nights and gigs to recall – not that you were in any state to do so.

When the Haçienda opened,Factory and New Order had no experience running a commercial enterprise; we just invested our money and trusted the staff, mostly our friends, to sort everything out. Bad idea. Your friends are your friends not because they’re good at business. But we learned that the hard way.We learned everything the hard way.

At first the band didn’t have much to do with it; in fact, for the first few years, I didn’t even use my connection with the Haçienda on a social level let alone get involved in the business side of things. I never felt involved with it, to be honest. I got free entry and that was about it (some members of the band couldn’t even manage that sometimes); so even though I had this club – this huge club costing me a fortune – I was reluctant to go, and certainly didn’t feel like it was mine any more than a punter would. None of us did. But, as the problems mounted, we had to get more and more involved, until by 1988 I was helping to run it. By that time the mess was too big for anyone to fix.

And I was into it too far to get out.

As my accountant likes to tell me, I won’t appreciate how much cash the Haçienda lost until I stop earning money.

‘Then,’ he says, ‘it’ll hit you like a juggernaut.’

We once worked out that, from the time it opened in 1982 to when it closed in 1997, each punter through the door cost us £10. We wasted that much through bad management and sheer stupidity. As far as we were concerned it was history we were making,not money.But if I’m ever skint I’ll walk around Manchester asking everyone to give me my tenner back.

I’ll split it with the rest of them, honest.

Beyond that, though, I’ll never truly know how much money we lost on the Haçienda because our record label,Factory,New Order’s partner in the club,never accounted to the band,ever:no one has ever told us how many records we sold in England or around the world.

So Tony Wilson,who owned Factory,wouldn’t say,‘New Order just sold 100,000 albums in China, here’s your cut of the profits.’ Instead, the way it worked was that Rob would collect royalties by walking in and demanding cash off him. If Tony had money, he’d give it to him; if he didn’t, he’d tell Rob to fuck off. That was how they ran it. With our approval, I should add. It was chaos, punk, anarchy and we loved it.

Well, back then we did. Now, of course, it just seems like a good old-fashioned mess. Because not only were we never told how much we’d earned, but also we weren’t told how much we’d invested in the club, either, so we can’t know for certain how much of our earnings were used to keep the Haçienda afloat. It was clearly a huge fuck-up, but one we’ll never be able to gauge the true scale of.

As my mother Irene used to say, God rest her soul, ‘You’ll never get into trouble if you tell the truth, our Peter.’ Let’s see if she’s right. This book is the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.

As I remember it.

Hooky, 2009
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It’s eleven o’clock Saturday morning and I’m well up for it. Tonight’s going to be a big night for me. I’m doing the door in my own nightclub, the Haçienda: the biggest, wildest place in Manchester, in England and possibly the world. Where everything happens and anyone who’s anyone goes to do it.

The reason I’m working the door? We’ve had a lot of trouble.

We always have trouble, of course, but complaints against the doormen have reached an all-time high. The management say they’re on the take and that they’re worse than the gangs. The police say they’re worse than the gangs. Even the gangs are saying they’re worse than the gangs ...

Meanwhile, the punters are unhappy, too, and there’s been a growing number of complaints from women. Violence against male punters isn’t exactly unheard of, but now they’re saying that girls are on the receiving end as well. A couple have been slapped, one punched, one beaten up,and we’ve had a few women alleging that what started as a ‘drug search’ ended with a bouncer’s hand down their knickers.

I guess that’s really what’s made me take action and why it’s different from all the previous moaning about the doormen: these complaints have come from girls.

Talking about it to our head doorman, Paul Carroll, he brushed it off: ‘You can just as easily be stabbed or shot by a woman as a man, Hooky. And anyway, if you’re so fucking clever, why don’t you come and do the door?’

‘Right, right,’ I said, ‘I will. Saturday. You’re on. You can rest easy now, Paul. I’ll be in charge!’

Fucking hell. Me and my big mouth.

I get the kids ready to take back to their mam’s house. One of the only good things about being a single parent, you always have a babysitter for your nights out. It’s unusual for me to go on a Saturday, though. I’m more of a Friday person myself: I prefer the music. Saturdays at the Haçienda tend to be a bit too dressed-up for me,both sartorially and musically. But tonight I’ll make an exception.

I phone my mate Twinny and arrange to meet him in the Swan in Salford about one p.m. ‘Get stocked up,’ he says, ‘and I’ll bring the little fellas.’

Dutifully I phone my friend in Chorlton and arrange a couple of Gs of Colombia’s finest for later.

Now, what does one wear to do the door? Hmm.

Black?

Too formal.

Something casual?

No authority.

I know, the linen look: Armani suit, white shirt, brown loafers – my summer 1991 outfit.Sorted.

God, I’m excited. Scared, mainly. It’s amazing how fucking dangerous the door can be, from roaming hordes of Leeds stag-nighters to gangsters demanding respect by not paying and scores being settled both on the way in and on the way out. It all happens on the door.

I get ready, shower and dress. My mate Rex brings me a glass of milk. He’s an old Joy Division follower,from when he was fourteen.It was he who tested our flight cases, by which I mean we’d lock him in one and roll it down five flights of stairs. He’s ended up homeless for a while, so he’s living with me and engineering in my studio for me too.

‘Best to line your stomach for later,’ he says in his strong Blackburn/Chorley accent.

He’s a good lad.

So, at last I’m ready. Phone the cab, do a cheeky line of speed and off I go. Man, these Withington cabs stink; I’m worried about my suit already. I stop off at my friend Wendy’s house to collect. God bless her, nice to see her. She’s a lovely lady. We chat for a while, she does me a sample and I’m off again.

Salford, here I come. Home sweet home. The Swan is an old pub on Eccles New Road opposite Weaste bus depot, an area I’ve hung around my whole life. I was born in Ordsall and grew up there; when we formed the band in 1976 we used to practise upstairs at the Swan – it cost us 50p each, as long as we bought a pie and a pint. That was just before we got our drummer, Steve. Then Ian moved back to Macclesfield and we mainly practised there.

That room above the Swan is still there, exactly the same. The pictures on the wall have been taken but the fag smoke has framed them perfectly forever.It’s very weird seeing it.I go up every now and then – if I’m melancholic about how Joy Division ended up, or pissed off with New Order. Reduces me to tears sometimes.

But not today. Today I’m buzzing.

I walk into the pub. Twinny’s already here and he’s with Cormac, Beckett and Jim Beswick, who gets the first pint. A nice tradition: you never pay for your first drink. Well, it’s only fair as I’ll be paying for them all in the club later.

There’s an electricity about the place. It’s just a normal, shitty, working-man’s pub but it seems too alive today. What’s going on? I look around to see what’s happening. There’s a crowd in the snug – unusual for one in the afternoon.

‘Ah,’ Twinny laughs. ‘It’s the Salford lot . . .’

Turns out a bunch of the younger gang members had recognized two ‘dealers’ as undercover cops – a man and a woman posing as a couple – and arranged to meet them here, away from prying eyes, to quietly do a ‘deal’. Then a team of armed gangsters had turned up and hemmed the coppers in.

