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  Rest in peace: Jean Jackson, Billy ‘Blue’ Hook, Wilma ‘Tinks’ Hook, Rex Sargeant, Annik Honore, Paul (Twinny) Bellingham, Michael

  Shamberg, Jack Bruce, Steve Strange, Anne Kirkbride, Ben E. King, BB King, Joe Moss, Pete de Freitas, Errol Brown, David Bowie, Tony Warren, John Rhodes (Rhodesy) and Paul Kershaw of the Stockholm

  Monsters, Kirsty Howard, Harold Moores, Paul Massey, Vinegar Vera, Natasha Wise, Alan Wise (Impressario Extraordinaire), Howard Marks, Caroline Aherne.




  





  




  This book is the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth . . . as I remember it!




  





  




  Note to Readers




  Some readers may find discrepancies in the running times of New Order recordings when checked against those found on numerous websites. The timings listed in this book are to

  the best of my knowledge correct as the tracks were recorded at the time.
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  INTRODUCTION




  When I started my first book about the Haçienda, I knew that if I ever got round to telling the New Order story it would be the most difficult by far. In twenty-six

  years of New Order there were some wonderful moments, but there was also a lot of pain and heartbreak, self-doubt, frustration and annoyance. It’s a wonder any of us got through it.




  If Joy Division defined my life, New Order shaped it: a fascinating story of sex, drugs and (indie) rock’n’roll; of art, money and crass stupidity, blind faith and amazing good luck

  – backed by a soundtrack of truly great songs written by wonderful musicians.




  





  
Ten things you should always do when you form a group




  1.   Work with your friends




  2.   Find like-minded people




  3.   Have ultimate self-belief




  4.   Write great songs




  5.   Get a great manager




  6.   Live in Manchester




  7.   Support each other through thick and thin




  8.   Realise no one person is bigger than the group (thanks to Gene Simmons for that one)




  9.   Watch where the money goes




  10. Always get separate legal advice for everything before you sign; failing that, ask your mam and dad
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  1985
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‘Turned out his cure for jetlag was the biggest line of coke I’d ever seen.’




  Let’s start with a story. It’s the only one in the book that includes a Hollywood actress, Orchestral Manoeuvres in the Dark and a mushroom vol-au-vent, so

  it’s unique in that regard. On the other hand it’s got a few other themes that’ll be cropping up as we go along (girls, cocaine, Barney being a twat . . .) so

  it’s a good one to set the scene.




  It starts in 1985 when New Order were told, firstly that John Hughes was using two of our songs for his new film, Pretty in Pink, and secondly that he wanted a new

  track written especially for the movie to replace them.




  So that was good. Unfortunately, somebody came up with the bright idea of getting the new song produced by John Robie and, oh man, back then I hated John Robie with a passion. He could sometimes

  be what you would call a very interesting/difficult character. We’d met him on the ‘Confusion’ session with Arthur Baker in New York. But, as my roadie mate Twinny said,

  ‘He’s not one of us, Hooky.’




  When we were mixing his version of ‘Sub-culture’ at the Village Recorder, a studio in Santa Monica, California (where Fleetwood Mac had recorded Tusk, the

  most expensive album ever made, costing over $1 million dollars, although we would eventually eclipse that with one of our own), he had impressive bravado when it came to girls, something I could

  only dream of. He would approach girls in restaurants, clubs etc., offering them the chance to do some backing vocals on a track he was recording with ‘New Order, a group from

  Eeengerland’. They always said yes, so every night we’d have a studio full of giggling airheads, with certain members of our entourage (a phrase you shall be reading a lot during this

  book) all over them like a cheap suit.




  Not only that, but it was my belief that in one fell swoop Robie had helped destroy a huge part of the magic of New Order, simply by telling Bernard, ‘You do realise this song’s not

  in your key, don’t you?’




  Of course Bernard didn’t realise the song wasn’t in his key. None of us did. We didn’t know anything about stuff like that. We always wrote the music

  first, and what I’d always loved about Barney’s vocals was the unintentional strained quality as he tried to fit into the track. Like Ian, he wasn’t blessed with the world’s

  best singing voice, but it had emotion, passion, and to me the struggle in Bernard’s voice was a major part of the band’s appeal. (I agree with David Byrne, who said, ‘The better

  a singer’s voice, the harder it is to believe what they’re saying.’)




  Not after Robie. After he piped up, we always had to write in Bernard’s key. Not only that, but it marked a new awakening. Suddenly Bernard was thinking, Oh,

  there’s a right way of doing things? A proper way of doing things? and over time it got so that not only were we writing everything in the same one or two musical keys, but every song

  had to have a vocal verse, a vocal bridge, a vocal chorus, a vocal middle eight (that was different) and finish with a vocal double chorus. To me that went against everything we’d ever set

  out to achieve. We were about tearing up and rewriting the rulebook, not consulting it every five bloody minutes; we were punks, rebels.