I go over and have a look. Trapped like mice tormented by a cat, the poor bastards are pinned in the corner being made to smoke a joint while someone else chops out a line of whizz for them, insisting that they take one each. Fuck, what a joke. Seems they’d been recognized from court and there you go: some light entertainment for the afternoon. Fuckin’ hell. Half an hour later the coppers are being sent on their way, stoned, whizzing, with a kick up the arse. See you.

We settle down to an afternoon’s hard drinking. Two more pints and I’m feeling very brave about later.

‘There are problems at the Haçienda,’ I tell the lads. ‘I’ll get to the bottom of it,sort it out.’

The lads are laughing. The afternoon passes in a haze of dope smoke, beer and prawns from the market. ‘Rhythm is a Dancer’ on repeat. Beckett almost sells a car he’s got outside but ends up having a fight with a prospective customer who’s over-revving the engine. He even gets in the guy’s car and screws that, too. Hilarious. As daylight fades, I’m offered everything from racing bikes to CDs, washing machines, fags, sweets and holidays in Turkey . . . Fuck, it’s endless. And before you know it it’s nine p.m. Time for work. The lads go home to get changed while I head for the Haç.

Manchester’s buzzing now.Loads of people everywhere.God,I love this city. I’m so proud to be part of its heritage. As I round Deansgate and head up Whitworth Street I can hear the bass drum from our sound system, the one I helped to build. I love the way it makes the Haçienda’s windows rattle. Who’d have windows in a nightclub? Us. Yes, fucking twelve of them, all rattling away like a manic mullah calling us to worship.

I step out of the car. What, no red carpet?

‘Where have you been, cunt?’ asks Paul Carroll.

Charming. I walk inside, towards the bar, get in the corner. I work out an arrangement with Anton, the bar manager, where he’ll bring me a treble vodka and orange every twenty minutes. A Special. I neck the first one. Then go to the door. Right, bring it on.

I check the regular doormen: Damien Noonan, Pete Hay, Stav, several others I know to nod to. Good lads. They’re smiling. Why are they smiling?

Because fuck this is boring. I’m whizzing me tits off. It’s very slow between nine and eleven p.m.,just a few trying to get the cheap ‘before ten thirty’admission,but we’re sold out – always are.We’ve sold 2000 tickets in advance at our bar, Dry, earning us a £2 premium on each. (Don’t tell the licensing, ha ha: we’re only meant to hold 1400.)

Then, as we near eleven p.m., there’s a definite change of atmosphere. It becomes more intense, hectic, like things are about to spin out of control.Suddenly everyone’s rushing,shouting,wide-eyed.The pubs are closing and they all want to get in before the queues form. Our bouncers are good, working well, recognizing a few teams as small-time gang members and refusing them entry,no trouble.A couple of drunks are sent on their way with a slap.

‘This is going well,’ I think sipping my third drink, watching someone arguing about the guest-list. He’s claiming to be Barney’s brother; there’ll be maybe five or six brothers and sisters for each member of New Order coming every night.This one gets knocked back and slinks off with his tail between his legs.

Then it happens.

One of the doormen is talking to a mate. I’m watching, and suddenly his mate disappears. He’s collapsed. It goes off like the Wild West: he’s been poleaxed, stabbed in the head. The guilty little fucker’s run off down Whitworth Street before our lads can do anything. The doorman cradles his mate’s bleeding head in his hands.

‘John. John ...’

Fucking hell. But then he’s up and OK. Shit.

Another Special comes my way. I grab Anton and say, ‘Better change that to every ten minutes,mate.’

My heart’s pounding.Then it goes off again.One of the older Salford lot is arguing about paying the £2 guest-list that we have to charge in order to keep the licence.He’s got one of the very well-known Salford girls with him and it’s going off royal. Damien is shouting, then they’re all shouting. Fuck me. Suddenly two lads from a rival gang take the hump at being refused and kick off. They’re turfed out but retaliate by throwing bottles at the door. Our doormen give chase and catch them on the pool-hall steps,unfortunately for them.It took me a while to realize that there are two sorts of bouncers:the big,muscly ones we all know and love; and the little ones built entirely for speed, like cheetahs and lions.

But fuck me. I’ve had enough of this.

I check my watch. It’s ten forty-five. Paul Carroll and Damien are laughing their bollocks off as I skulk away, tail between my legs.

Welcome to the Haçienda.

I slide in through the famous doors, with their number 51 cut into them, wipe my feet on the ‘51’ mats. The place is packed now. Throbbing.Nearly full.Do I know everyone in here? Suppose I do.

I make my way towards the bar. Seems to take forever. I’m fucked. I need another drink. I meander to my corner at the bottom of the stairs where Ang Matthews and Leroy Richardson, the co-managers, hang out. I take in the club and watch the shenanigans. The bouncers are all laughing now about my evening as a failed doorman. Bastards. Stav comes by – to ‘watch over’ me, he says. But I know that the true reason is that he loves to share my drugs. He’s always getting a bollocking off Paul for it, but we have a laugh.

I settle in. This is a good night, a constant parade of people: friends, acquaintances, drug dealers, load of girls. I’m single but never can quite seem to make it with the women here. It’s more like they come for the occasion, not to cop off. Either that or I’m too fucked to get it together.

It’s really busy, so I go up to the DJ box. I bang on the door for what seems like an hour and finally Graeme Park lets me in.

‘Oh Hooky, here’s a tape for you,’ he says, handing it to me.

‘Great, a Saturday-night tape from last weekend,’ I think. ‘That’s nice of him.’ (Not realizing that he’s been selling them on the quiet for £10 each and making anywhere from £500 to a grand extra per night. Good lad; wish we’d thought of that.)

Where were we? Right, lines. I bring out the charlie, chop them out and survey the madness:a sea of hands,flashing lights,all moving to the bang, bang, bang of the bass drum. God, it’s good to be alive and owner of the Haçienda. What happened earlier? Can’t quite recall.

Later I rejoin the lads. My mate Travis is in.

‘Go and get us a couple of little fellas from the Salford lot,’ I say, and he departs to the back corner of the alcove. The alcoves are famous. Each contains a different gang,but we call this particular one Hell.This is gang-member territory.If you wander in without approval you get a slap and you’re shoved back out if you’re lucky. Even I won’t go in there without Cormac or Twinny. My lot are in the second alcove; they’re the older Salford lot. Travis takes ages, comes back with a bloody nose, says they’ve fucked him right off.

I’m angry now, so I storm off to the door to get hold of Paul or Damien, shouting, ‘How long do we have to put up with this ...?’

Nah, nah, nah. I sound just like a baby, screaming, ‘These little fuckers . . .’

‘All right,’ they say, ‘don’t be a twat all your life.’ Laughing again.

‘Right,’ I say, and storm back in to see Suzanne, who runs the kitchen.

‘Your bucket’s over there,’ she says.

This is one of the perks of management: because we didn’t put in enough toilets when we built the bloody place, you can never get a piss. Plus I always get hassle in the bogs anyway. So I’m the proud user of a Hellmann’s mayonnaise bucket with my name on it, which stays in the kitchen.It’s a source of great hilarity to everyone (until they want a piss too). Suzanne actually has a great trick of getting people to hold it for a while. Then, when they ask ‘What’s this for?’ she tells them. Ah well, little things please little minds.