  If you ask me, the rules ended up blanding us out. They took us from writing great songs like ‘Blue Monday’, where we were building the sound we wanted – a unique sound, nine

  minutes long, and if anybody had told us, ‘You can’t do that,’ we would have told them to fuck off – to formulaic songs like ‘Jetstream’.




  Anyway – spit – back to the winter of 1985, and because the rest of the band loved him, and he and Bernard were proper buddies, Robie flew over for the

  Pretty in Pink sessions at Yellow Two in Stockport, right across the road from Strawberry Studios. There, Robie spent his days pissing me off by removing my bass from

  ‘Shellshock’ and putting the line on strings instead. ‘You understand don’t you, Hooky,’ he’d smirk, while in the late evenings he swanned around the

  Haçienda.




  We’d introduce him to girls then stand there aghast as he came out with lines like, ‘Oh, you’ve got a face like Botticelli’s Angel.’




  ‘Fuck off,’ they’d say.




  In America he had women queuing up for him, but God bless those Manchester girls for giving him short shrift.




  Robie had a strict studio routine. Every night at 8 p.m. he’d go upstairs to eat his pre-ordered Chinese takeaway. He’d sit in this funny little chair, all tied together with

  webbing, watch a bit of telly, eat his meal, and then return to the job of ruining New Order. One night the band were sitting upstairs after dinner and laughing about Robie

  always sitting in that particular chair when Barney suggested undoing the webbing, so it would collapse with him in it when he next sat down.




  Brilliant, we thought, that’ll be funny.




  So he did it and it was. It was really funny. But of course Robie had sussed that I didn’t like him, so when he fell through the chair and ended up with his Chinese all over himself, he

  blamed me. No matter how much I insisted I was an innocent bystander, he said he was going to get me back, get his revenge.




  ‘You wait, Hooky . . . You wait!’ he’d drawl, all New Yorky.




  But he didn’t. Not during that session anyway. We finished ‘Shellshock’, gave it to John Hughes, and the next thing you know it was early 1986, and we were rolling up to the

  premiere of Pretty in Pink in Los Angeles at the Chinese Theatre. Psychedelic Furs were there, OMD, Echo and the Bunnymen, Suzanne Vega (who burst out crying because you

  could barely hear her track), loads of bands. Rob Gretton couldn’t come. There was the small matter of a cocaine-induced psychosis keeping him in a mental hospital. So it was me, Terry Mason,

  Steve and Gillian – and Bernard, who went with Robie, because you couldn’t get a cigarette paper between them by then; they were a right pair of bosom buddies, almost an item.




  First up, we all watched the film, which featured ‘Thieves Like Us’ and ‘Elegia’ but only a six-second clip of ‘Shellshock’. John Hughes hadn’t replaced

  the old tracks. He obviously didn’t think ‘Shellshock’ was good enough, which I thought was hilarious and made a mental note to rag Robie about it later. Afterwards there was a

  nightclub reception where I got chatting to OMD, who I had not seen since their old Factory days, and I was complaining I felt jetlagged.




  ‘Come with me,’ came the invitation from one of their entourage. ‘I’ve got just the thing.’




  Turned out his cure for jetlag was the biggest line of coke I’d ever seen, then another and another, until I was completely fucked. I’d not had much coke before, so the feeling was

  very strange. It was also before I drank a lot so there was nothing to lighten the load. It did have the desired effect of keeping me awake but had the undesired side-effect of turning me into a

  teeth-clenched twat. I felt like I had a very stiff pole stuck up my arse. It made me very quiet and starey. In no way did I deserve what happened next, as there was

  absolutely no provocation on my part.




  What did happen next was that I was sitting opposite Molly Ringwald, staring, having a drink with Steve, Gillian and Terry, stiff as a pole (see above) when out of the corner of my eye I see

  Barney a few feet away, sort of sniggering. I was just thinking, Oh yeah, what’s that twat cooking up? when the next thing I knew, Robie was in front of me going,

  ‘Hey, Hooky, you remember that chair in Yellow Two?’ And he shoves a huge mushroom vol-au-vent right in my face.




  I was in shock. Him and Barney walked off laughing and I just sat there as it dripped slowly down my face.




  Now I had dressed up for the evening: a Crombie with a nice shirt and tie, very smart for me, and a face full of mushroom vol-au-vent was not exactly what I wanted to complete the look. It was

  one of those really creamy ones, all hot and sticky, and it got everywhere. As Steve, Gillian and Terry helped clean me up, I was still in shock and thinking, That was bang out

  of order. What Barney did was in the middle of Stockport, with only us lot there. And Robie goes and does that to me at the premiere of Pretty in Pink, right in front of

  Molly fucking Ringwald.




  They all agreed. They were going, ‘Yeah, he’s a disgusting little twat. You should fucking hammer him, Hooky,’ and me all full of coke, was going, ‘Right, right,

  I’m going to fucking have that twat,’ and them, all three of them, were going, ‘Yeah, have him, have him.’




  So by then I was wound up, right up, and the red mist descended. I was really on the warpath, and said, ‘Right, where is the little cunt? I’m going to fucking do

  him.’ I set off down the stairs to find him. Halfway down I spy Robie and Barney at the bottom, chatting up a couple of girls, going, ‘Oh, you two look like you could be backing

  singers . . .’




  ‘Hey you, y’twat,’ I said, and then, when he turned around, I nutted him. Bang. Right between the eyes, or so I thought – turned out it glanced

  him more on the cheek than anything else. But anyway, down he went like a sack of fucking spuds.




  Oh my God. Total pandemonium. Psychedelic Furs legged it, OMD legged it, Suzanne Vega burst out crying again, and the two girls ran off screaming. The whole area cleared. Only Barney standing

  there, his jaw on the floor, then going, ‘You shouldn’t have done that, Hooky. That’s fucking disgusting, that is.’




  ‘And you, you twat,’ I said, ‘you say one more word and you’ll be fucking next!’ And I slowly turned – with Terry holding my coat like a

  butler gently putting it back on my shoulders – as we returned upstairs, where news of my exploits had spread. I spent the rest of the night shaking hands with people congratulating me on

  giving Robie exactly what he deserved. I was buzzing off my tits, feeling ten feet tall. A proper, coked-up little hard man. Yes.




  Then, next morning:




  Oh God, what have I done!




  Terry came to my room, early. He had this habit of pulling at his wattle when he was nervous. ‘Bernard wants a group meeting, Hooky,’ he said, pulling at the wattle for all he was

  worth. ‘He’s not happy!’




  Sure enough, Barney wasn’t happy. He was sat there in the beautiful Sunset Marquis Hotel with a face like a smacked arse, going, ‘It’s terrible what you did. It was disgusting.

  How could you, how could you?’




  But I’d been getting phone calls all morning, notes pushed under my door: great news about Robie, inundated with people thanking me for nutting the twat. I was

  starting to feel a bit more vindicated and, instead of just sitting there taking it, I was like, ‘Listen, he’s a twat. He shouldn’t have done that to me anyway, putting a

  vol-au-vent in my face at a movie premiere in front of Molly fucking Ringwald when it was you who did the jape at Yellow Two in the first place, you twat.’




  ‘Well, it’s still disgusting,’ he said, all prim and proper. ‘You should go and apologise to him. You must apologise to him or I’m leaving the band.’




  I said, ‘Apologise to him? I’ll rip his fucking head off.’




  The trouble was, they all thought we needed Robie because he was still producing ‘Shame of the Nation’ and ‘Sub-Culture’ and without Rob Gretton we were a bit leaderless

  and worried about the American record company finding out about his nervous breakdown. So, for a quiet life, I agreed to say sorry, and went off to his room.




  He opened the door, looking a bit bruised and very hangdog.




  ‘Oh, it’s you,’ he said.




  ‘Yeah,’ I said. ‘Listen, I came to say sorry about last night.’




  ‘OK,’ he nodded, ‘come in and sit down.’




  I sat down. He looked at me, little wounded soldier. ‘What you did was really low, Hooky,’ he began.




  And, oh Jesus, it was like being back at school. I felt the beginnings of a new anger brewing as he started laying it on thick about what a dirty, lowdown dog I was,

  calling me cowardly even, hitting him with a sucker punch – until I couldn’t take it any more, and exploded.




  ‘Listen. You showed me up at a red-carpet premiere in front of Molly fucking Ringwald, right. As far as I’m concerned, that’s fucking assault with a deadly weapon,

  mate.’




  He went, ‘Well you did that chair to me. You did that chair . . .’




  I said, ‘I didn’t fucking do the chair, you fucking bald dwarf. I didn’t do the chair. It was Barney that did the fucking chair. Jesus!’




  He was angry now. ‘Well, anyway, I think you’re an asshole, and it was really low what you did.’




  I said, ‘Right, you fucking twat. Come on, outside now, I’m going to smash your fucking teeth in. In the corridor, now!’