However:‘No,I don’t want a piss,love,’I tell her.‘Just a breather.’

Refreshed, I come out and spot a line of bouncers wielding baseball bats, all of them heading for the back corner. They go in and beat the shit out of some gangsters.

Turns out that they’d twatted a pot collector. Damien is very protective of the staff.

So far tonight there have been four fights, one gun pulled, two bar staff assaulted, rough justice in the corner, drug dealing and drug taking on a normal scale (well, normal for us).

I leg it back to the DJ box to lie low. That ploy is soon forgotten, though,as I join everyone else in being too wasted to notice anything. We’re ’avin’ it LARGE. The police come in to look for bail-jumpers, or spot drug use, and to generally give us grief. They’re escorted around by the bouncers,who protect them from the crowd.The cops depart, covered in spit and beer but they don’t retaliate. (Why do it at all? I wonder. Call that a show of force?).

Next the licensing authorities are in and they’re hassling Ang. At one forty-five a.m. you’re supposed to stop serving, then you have fifteen minutes to collect all the open drinks. This, of course, causes the most trouble because no one wants to hand over their drink – especially the gangsters, who openly defy the rule. So the licensing go mad and threaten us.

After what seems like a few minutes – too soon – it’s two a.m. and it’s all over. The music is switched off, the crowd are screaming: ‘ONE MORE TUNE. ONE MORE TUNE.’

I tell Graeme, ‘Go on, put another one on.’

He asks, ‘Are you sure? Does Ang know?’

As licence-holder, Ang is responsible for making certain we close at the proper time, or the authorities will bust us for operating after hours.

‘Of course. She said it’s fine,’ I lie. ‘Anyway, I’m the boss, ha ha.’

He puts it on Candi Stanton: ‘You Got the Love’. I throw my hands up in the air (just like Candi does in the lyrics) and sing, ‘I know I can count on you.’ What a twat.

The place erupts.

‘Yeah,’ I’m screaming. ‘Yeah, yeah, yeah.’

The moment quickly ends. Ang bursts into the DJ box and cuffs me. Graeme ducks and Ang flicks the needle off the record.

‘The licensing are in,’ she shouts. ‘Fuckin’ pack it in.’

Oops, I’ve done it again. I may be co-owner of the Haçienda, but I’m not the one who runs it. Thank God. I step out of the booth feeling rather sheepish and follow her downstairs.

‘Can we have a lock-in, Ang?’

She presses something heavy into my chest. ‘No. Here’s a bag of beer, now fuck off,’ she says.

Charming.

I rally my mates and we head for the door, me clutching the bag. We’re all in a Ford Escort, two doors, heading to an after-party in Salford. We set off. The driver’s tripping.

‘Don’t worry,’Twinny tells me,‘he’s not had a drink.’

We break out the cans, pop a cassette into the stereo, turn the volume up and settle in. We stop at the lights on Regent Road. Oops, there’s a cop car behind.

A cop car. Christ, we’ve got more drugs on us than Hope Hospital. I’m trolleyed.

‘Keep calm, it’s OK,’ says the driver, but when the lights change he doesn’t pull forward; he’s tripping so much he’s gone colour blind.

Suddenly the cops are on us and it’s all over. We’re kicked out of the car and our driver is carted off.How are we going to get home?

Just then a copper turns to me. ‘Are you Peter Hook from New Order?’

‘Oh, fuckin’ excellent,’ I think, ‘he’s a fan.’

I smile, look him in the eye, and say, ‘Yeah, that’s me. Can you drop me off in Salford please, occifer?’

‘Fuck off,’ he says. ‘I always preferred the Smiths.’

We set off to walk home. Coming down, I’ll stay at Twinny’s tonight, get back in the Swan for the first pint at eleven. Drown my sorrows.

Top night.
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I started going to pubs and clubs when I was fifteen, in 1971. They didn’t check ID back then, so if you looked tall enough – as in over five feet – you could get in and they’d serve you.My first time,I went to a pub on The Precinct, Salford called the Church with my old schoolmate Terry Mason,who I’ve known since I was eight (and who later became Joy Divison’s manager for a while).

We were suedeheads, post-skinheads. I walked up to the bar and ordered a pint. I was shaking. ‘Can I have a beer?’

Bartender:‘Do you want mild or bitter?’

Me: ‘No, beer.’

Fuck knows what he gave me,but I was pissed as a fart on one pint. When I came out I slipped and fell in some dog shit, which was a great start to my drinking.Quite prophetic,really:you start drinking,you end up in the shit, ha ha.

I’d met Bernard Sumner at school. Back then we were best friends and would be for years. When we left school I worked in the Manchester Town Hall, which was where I first DJed: I played records at the Town Hall Conveyancing Department’s 1975 Christmas party, would you believe.

Barney and I used to go to all the regular clubs in Manchester, where the traditional crowd was girls in high heels and boys in white shirts and jackets, a pretty formal dress code and not really what we were about. By 1977 punk had happened but the shows were isolated events and once the concert was over it was back to normal. People like us still didn’t have anywhere to go dressed how we wanted – nowhere regular, anyway. Even back then, all those years ago, the need for the Haçienda was there. The seeds were being sown.

After seeing the Sex Pistols perform at the Lesser Free Trade Hall in 1976, Barney and I formed a band. First we were called Warsaw, then Joy Division. When the line-up settled, it was me on bass, him on guitar and Ian Curtis as our lead singer.After one or two drumming turkeys had been and gone, we found Steve Morris; he’d answered the advertisement for a drummer that Ian had put in a record shop in Macclesfield.

Now, because we were in a group, we were able to go to a lot of places and perform for fun, which was great for us, of course, but still the Manchester club scene stayed unhealthy. My favourite spot back then was Rafters.Barney,Terry and I used to go there to see gigs promoted by Music Force,which was run by Martin Hannett,who played bass in a band called Greasy Bear. He shared a booking agency in Manchester with another guy named Alan Wise (who had an undeserved reputation in those days as the fastest promoter in the north, because of his habit of legging it with the money, ha ha). Together with Alan Erasmus (a local actor and band manager) they put shows on all over the city.That’s how Martin started his career,before he began producing records for Joy Division.

Next, Alan Erasmus, along with the Granada TV presenter Tony Wilson, began hosting club nights they called the Factory, where Joy Division also performed.

The Factory club night was held at the 800-capacity Russell Club,Hulme, or ‘The Russell Club, Royce Road, Moss Side’ according to designer Peter Saville’s now-legendary mis-spelt poster.The first,on 19 May 1978,featured performances from the Durutti Column and Jilted John. Joy Division first played on 9 June that year, while Iggy Pop and UB40 would appear at subsequent events, their presence testifying to the night’s growing kudos and popularity. Later that year, Factory Records was formed to release A Factory Sampler, a four-track EP mainly produced by Martin Hannett, who had made his name producing the Buzzcock’s seminal Spiral Scratch EP. It featured contributions from Joy Division, the Durutti Column, John Dowie and Cabaret Voltaire, and was catalogue number FAC 02. (The poster was retrospectively awarded the FAC 01 number at Saville’s insistence, kicking off an idiosyncratic cataloguing system.) Run from a first-floor flat at number 86 Palatine Road, Manchester – the home of Alan Erasmus – Factory Records was at first made up of Erasmus, Tony Wilson and Saville, with Gretton and in-house producer Martin Hannett joining as partners during the first year.