  He didn’t move. I’d blown it again.




  I stormed out, slamming his door, kicking the walls, absolutely seething. I returned to my room and hit the minibar with all the force of a mini-hurricane. I decided that was it. I’d had

  enough of the band, because this was as bad as it was going to get. I was leaving. I went to tell Steve and Gillian. They said they were leaving too!




  Fuck me. Surely this was as bad as it was going to get?




  Oh, how wrong I turned out to be.




  





  
PART ONE




  Movement
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‘One genius and three Manchester United supporters’




  It was hearing ‘Sebastian’ by Cockney Rebel on a holiday in Rhyl in North Wales in 1973 that truly ignited the young Peter Hook’s passion

  for music. He and schoolmate Bernard (Barney) Sumner were already attending gigs regularly when Hook read about the emerging Sex Pistols and immediately felt a connection with this bunch of

  ‘working-class tossers’. Sure enough, when the Pistols played Manchester’s Lesser Free Trade Hall on 4 June 1976 (50p a ticket) Hook, Sumner and schoolfriend Terry Mason were

  among the audience and, like the majority of those who also attended (Mick Hucknall, Mark E. Smith and Morrissey among them), they decided to form a band. One visit to Manchester’s legendary

  Mazel’s music store later, and Sumner and Hook were the proud owners of lead and bass guitars respectively (Mason briefly the singer).




  Quickly becoming familiar faces on Manchester’s growing punk scene, Hook and Sumner met Ian Curtis at the city’s Electric Circus venue. ‘He had

  “Hate” written on his jacket,’ remembers Hook. ‘I liked him immediately.’




  A paragraph in Sounds on 18 December 1976 was the first press notice for the ‘Stiff Kittens’. A short time later, Curtis joined as lead

  singer, before the group abandoned the ‘Stiff Kittens’ name (‘too cartoon punk’) and became Warsaw. Drummer Steve Morris joined and played his first gig with the band at

  Eric’s, Liverpool, on 27 August 1977, completing the musical line-up, and by January 1978 the band had changed their name again, becoming Joy Division.




  In May 1978 local DJ and promoter Rob Gretton joined as the group’s manager, and the following month Joy Division were featured on the compilation album Short

  Circuit – Live at the Electric Circus. In a relatively short space of time they had become one of the city’s leading post-punk bands. In short order came a landmark

  appearance on Granada Reports, where Tony Wilson introduced a performance of ‘Shadowplay’ and the world – or at least the north-west of England –

  was introduced to Curtis’s distinctive style of dancing.




  More releases followed before, on 13 January 1979, Ian Curtis appeared on the cover of the NME. A few days later, however, the

  troubled singer was diagnosed with epilepsy. Things began to move fast. Recorded with mercurial producer Martin Hannett, debut album Unknown Pleasures was released to

  great acclaim in June. The band spent the rest of 1979 consolidating their success with gigs and TV appearances. It was an exhausting schedule that took its toll on Curtis, who by then was a new

  father, leading to several instances of on-stage fitting, as well as self-harming episodes.




  In March 1980, the band convened to record their second album, Closer, with Hannett. However, the following month Ian, who had by then embarked on an

  intense love affair with Belgian journalist Annik Honoré, attempted suicide. A little later, Debbie Curtis, sick of her husband’s infidelity, announced her intention to begin divorce

  proceedings.




  Then, on 18 May 1980, Joy Division ended. With a new album, Closer, and single, ‘Love Will Tear Us Apart’, recorded and ready for

  release, singer Ian Curtis committed suicide days before the band were due to embark on a US tour. The three surviving members, bassist Peter Hook, drummer Stephen Morris and guitarist Bernard

  Sumner, reconvened and decided to carry on, starting with the two songs left by Ian and Joy Division – ‘Ceremony’ and ‘Little Boy’ (later to be renamed ‘In a

  Lonely Place’). In the meantime, plans were made for the trio to play live; and Ruth Polsky, the promoter of the aborted US Joy Division tour, booked a series of American dates.




  Do we need to go into the circumstances of Ian’s death?




  Not really; they are well documented and I’ve already done that in my Joy Division book and, anyway, all the books are about Ian’s death in a way. We were very young. I was just

  twenty-four and, looking back now, in my early sixties, shockingly young to have to deal with any of it. We were now very, very nervous. What would happen? Would we succeed in any way now Ian had

  gone? Were we good enough on our own . . . without him? We were scared. We never talked about it in depth. Never analysed any of it. We just scratched the surface with pithy

  comments. Getting strength from togetherness that ended up, in a true northern English fashion, with us taking the piss both out of Ian and each other. We never confronted the grief. No one around

  seemed to know what to do or say. Maybe it was just too shocking for everyone, so it was much easier for family and friends to ignore it and let us get on with it. I would

  say looking back I was very proud of all of our immediate circle: Tony Wilson and Alan Erasmus of Factory, Rob and Pete Saville. None of them ever said it was over. The encouragement was always

  positive and about carrying on, as if this was just a hiccup on our upward trajectory. I thank them for that.




  As a group we became very insular. I don’t remember any of our peers saying anything much to us. Maybe they did to Tony and Rob, Bono being the notable example, I suppose. We did receive a

  lot of letters from fans, expressing their shock and grief – some lovely and some even written in blood. At the time, I was so pleased to finally have a home phone of my own I even (stupidly

  or like a true punk) put my name in the phone directory and had some really weird stuttering phone calls that lasted for months. Finally I had to give in, change my number and go ex-directory.




  Sadly this was also where my relationship with Debbie and her daughter Natalie and Ian’s parents finished too. I was embarrassed and ashamed, and I dealt with it by hiding away from them.

  Iris, my then-girlfriend, kept in touch but I suppose they had more in common. My relationship would only be rekindled years later when Debbie contacted me to help intervene in her business affairs

  with Rob. She was finding it very difficult dealing with him and I was delighted to help and since then we have had a good on-off relationship.




  So this is, if you like, the story of a long and drawn-out grieving process that begins just a few days after his inquest when me, Barney and Steve, our manager Rob Gretton, and faithful helpers

  Terry Mason and Twinny, gathered at our rehearsal room next to Pinky’s Disco in Salford. And while them three sat around making tea and smoking dope and feeling sorry for themselves, us three

  did the only thing we could. We started playing, jamming, writing songs again.




  Why not? After all, we were still professional musicians and had been for six months. And what professional musicians do when they’re not touring, making records or head-butting producers

  is hang around practice rooms waiting for inspiration to strike. So even though Pinky’s was a freezing cold pit with a dangerous hole in the floor, we took solace in it and our work. Besides,

  we had Tony Wilson and Rob on our backs. Rob in particular was like a lunatic, literally ordering us to play. It was like a mantra with him. ‘Write, come on, write. The

  best song you’re ever going to write is your next one, so come on. Chop chop.’




  He was convinced that if he kept us behaving like musicians then, after a while, we’d return to being just that. In hindsight, of course, he was right and that did eventually happen, but

  at the time we were thinking, What are you going on about, mate? It’s fucked. It’s all over. Ian’s killed himself.




  But if Rob told you to get your finger out and write, that’s what you did – or tried to do. We had ‘Ceremony’ and ‘Little Boy’ on tape already, and to work

  out the lyrics we had to listen to them over and over again, and hearing Ian’s voice like that it was almost like he was back with us in Pinky’s again. Weird.




  And then it would hit you that he wasn’t.




  The problem was that in Joy Division, he was our ears, he was the conductor, the lightning rod, and the majority of the songs happened through the process of him picking out the good bits as we

  played. Every now and then he’d stop us jamming and go, ‘That was a great bit. Play that again.’




  Not any more. We were looking for him but he wasn’t there. Like twats we’d play for hours and nobody said a word. Not Rob, Terry or Twinny. Not me, Barney or Steve either. We’d

  lost him and we’d also lost our confidence.




  We started recording the jams on our new four-track tape recorder so we could listen back and try to do what Ian had done. That worked, after a fashion. Trouble was, nobody wanted to do the

  vocals, so we ended up with loads of instrumental songs with titles like, ‘Idea No. 1’, ‘Idea No. 2’ and ‘Guitary one’, scrawled on the wall. But none of us

  could sing and play at the same time anyway, so we just played. Rob even had a go at some lyrics and titles, God bless him.




  Meanwhile, the long-awaited ‘Love Will Tear Us Apart’ single came out, but we hardly noticed. I remember hearing it on the radio when I was driving to the post office. The DJ said it

  had come straight in at number 13 in the charts. I just turned it off and went in to tax my car. When Closer came out we didn’t promote it at all, didn’t even

  read the reviews. Why bother? It was over and done with. We were much too focused on trying to cope without him.




  We discussed getting another singer. The three of us had played on a Kevin Hewick track called ‘Haystack’ for Factory Records, but talk of recruiting Kevin for

  vocals came to nothing.