It was the two Alans, along with Tony, John Brierley (owner of Cargo Studios in Rochdale) and the designer Peter Saville who launched Factory (although John bowed out early, opting for a one-time pay cheque rather than a share of the company), while Rob Gretton, who DJed at Rafters on most nights, became our manager. It was a very small, insular community.

I’d been aware of Tony’s family since childhood, way before I actually met him. His father was a tobacconist with a shop on Regent Road in Salford where my mum used to take me to buy her cigarettes. I would have been about three, but even at that age I could see how outlandish Mr Wilson looked compared to everyone else. He wore really loud dicky bows and a suit, completely out of place for Salford in the 1950s. I later had the shock of my life when I realized that Tony was his son.

Tony stood out as a maverick among television personalities of the time. He looked scruffy, had long hair and seemed at odds with the rest of the TV industry,which was very square.He got away with it because of his flamboyance. He was very much like Martin Hannett. Similar demeanour and appearance. Both of them dressed strangely, like an early Dr Who.

Tony was quite religious, which seemed at odds with his character. He was slightly older than us and it felt like he belonged to a different generation.We viewed him as the boss,not as a peer,and he was very much the man in charge.Every so often he’d check on the band to see how we were doing and I suppose we felt a bit in awe of him because of his success on television:he was a star,a very important mover and shaker, whereas we were just working-class tossers from Salford. There were many times when his passion gave us the drive to carry on. He was very enthusiastic and always worked hard for things he believed in. Ideas were his thing but, as in time I came to realize, he glossed over details. They slowed him down, bored him and stopped him from moving on to the next project, which he had this compulsion to do. It meant he’d put things in motion then leave others to implement them without always ensuring that the lieutenants he put into place were qualified.The day-to-day running of Factory he’d leave to Alan,but Alan (unlike Tony) wasn’t very good with people – I suppose they complemented each other’s weaknesses in that respect.

Our manager Rob was one of the most important people in my career. At the time he began working with us, Rob lived in a one-room bedsit in Chorlton and had no money. He was a working-class Wythenshawe boy from a big family with a sister and two brothers. Relationships mattered a lot to him. Throughout his life he needed to be surrounded by people he felt close to. Loyalty defined him, as did his love for Manchester: promoting anything to do with the city was his passion.

Rob hated his previous job, working for Eagle Star Insurance in Manchester. Getting rich didn’t motivate him as much as freedom and enjoying himself. He disliked being told what to do, so he looked at ways of making his own opportunities.First he promoted events at the Oaks in Chorlton (I went to see Siouxsie and the Banshees there, and still have the ticket),then he started his own record label to release a single by the Panik – funnily enough stealing our then drummer, Steve Brotherdale, from us – plus he worked as a roadie for the band Slaughter and the Dogs, as well as producing and creating a fanzine for them.

Rob and Joy Division ran parallel to one another for some time before he decided to ally himself with us. If anything, we came into his scene,rather than him into ours,because by the time we started playing Rob was very involved locally. Like I say, it was a real community back then.There were no fortunes to be made or lost so financial concerns never came into our minds. We played for a sense of achievement and in the hope of one day educating and changing the world. It felt like us against the establishment. We were rebels.

Rob – like virtually everyone associated with Factory – was raised Catholic (Bernard and I were the only two Protestants on the label, which became the source of some amusement). Rob didn’t talk much about his spiritual life, although he and his girlfriend Lesley Gilbert once worked together at a kibbutz in Israel. He’d decided to take a year off for it,but got pissed off because of the scary,oppressive atmosphere and the fact that he had to carry a rifle. He never did well with mechanical things and he disliked guns – I’m surprised he didn’t accidentally shoot Lesley, or himself.

The band didn’t have much to do with Lesley. Perhaps it’s because Rob did his level best to keep our professional and personal lives separate. He didn’t like girlfriends (or, as in Ian’s case, even wives) coming to shows. To him, what happened backstage stayed there – and a lot of what went on wasn’t particularly compatible with family life. Rob structured things so that we could be different people on the road; it became a bit Jekyll and Hyde.

I remember we were forever looking for places to play. At the Factory Records’ New Year’s Eve concert in 1979, Joy Division performed, along with the Distractions and another Factory band, Section 25.

Earlier that afternoon Tony told Rob, ‘Buy some cans of beer and we’ll sell them to everybody for 50p each.’

And so during the sets Rob stood behind the bar, hoping to earn some cash on this scheme. Of course, nobody had exact change in their pockets and he didn’t think to set up a till. In the end he muttered, ‘Fuck it, let’s just give it away.’ Which is exactly what he did.

We often used to go the Ranch, which was owned by Foo Foo Lammar – Frank, to his friends. A nice guy, he was a female impersonator, a forerunner to Lily Savage, and with the Ranch and Metz he was one of the club owners who paved the way for the Gay Village. Every Thursday night was punk night: members of the Buzzcocks, Slaughter and the Dogs,the Drones,Manicured Noise and everybody else who played punk music in Manchester congregated there. You did have to be careful, though: right-wing Teddy Boys from God knows where would sometimes come down and lie in wait for us. Pub-and-clubland was still a dangerous place to be, wherever your allegiances lay.

Joy Division used to play at the Ranch, too. On one such occasion we’d already tried our luck at a talent night at the Stocks in Walkden near where I lived in Little Hulton. It was one of those nights where acts who wanted to be signed up performed in front of ‘judges’ (the bloke who ran the agency and his mate), who then decided whether or not they had potential. Before we went on Ian got a treat when he accidentally walked into the dressing room where the singer before us was getting changed and he saw her tits. He was made up about that.

The guy who introduced us, a proper old-school compere, said, ‘How do you want to be introduced, lads?’

We said, ‘Um . . .’ and looked at one another.

He said, ‘Well, what are you like?’

We said,‘Uh ...’

With no articulate answer from us he introduced us with the immortal words:‘If you like Deep Purple you’ll love these lads.’

We trudged on and did two songs. The power kept cutting off because we were tripping the limiter. A coach-load of old ladies from Farnworth all had their hands over their ears.We absolutely bombed. Needless to say we weren’t seen as ‘having potential’ and weren’t signed by the agency. We were so wound up by the whole thing. Once we’d we thrown our gear in the back of my old Jag Ian said, ‘Come on. The Ranch is open. Let’s go and play there.’

So we did. They let us set up and play and we went down a storm. Those were the days.

Despite the Electric Circus closing in October 1977, by 1978 the Punk scene had really grown and there were gigs all the time. The only thing that stopped us going out every night was cash: one or two shows a week was our limit. When we could afford to go out, though, we were spoilt for choice:Rafters,the Ranch,the Factory nights at the Russell. There were gigs all over the city. One venue, called the Squat, had been taken over by hippies and all the punks used to go there; any passing group could set up and play. It was great for a time, a really good scene, but by the following year it had splintered with both the Ranch and Rafters closing to punk.