  It’s a myth that Bono approached Tony to offer his services. We wouldn’t have wanted him anyway, not because it was Bono or that we hated U2 (‘Them Irish twats,’ as Rob

  used to say), it was just that we didn’t want an established vocalist to come in and change how we worked. We wanted a singer; we didn’t want an Ian replacement. However, Tony did tell

  us later that Bono had come to his office in Granada, saying that Ian was the best of his generation and promising to carry on in his memory and achieve the success he felt Joy Division deserved.

  For Tony, U2 accomplished that at Live Aid, where he said Bono showed himself to be the only frontman with the charisma of Ian.




  There was only one thing for it.




  One of us lot would have to be the singer. To work it out, Rob thought it would be a good idea to put us in the studio with Martin Hannett, with Hannett in the Simon Cowell role and the three of

  us auditioning like a kind of post-punk X-Factor. It was a terrible idea, though. Martin had idolised Ian. Of everybody in the Factory family he was hit the hardest, and

  we entered the studio to find him medicating his depression in the usual way, with dope and coke. It didn’t exactly help matters that he’d always had a fairly low opinion of me, Steve

  and Barney anyway: ‘One genius and three Manchester United supporters’ was what he’d called Joy Division. Even though that’s not strictly speaking true, because Steve

  supported Macclesfield Town, but you knew what he meant. Being Martin Hannett, he wasn’t exactly backward when it came to telling us what a poor substitute we made for Ian’s genius.




  ‘Oh, you’re all shocking,’ he’d say, listening to the playback, head in hands. Fair enough, we were a bit shocking – I mean, none of us

  was under any illusions when it came to our singing – but we weren’t that bad. Pretty early on it became clear that Martin wasn’t bemoaning our presence

  so much as Ian’s absence.




  Despite the fact that Steve, to say the least, wasn’t keen on singing, he still tried out, and so did me and Barney. I think secretly both of us fancied being frontman. But we were all

  shit according to Martin. At one point in Strawberry Studios we were recording ‘Ceremony’ and Martin had decided to use all our three vocals mixed together in the track at the same time. ‘The best of a bad bunch!’ he cried. Then he started cackling. But then Bernard insisted on having ‘just one more go’, and in doing so

  used up mine and Steve’s tracks, wiping them, so by the time Martin finally threw up his hands and told us to fuck off, Barney’s was the only vocal left on tape. Which is pretty much

  how he became our singer.




  But even I have to admit it worked out well. Barney improved quickly and became a good vocalist. Also, the fact that he couldn’t sing and play at the same time helped us to develop a more

  unique sound, with the songs always picking up when he stopped singing and started hammering away at the guitar, as if he was taking out all of his vocal inadequacies, frustrations and grief on his

  poor old Gibson copy.




  One gig is worth ten rehearsals. That’s what Rob used to say. He was desperate to get us gigging again, so when the Names, a band from Belgium, pulled out of a Factory

  Records night at the Beach Club in Manchester he decided we should do it as ‘The No Names’. He thought that was hilarious. Come the night and the audience didn’t know, the other

  bands didn’t know, the promoter didn’t know. Nobody knew it was the ex-Joy Division. The surprise on people’s faces as we set up and played was priceless, and A Certain Ratio were

  amazed. All I can remember of it was being terrified, setting up and playing, and me operating our trusty tape machine with all the keyboard parts on a backing track, and us doing a seven-song set

  where Steve sang three, and Bernard and I sang two each . . .




  And not being bottled off. Now that was the most important thing. Not being bottled off.




  So that was it. We’d popped our gig cherry as a trio. Rob decided we needed more and proposed getting in touch again with Ruth Polsky in America. ‘Right,’ he said, ‘we

  promised her we were going to go as Joy Division. That twat killed himself. But we promised her we were going. So we’re fucking going.’




  His idea was not to have the pressure of playing in Manchester, or anywhere in England come to that, so we’d be a bit more relaxed. His other idea involved the equipment. Rob reasoned that

  as we were already a bit on the shaky side, not having our own gear would only make us shakier, so he made the decision to fly it all over to America. To give us the comfort

  of what we knew best, to sound exactly how we wanted to sound: that was the plan. We’d lost our lead singer and our confidence, but at least we had great gear. So why not take it with us?




  What could possibly go wrong?




  





  
‘This is New York’




  There was this tiny, and I mean tiny, pub near our practice room at Pinky’s, called the Dover Castle. One dinnertime, Rob presented us with a

  load of ideas for band names that he’d got out of that week’s Sunday Times.




  ‘Let’s get it over with,’ he said.




  Bearing in mind we were still in our early twenties and I was reading 2000AD and Sven Hassel books, him reading the Sunday Times seemed pretty

  radical. Very grown-up.




  ‘Right,’ he said. ‘Khmer Rouge?’




  No, too terrorist.




  ‘The Shining Path?’




  That was too terrorist as well. Sounded like an LP title. Me and Barney hated that one.




  ‘Are they all terrorist names?’




  ‘No, don’t think so,’ said Rob, continuing. ‘Mau Mau, the Immortals, Fifth Column, Theatre of Cruelty, Year Zero, Arab Legion . . . oh, maybe they

  are?’




  There were loads of them, all of which we hated.




  ‘You’ve got to fucking pick one,’ said Rob. ‘Now!’ As ever, he made it sound more like a threat than a request.




  Rob and Steve decided on the Witch Doctors of Zimbabwe. Me and Bernard wanted New Order, which had begun life as ‘The New Order of Kampuchean Rebels’ (we gave the spare

  ‘The’ to Matt Johnson, and dumped the Kampuchean rebels). For a while there was a tense stand-off, with Rob and Steve saying New Order was a shit name and me and Barney threatening to

  leave the band if it was called the Witch Doctors of Zimbabwe.




  We got our way. It was sorted and Rob sent the name off to Ruth. And I must say that never at any point did any of us consider a certain Mr Hitler and his bloody Mein

  Kampf, honest! Shows you how daft we were. We just thought it summed up our new start perfectly.




  Then we went into Western Works, Cabaret Voltaire’s studios in Sheffield, and recorded and wrote a couple of tracks with them, one featuring Rob on vocals. We also

  played gigs in Liverpool and Blackpool, and carried on writing and rehearsing. By the time we left for New York, as well as ‘Ceremony’ and ‘In a Lonely Place’, we had

  ‘Dreams Never End’, ‘Procession’, ‘Mesh’ and ‘Homage’, plus the obligatory ‘new one’ (an instrumental in this case). Also a song called

  ‘Truth’ – our first to feature a drum machine, later a vital part of our arsenal.




  

    Geek Alert




    Dr. Rhythm DR-55
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    Released by Roland in 1980, the Doctor Rhythm offered three drum sounds, Kick, Snare and Hi-hat, as well as an Accent sound and a limited number of programmable patterns.

    Using active tone generation circuitry, its sounds were analogue, crisp and punchy; a balance knob altered the level of the Kick, Snare and Hi-hat while a separate Accent knob controlled the

    amount of emphasis to accented steps. It also featured a simple-step programmer with alternating button presses for notes and rests, and there was a ‘tap write’ programming mode,

    which lacked a metronome click for time-keeping. A volume control affected the overall level of both the main and headphone outputs, and the main output was mono. There was

    also a separate trigger facility, which emitted a pulse for every accented step in the pattern. The patterns were organised into banks, with A and B being programmable, and C and D presets. Each

    pattern could be switched between 12 or 16 steps, for 3/4 or 4/4 time signature, and two songs could be programmed, each containing a maximum of 128 bars.


  




  The Boss Doctor Rhythm, bought and programmed by Steve, became a herald for a new age. Both he and Barney had flirted with electronica in Joy Division, Barney building from

  scratch a Transcendent 2000 synthesiser (given away in kit form with Electronics Today magazine), and Steve using a Synare I drum synthesiser. Their enthusiasm for all

  things electronic would grow and grow. The drum machine would also be used live as a backing track for the song ‘Procession’ so Steve could sing and play keyboards (obviously it was

  impossible for him to play the kit at the same time).




  So, with our tried-and-trusted Velvet Underground ‘Sister Ray’ cover version, off we went.




  Things started badly. We landed and British Airways had lost our cases. Fly the flag and lose your bag, eh? There were seven of us on the trip: me, Steve, Barney, Rob, Terry, Twinny and Dave

  Pils, and four of our cases went missing. Barney, who could fall into a vat of dog shit and still come up smelling of roses, was unaffected, and stood there, sympathetic as ever, saying,

  ‘Right, I’ve got my case, let’s get off then, shall we?’ smirking while those of us who’d lost them, including yours truly, had to hang around waiting for all the

  bloody forms to be filled in.




  New York was wonderful, everything I’d hoped it would be. It was enjoying an Indian summer and it was as hot as hell, which wasn’t so bad if you had a change of clothes, but a

  disaster if you’d arrived from Manchester wearing jackboots, a thick coat and fucking British Airways had lost your bag.




  It didn’t turn up for five days, that bag, and you don’t want to know how badly I stank by then.




  But still. We were in New York. Finally we’d made it. And even though touring Manhattan felt sad because we’d catch sight of places

  Ian would have loved, like CBGB’s and Max’s Kansas City, it was still fantastic to be there, especially when we made it to our hotel and it turned out to be the infamous

  rock’n’roll joint the Iroquois on West 44th Street, second only to the Chelsea on West 23rd Street.