Out of ambition and necessity we expanded our territory. Joy Division pretty quickly became quite successful, so we performed not only around Britain but also in Europe. We felt so happy to be liked for what we did as musicians, we played anywhere that asked us; then, as the money came in and bigger concert promoters hired us to play,we earned enough to quit our day jobs.Everything seemed to be moving forward in the best possible way:Rob was running our careers,Martin Hannett was producing our records, Pete Saville designed the covers (convinced in his own mind that people bought our stuff because they loved his art rather than the music),Factory released it all,and we felt like we were really on our way.

By early 1980 plans were afoot for us to tour the United States. By now we’d released one album, Unknown Pleasures, with another one, Closer, already recorded.

All that came to an end when Ian killed himself, right before we were to fly to America. Personally, of course, we were heartbroken. Professionally, we were back to square one. As you can imagine, it was a tough time – but that’s a story for another day.

Anyway, we picked ourselves up and Barney, Steve and I decided to keep going. We called ourselves New Order. Barney became lead singer;we toured as a three-piece,with the songs from the album that would become Movement, and after a while Steve’s girlfriend, Gillian Gilbert,became supplementary guitarist and keyboardist.

If you liked alternative, underground and non-mainstream music in 1980, you read the weekly music papers and listened to John Peel. Indeed it was Peel, a huge Joy Division supporter, who first announced the death of Ian Curtis to a nationwide audience. Weeklies Melody Maker and the NME were on strike (the NME would return from its six-week break on 14 June with an Ian Curtis cover), so it was left to Dave McCullough in Sounds to provide the music papers’ sole contemporaneous obituary, almost a fortnight after his death. In purple prose somewhat derided at the time, he ended by saying, ‘That man cared for you, that man died for you’, reflecting the impact Joy Division had made in a relatively short space of time. Already beloved of the NME and Peel, their appeal was to go mainstream with the release of ‘Love Will Tear Us Apart’ shortly after Curtis’ death. With the singer’s suicide lending an already jawdropping song extra poignancy, it propelled Joy Division up the singles charts and on to daytime radio, pulling Unknown Pleasures back into the mainstream album charts (it was already a permanent fixture on the fledgling independent charts, which had been introduced in January 1980), where it reached a high of number 71 in August that year – sales having been further boosted by the release of Closer, a number-6 album, in July.

Interest in both albums was of course generated by Curtis’s death but also by a mini-controversy surrounding Peter Saville’s sleeve for Closer, which showed a photograph of the Appiani family tomb and was thought to be a tasteless reference to the suicide. A bemused Saville pointed out that the design had been finalized prior to Curtis’s death.

As the year closed, the profile of Joy Division was at a high from which the band has never truly descended, and sales were giving Factory the financial health it would need to even consider projects on the scale of the Haçienda.

It was the year of the Iranian Embassy siege, of the continued reign of the Yorkshire Ripper, the ever-present threat of nuclear war and the assassination of John Lennon. A dark, moribund year.
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The Oasis Club

On Lloyd Street, the Oasis was ‘the north’s largest coffee bar and rhythm club’ and ran during the early 1960s when it hosted all of the era’s big bands, including, of course, the Beatles. Towards the end of the decade it fell out of favour and its audience drifted towards the Twisted Wheel. After that it became Sloopy’s, then Yer Father’s Moustache.

The Twisted Wheel

The original Twisted Wheel opened in Brazennose Street in 1963 playing R&B and chart music before moving to Whitworth Street in 1966,where it gained a reputation as one of the country’s best soul clubs, staging all-nighters and hosting soul stars of the day, including Edwin Starr and Ben E. King. It was in a feature about the club that the term ‘Northern Soul’was coined.However,after problems with drugs the club closed in 1971. It reopened on Whitworth Street in 1999.

Pips

Based on Fennel Street, Pips had six dance floors during its heyday in the late 1970s, and was a hangout for many of those would go on become the big names in the Manchester music scene. You could expect to see Peter Hook,Barney Sumner,Ian Curtis,Morrissey,Peter Saville and Johnny Marr among the David Bowie and Bryan Ferry clones and for this clientele the big draw was the Roxy Room, where they could hear DJ Dave Booth of Garlands fame playing David Bowie, Lou Reed, Iggy Pop and Kraftwerk. Later, in January 1978, Joy Division’s first concert as Joy Division was at Pips.Bryan Ferry,after a Roxy Music gig at Belle Vue, was famously refused entry on the grounds that he was wearing jeans. The club closed at the beginning of the 1980s but later reopened as the infamous Konspiracy.

The Reno

The Haçienda’s first resident DJ, Hewan Clarke, cut his teeth playing jazz-funk at the Reno on Princess Road in the late 1970s. It was situated below the Nile, which played reggae, and together the two clubs had a fearsome reputation – as opposed to Rafters and Rufus in town, where the sounds were more commercial. A mainly black crowd would pack Renos until five or six in the morning, the air heavy with weed smoke, the dancing serious. Clarke later moved to Fevers, where he came to the attention of A Certain Ratio and Tony Wilson . . .

Legends

Based on Princess Street, Legends took over from Pips as Manchester’s main alternative hangout, especially on Thursdays. Wednesday nights, however, were presided over by DJ Greg Wilson, who, later, would also play a major part in shaping the Haçienda’s musical direction,educating audiences in a new, streetwise sound that was set to drag dance music out of the cul-de-sac offered by disco: electro. More on him later.

Electric Circus

Along with the Ranch and Rafters, the Electric Circus was one of the main Manchester venues to cater for the interest in punk after the Sex Pistols played the Lesser Free Trade Hall in June and July 1976; indeed, the Pistols would play this Collyhurst Road venue twice,further inspiring the home-grown bands. Around these venues, and with the Buzzcocks at its core, grew what we know today as the city’s post-punk scene (though everybody simply called it punk at the time), championed by journalists such as Jon Savage, Paul Morley and Mick Middles and spawning labels Rabid,Factory and New Hormones.Rob Gretton was part of the same scene.As DJ at Rafters,he had first seen Warsaw there, then later saw them again as Joy Division at the Electric Circus; he subsequently approached Barney at a Manchester phone box with an offer of management and got the job. The Electric Circus closed in October 1977, though Rafters, the Ranch and the Oaks in Chorlton remained popular punk venues.

The Factory

Wilson and Erasmus hosted the Factory nights at the Russell Club/PSV in Hulme between May 1978 and April 1980, before the idea of the Haçienda was mooted. As host of Granada TV’s So It Goes, Wilson was able to entice those who appeared on the show to play the Factory: thus the night hosted performances by a mouthwatering who’s-who of big names, including Public Image Limited, Pere Ubu, Magazine, Suicide, Iggy Pop, Stiff Little Fingers, the Pop Group, the Specials and Dexys Midnight Runners. Those who attended speak fondly of the Red Stripe, the goat pasties and the reggae played by the in-house DJ between bands.There was,they say,a very palpable sense of a scene developing.

It’s fair to say that many of those involved in the early stages of planning for the Haçienda expected it to be like the PSV, which was quite dark and stuffy, had low ceilings and complied with most people’s expectations of a music venue. The Haçienda was to overturn all of those expectations – indeed, it would be instrumental in creating many new ones.
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It took a long time for New Order to recapture the ground we lost when Ian died, not to mention the emotional fall-out, which still gets me now. There isn’t a day that goes by when I don’t think of him and what we achieved. But by 1981 we were climbing the ladder again. We were touring and visiting great clubs in amazing cities. We liked the sleaziness of the places we discovered in New York, places like Hurrah, Danceteria, Tier 3 and Eden. In Manhattan at the time you’d find these steamy, sweaty, dark, low-end clubs, like the Fun House, a black-painted box that just felt vibey, and then you’d go into ritzy places with art installations, like Studio 54 and Area.

But whenever we returned it was to a Manchester scene that was still pretty stagnant. So it was, then, that Tony and Rob came up with the idea of opening their own place – they’d been impressed by what they’d seen in New York, and promoting the Factory nights at the Russell Club had gone well.

At first New Order didn’t really listen. We were concentrating on making music. Eventually we were forced to pay attention because whenever we’d get into conversations with Rob the club would always be his main subject. It got so it was all he’d talk about. His pitch centred around the notion that people like us deserved somewhere to social-ize;and this club would serve that need.He insisted that,as Manchester treated us well, we should give something back. (All very altruistic, of course, but we didn’t realize that he meant to give the city everything we had, financially and emotionally.)

He told us the club would cost around £70,000. Being a small label with limited overheads,Factory possessed some capital,which could be invested – money from the sale of Joy Division records, presumably – so the label would pay half. The other half would be paid by New Order and would be tax-deductible as an investment.

 What? We couldn’t believe it. £35,000. We were musicians living on £20 per week.Where the hell was this fortune going to come from?

‘We’ll use our profits from the sale of Unknown Pleasures,’ he replied. He had this habit of pushing his glasses up his nose when he spoke. ‘We’ll put that in. It’ll be a great investment – and on top of that we’ll finally have somewhere to go to. Double bubble.’

Mind you, if the money really was to come from the sales of Joy Division records, then Debbie Curtis – Ian’s widow, who received his share of band revenue – needed to be declared a partner in the club. But she never was. Rob left Debbie out of it by naming New Order, not Joy Division, as partners and stating that the money came from the sales of New Order’s records. However, I’d imagine revenue from both bands was used to pay for the club: if you think about it, Joy Division had at the time sold more records than New Order, so it’s only logical to assume that they served as the primary income.

Either way, we’d agreed to fund a club.

A new face had joined the Factory team by then.He was Howard ‘Ginger’ Jones, a local promoter who had impressed Rob by promoting a successful New Order gig at the Manchester Students Union. In conversation with Rob Gretton he’d said that one day he hoped to run a nightclub in the city that would provide an alternative to the Manchester raincoat-brigade scene. Gretton, who recognized a kindred spirit when he saw one, hired him virtually on the spot. Ginger’s task: to find a venue. One of those initially considered, then dropped, was the Tatler Cinema Club, but it was too small. They settled on a carpet warehouse on Oldham Street (near what would eventually be Dry), which was perfect. The purchase fell through, but the team were suitably fired up about the club and rushed into looking for another place. They found the International Marine Centre – a huge open space which was part of a building on the corner of Whitworth Street, not far from the Russell Club. Little more than a disused warehouse, it nevertheless fired the imaginations of Jones, Wilson, Gretton and Erasmus. Factory took the lease. Notably they didn’t buy the building, just took the lease. A mistake that would come back to haunt them.

As plans began to move forward, Mike Pickering came aboard. He was a friend of Gretton, having met him years ago, aged sixteen, when the two Manchester City fans were being chased by Nottingham Forest fans at an away game. ‘I just jumped in a garden and hid behind a hedge and he did the same thing,’ said Pickering. ‘That was it then. We were best mates.’

In 1979 Pickering had relocated to Rotterdam, where he lived with Gonnie Rietveld. Together they formed the band Quando Quango and hosted nights at a squat in a disused water works. There he began DJing (‘Chic and Stacey Lattislaw’), as well as inviting Factory bands to play, having stayed in touch with Gretton.

Those who made the trip included A Certain Ratio, the Durutti Column, Section 25 and New Order – the latter’s second performance after the death of Ian Curtis. It was there that Gretton told Pickering about the Haçienda.

Gretton had legendary powers of persuasion.It is said that he was able to talk people into performing pranks on his behalf: pushing people into swimming pools, or trashing bars. So he had no problem talking Pickering into returning to the UK to take care of booking acts for the Haçienda. With the site still ‘a pile of rubble’, according to Pickering, he was back in Manchester preparing to launch a club that had yet to be built.

Rob and Tony wanted it run like a seven-days-a-week members’ club. They imagined that if someone popped into town they could stop by and get something to eat,have a cup of coffee or a beer.Furthermore, it could be somewhere you could go wearing whatever you liked. No dress code. Before it accomplished anything else, our place changed the face of clubbing in Manchester on that level because other clubs soon realized they needed to adapt.

Now all we needed was a name, which came from Tony. He’d got it from Leaving the 20th Century: The Incomplete Work of the Situationist International, a book published in 1974 as a limited edition that became something of an underground classic. It featured essays from a magazine called Internationale Situationniste that said society had become boring, and that the only way to put everyone back on track was to create jarring ‘situations’ by combining all types of art, including architecture. Rob and Tony saw the club as a means of doing so. Situationism was their thing, not mine, although some of the concepts stuck with me and the people around us.

And you, forgotten, your memories ravaged by all the consternations of two hemispheres, stranded in the Red Cellars of Pali-Kao, without music and without geography, no longer setting out for the hacienda where the roots think of the child and where the wine is finished off with fables from an old almanac. That’s all over. You’ll never see the hacienda. It doesn’t exist. The hacienda must be built.

Ivan Chtcheglov, 1953

Tony picked up on that last phrase, ‘The hacienda must be built’, which became his call to action and gave us ‘hacienda’. To that was added a cedilla – so legend has it, in order that together the c and the i looked more like the number 51, which was to be the club’s catalogue number – and we had our name: the Haçienda.

‘Punk had levelled the ground,’ said Peter Saville. ‘It had burned for about eighteen months and all of us involved in that moment were wondering what you then build. There was a strong feeling that it was a post-revolutionary moment and that you had to then build the future.The Haçienda must be built was a great statement for that moment in time.’

However, Saville didn’t feel able to design the club. He was shown around the yacht showroom by Gretton and Wilson and was stunned by the space and flattered by the offer, but ultimately thought it a job more suited to Ben Kelly, of Ben Kelly Design.

London-based Kelly was a veteran of the punk years, having been at its epicentre: he was one of those arrested during the Pistols’ infamous Jubilee riverboat escapade; he spent the night in the cells and was later given a two-year suspended sentence. He had designed the shop front for Malcom McLaren and Vivienne Westwood’s legendary Seditionaries clothes shop on Kings Road, where anarchy shirts, bondage suits and parachute tops were available to London’s punks – a more fashion-conscious bunch than their Manchester contemporaries. He’d also designed the Glitterbest office, HQ for McLaren and the Pistols, then was asked to make their Denmark Street rehearsal rooms habitable. (Upon arriving there for the first time, he found himself being chased down the street by the Pistols’ drummer, Paul Cook, who was wearing just a pair of underpants.) Next he was asked by Steve Jones to do some work on his West Hampstead flat. The brief: ‘I don’t care what you do, as long as it impresses the birds.’ It worked – Kelly recalled seeing most of Hot Gossip leaving Jones’s bedroom one morning. So, for Factory,his punk-rock credentials were impeccable.

Kelly and Saville had already collaborated on the sleeve for a single by Orchestral Manoeuvres in the Dark (an ex-Factory band who have since moved to Virgin, where Saville had links), plus a Section 25 release for Factory.Work on the Haçienda would be an altogether more complex and three-dimensional task.

‘I got on a train and went to Manchester to be met by Howard ‘Ginger’ Jones in a red sports car,’ Kelly told journalist Miranda Sawyer. ‘We went to this place and Mr Wilson was there, Mr Erasmus was there, we walked round it and Tony Wilson said to me, “Do you want the job?” And I said, “Of course I want the fucking job.”’

His first task was to deal with the often conflicting desires of the Factory people, with their imaginations sparked by trips to New York nightclubs: the Fun House, Hurrah, Danceteria, and Paradise Garage. Gretton and Wilson had returned from these trips full of adjectives like ‘dark’, ‘intense’, ‘sleazy’, while the New Order contingent had been seduced by the half-lit corners and sense of mystery they’d encountered.

Yet, as Gretton was also keen to stress, the club had to be much more than a disco. It needed to be a venue and a club, an idea taken from the huge three-storey set-ups they’d discovered on their travels, where fans of both dance music and rock music were catered for on different floors or in different rooms. The trouble – as would later become painfully clear – was that this just wasn’t a concept that existed in the UK at the time, despite the good work and forward motion of New Order.

Meanwhile, Wilson and Gretton each had opposing ideas about where the stage should be situated. Gretton proposed it be located at the far end, where the bar went; Wilson wanted it along the side, where it eventually ended up. Gretton and Pickering were alive to the possibilities of dance music, of DJs and discos; Wilson more comfortable with live music. Then there was the fact that the Haçienda needed to act as a meeting place, so would be open during the day. Gretton said later that he’d wanted the club to be a place in which to ‘ogle birds’, and in this respect it was a brief not dissimilar to that provided by Steve Jones – the difference being that Gretton was half-joking and, as journalist John McReady wrote, ‘in truth it had more to do with his secret artiness, and the need of a shop to talk shop in.’

So, at the last count, it needed to be a disco, a venue, a bar, a café, a restaurant, somewhere to ogle birds and a place in which to trade ideas and inspiration ...

The truth was that nobody really knew what the Haçienda was or what it should be, though in typical fashion Wilson would later spin this fact, calling it a ‘community service’,‘a space where things can happen,a place where people can meet.’

One thing that was certain and propaganda-free was the collective desire to give something to Manchester, to inject something into the city – whatever that something might turn out to be. All were horrified by the Beatles model: you make it, go to London and spend your money there. The Beatles’Apple HQ on Savile Row was the antithesis of the Factory way.

‘The difference is Manchester,’ said Wilson. ‘10CC, for example, made a load of cash and built Strawberry Studios in the early 1970s, so when Factory came on stream we had an international recording facility just around the corner from us. Similarly, New Order make a pile of money and together with a load of other people they’re able to build the Haçienda ...’

This isn’t to suggest that Rob and Tony stood on equal footing. From early on, everybody recognized the club as being Rob’s baby. As Tony put it, ‘The Haçienda was Rob’s idea because nowhere else in Manchester would let him DJ, so he had to open his own club to do it.’ (Actually, Rob never DJed there; he preferred to watch the girls and get drunk.)

I don’t think Tony would have even tried it without Rob’s backing. Rob was intimidating, a huge physical presence in the early days. He was what you’d call a bit bullish, to be frank, and he took advantage of our smaller natures to railroad us into going along with lots of things.

They incorporated the business as FAC 51 Limited. Ironically it was also then that I realized what a rip-off lawyers’ fees could be. Our solicitor charged us £5,000 for registering the company, when in fact the fee to do it yourself was £175. FAC 51 was the Factory Records catalogue number that Tony assigned to the club. It was a limited-liability company, which gave us as shareholders a degree of personal protection because it meant that creditors couldn’t come after us personally and seize our assets. There was a legal barrier between our personal lives and our lives as the directors of the Haçienda. This was good because one of the most important conditions of having a limited company is the filing of annual accounts. If the company fails to do this, the directors of the company will be prosecuted, the company itself can be dissolved,and assets can become property of the Crown.Even if an accountant is used, the ultimate responsibility of filing the accounts lies with the directors.

Try to remember this.It’ll all come back to haunt us,believe me.

Now, talking of accountants, we had a right one.

Prior to 1981 Rob had an accountant for the band who’d been chosen because he had experience with other groups. But things didn’t work out so, around the time we were going to open the club, we moved to another accountant: Keith Taylor.

He didn’t have any other clients like us; I think his other clients were two newsagents in Cheetham Hill. But for some reason Rob and Tony decided that Keith was the man to run the accounts not only for the Haçienda but for Joy Division,New Order and Factory too.Keith was Jewish and I think Rob and Tony liked the fact that we had a Jewish accountant while at the same time were being accused of being fascists because of the names Joy Division and New Order (which some people incorrectly said we used in reference to fascism) and the fact that another Factory band,A Certain Ratio,had used Nazi imagery on one of their sleeves. Keith always used to drive up to meetings playing the German national anthem, ‘Deutschland, Deutschland Uber Alles’, in his car, laughing. Maybe he was thinking of the fees?

Keith did stand up and say that he believed the Haçienda was being run badly – he insisted that it was overstaffed and not profitable, and that the staff were overpaid (which was all true) – yet we came to regret hiring him. He didn’t seem to have the skill or experience for the job and I felt he caused us loads of problems and made lots of mistakes.

Gradually, the affairs of New Order, the Haçienda and Factory became entwined with each other on every conceivable level and this happened without any of us in New Order noticing. We stayed on the periphery of it all – which was odd,not to mention foolhardy,considering the amount of money we had at stake. We were only consulted about what went on at the club when it slipped into dire financial straits. The rest of the time we were allowed (or encouraged, more like) to keep our noses out, which was fine by us. We were too busy getting pissed and travelling. We were never even interested in what we made from record and gigs, when that’s the first thing we should have asked. Even Barney, who could be notoriously ‘careful’, didn’t bother about how much money was at stake. It was boring and we wanted to leave it to Rob. That head-in-the-sand attitude is the only reason we all agreed to go along with it. The only people we have to blame are ourselves.

It still all seemed so surreal. The first time Rob took me to see the building that became the Haçienda it still had yachts in it. I walked around the interior with him going, ‘This is where the bar is gonna be . . . This is where the stage is going to be . . .’ and me saying, ‘Yeah!’ as if I shared his passion. But deep down I wasn’t interested.

I should have been.
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Area

Open from 1983 to 1987, Area was famous for its ‘themes’: ‘Night’, ‘Surrealism’ and ‘Gnarly’, for example. The themes changed every six weeks or so and were created by well-known artists of the era so attracted a significant celebrity following.

The Loft

David Mancuso is often credited with giving birth to modern dance-music culture at parties held at his Broadway apartment. Begun in 1970, they were invitation-only and held for a love of the music, creating a scene – mainly gay, black and Hispanic – that also included clubs such as the Gallery,Salvation and Sanctuary.Insiders included legendary DJs Frankie Knuckles and Larry Levan,who were introduced to the art of mixing.Knuckles relocated to Chicago where his residency at the Warehouse was to give the world house music. Levan stayed in New York and opened the Paradise Garage.

The Paradise Garage

Like the Loft, the Paradise Garage was not open to the general public and did not serve food or drink. Instead the hedonistic scene was fuelled by amphetamines, quaaludes and LSD. Music was paramount, and Levan played an eclectic selection with the emphasis on dance-ability: you’d be just as likely to hear the Clash’s ‘Magnificent Seven’ as Sylvester, while performers included Grace Jones and Madonna. The club inspired many a visiting Brit – including Paul Oakenfold, who would help kick-start acid house in the south of England,and the Factory crew, who would do the same in the north.

Danceteria

Based on 21st Street, Danceteria was the New York club between 1980 and 1986 and was equally influential on the Haçienda. DJ Mark Kamins was the main draw, and it was seeing him at work that would eventually inspire Mike Pickering to shake up the Haçienda’s musical policy (more of that later). Another favoured hangout of Madonna, the Danceteria was used for the nightclub scene in Desperately Seeking Susan and featured four floors playing hip hop, post-punk, disco and chill-out in a wild, Bacchanalian environment.

Hurrah

A focal point for the city’s punk and post-punk scenes in the early 1980s, Hurrah was the base for Ruth Polsky, who was talent buyer there before moving to Danceteria. Polsky was crucial when it came to breaking UK post-punk bands in the US and was a major figure in creating the Manchester–New York connection; therefore she was important in the birth of the Haçienda.She had booked the May 1980 Joy Division tour and had also booked A Certain Ratio.They,along with Tony Wilson, spent about six weeks in the city in 1980, recording ACR’s debut album and absorbing the nightlife. There they came into contact with ESG,hip,young stalwarts of the club scene,who opened for ACR then recorded with Martin Hannett,forging yet another lasting link between Factory and the Big Apple.‘That was us taking a bit of New York back to the UK,’ said ACR’s Martin Moscrop. ‘and it’s the same with New Order. When they came to New York, they were still sort of in the rocky phase.But they started getting more dance-orientated. We were both taking New York back to Manchester.’

Fun House

Fun House at 526 West 26th Street reached its height in the early 1980s and was where John ‘Jellybean’ Benitez – later the boyfriend and producer of Madonna – made his name as a DJ. It was to Fun House in 1983 that producer Arthur Baker took an early version of New Order’s ‘Confusion’ for Benitez to test on the crowd – to an overwhelmingly positive response.

Roxy

Based at 515 West 18th Street, the Roxy was open from 1978 to 2008 and was initially the main competitor to the legendary Studio 54. At one point it had the world’s most expensive dance floor in the Floating Floor, a roller-skating rink that had cost the club $500,000.

WBLS and Kiss FM

Visiting bands were as impressed by the pre-club warm-up mixes offered by the city’s radio stations as they were by the clubs themselves. Tony Wilson had become fond of the DJ Frankie Crocker on WBLS, while New Order loved Shep Pettibone’s famous mastermixes.
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Work on the Haçienda continued, with Kelly managing the expectations of the Factory bosses while enjoying the freedom allowed by the brief he’d been given: ‘Big bar, small bar, food, stage, dance floor, balcony, and a cocktail bar in the basement.’

Kelly said he took his inspiration from the building itself and ‘my arrogance in thinking I knew what a club designed for Factory and New Order should look like’.

Saville, meanwhile, agreed; the idea was for it to be a three-dimensional manifestation of Factory Records,he said.As a result,the Haçienda was to boast the same commitment to arty functionality, the same attention to detail.

All of which cost loads of money – which came from ... ?

New Order’s first album, Movement, their last to be produced by Hannett, had been released at the end of 1981 and standalone singles ‘Ceremony’,‘Everything’s Gone Green’and ‘Temptation’were mainstays of the indie chart. Yet the individual members of the band were seeing few fruits of their labour. Instead the money was disappearing down what Hannett would later describe as ‘a hole in the ground called the Haçienda’.

And it was a big hole. Though the initial budget was naively estimated at around £70,000, the eventual cost would be over £340,000. This was split between Whitbread Breweries, which parted with £140,000, New Order/Joy Division, who were initially asked for £35,000 but actually provided more than £100,000,and Factory,which came up with the rest.

Howard Jones, tasked with finding the cash to meet the cost of Ben Kelly’s vision, remembered having ‘raging rows’ with Wilson over money – though they would always end with Wilson handing over another cheque.

‘What Tony liked to express was did I know how much pressure I was putting Factory Records as a company under,to make FAC 51 happen,’he said.

Before we knew it,they started remodelling the interior and the budget had escalated to £155,000. It was around that time that Rob stopped consulting us about money.

As if Ben’s ambitious design wasn’t enough, they also appeared not to follow the local building regulations. They submitted plans featuring the existing wooden balcony, which unto itself wasn’t a bad idea – saving us the money on building a new one. Trouble was, we were told it didn’t meet fire regulations. So they had to rebuild it, which added something like £45,000 to the bill.

Think about it: the Haçienda cost £344,000 to build in 1981. That’s equivalent to about three million now. If you spent three million on a club today people would think you were potty.

In New Order we’d sit there laughing about cock-ups and cost overruns. Otherwise we didn’t get involved. It would have been a bit mind-blowing to watch someone squander that much money when each of us lived on £20 a week. As it was, it felt like someone else’s money.

The only time we were asked for our opinions was when we got involved with the argument over the placement of the stage: whether to put it at the end of the main bar or in the middle. We all wanted it at the end, and guess where they put it? The middle. I’m sure Tony asked for that,if only to be contrary.

My most significant input was the decision of where to put the stage and the dance floor. I didn’t want the stage at the end because it would dominate the space and make it a performance space, as opposed to the basic idea, which was that it was a discotheque. It was me who said the dance floor should go in the middle and the stage where it is. It doesn’t dominate the club but groups that have large lighting rigs just can’t play there, so I’ve had a lot of stick in the past for that choice.’

Tony Wilson, quoted in The Haçienda Must be Built, edited by Jon Savage

Then, as building work neared completion, it became obvious there was going to be a shortfall, so we borrowed the money from Whitbread to finish it off. That’s quite a common thing to do in the UK. You borrow the money but have to sign an exclusive contract with thebrewery; and once you take that loan you lose all bargaining power over the wholesale price of any beer you purchase. That was the deal. As far as the brewery was concerned:you can borrow the money from us, but you forfeit any discount on what you buy until the loan’s repaid. We didn’t realize the significance of that until we opened.
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