  Why? It was even sleazier.




  The Clash were staying there, too, and they were at their height, in between London Calling and Sandinista! But even though they were the

  Clash, and Paul Simonon was one of my bass heroes, there was an instant hatred between the two camps. Whether it was because they were Cockneys and we were Mancs, and they took themselves very

  seriously and we were shambolic, I don’t know, but there was an intense rivalry right from the word go. Every day at 5 p.m. the hotel offered free hors d’oeuvres (or as we used to call

  them, ‘horses’ doovres’) in the bar, and every day at 5 p.m. New Order and the Clash would be waiting for, then scrapping over them, grabbing the chicken wings and the loaded

  potato skins, both of which seemed exotic at the time, before the barman had even put them down, us going, ‘Fuck off, y’Cockney bastards,’ and them going, ‘Ah fack off, ya

  Manc twats.’ I knew that New Order were skint – we were on $3 a day ‘per day’ money – but I was surprised that the Clash were as hungry as we were.




  (Incidentally, Rob’s book claims he allowed $700 per day money for the trip but I can guarantee we never saw that much.)




  

    

      ‘Per day’ or ‘per diem’ money is a charming old rock’n’roll custom where the band or crew member is given cash for everyday expenses on

      top of their wages. Essentially a bonus, the money is usually spent on drugs and goes undeclared either to the wife or taxman. It was supposed to be receipted-for in records but when New Order

      were investigated by HMRC in 1985 and Rob referred to the receipts, most were signed M. Mouse or W. Churchill etc., and so the band were fined for poor accounting practice (though the crew got

      away scot free). These days the practice must be included as a personal gain on a P1 1D personal tax declaration form.


    


  




  One time, me and Barney shared the hotel lift with Joe Strummer, who got in with piles of dandruff all over the shoulders of his black coat, holding on

  tightly to some American girl.




  As we alighted at our floor Barney turned round, smiled and said to him, ‘Is it snowing outside?’




  ‘Fack off!’ he snarled, as the doors shut.




  Meanwhile, every time Rob saw Bernie Rhodes, their manager, he’d call him a cockney bastard, shouting it straight across the bar.




  You could understand the friction. We weren’t exactly at our most endearing.




  So anyway, having made enemies of the Clash it was decided to hire a couple of vehicles: the U-Haul van for all the gear and what’s called a shooting brake for us, the musicians, to travel

  in. It was a light-blue Buick eight-seater with rear-gunner-style seats in the back. If you’ve read the Joy Division book you’ll know how bad Steve was at driving, and Barney had only

  passed his test the week before, so had no confidence at all, so it fell to me to drive. Trouble was, I’d forgotten my licence, so we cooked up a plan where Barney was going to hire the car,

  and then as soon as we were out of the hire place, we’d swap seats and I’d drive for the rest of the trip.




  All Barney had to do was drive out of the hire place. That was all, a thirty-foot drive.




  Fuck me, it was hair-raising. It was an automatic, which he’d never driven, so I sat beside him going, ‘Just relax, be calm. I’ll take over as soon as we’re out on the

  street. Now take your foot off the brake and gently press the accelerator . . .’




  ‘Aaaaarrgggh!’ six Mancs screamed in terror, as the car began to violently kangaroo towards the busy street, Barney alternating his foot from brake to gas. He was gripping the wheel,

  face and knuckles white with fear as we headed to the exit.




  ‘Bernard, brake,’ I said. ‘Brake, mate. Brake, for fuck’s sake!’




  And he did, just in time, and six Mancs sighed with relief as Bernard came to a screeching halt and just avoided hitting a car, the car in question being a hearse, complete with coffin. You

  should have seen their faces in the hire office. We then started to have some fun driving round Manhattan in the shooting brake shouting things like, ‘Hello girls, we’re in a

  band!’ when Barney spotted a pair of skis in a dustbin and made us stop so he could grab them.




  ‘These are great!’ he said, except they weren’t really. They were horrible old plywood things, black with paint peeling off.




  Later we pulled up at some lights and Twinny jumped out of the car. We were like, ‘Hey, what’s going on now?’




  We looked over to see him taking a pair of shoes off a tramp who was passed out on the street. He left his own shoes with the guy and got back in the car, we were all, ‘What the

  fuck?’




  ‘Fuck off!’ he says, ‘they’re Kickers. These are brand new and mine have got holes in!’ You can take the boy out of Salford, eh?




  Meanwhile, vehicle number two was the U-Haul van. Driving that was Terry, who was a good driver but nervous, and became even more so in the very busy New York traffic. For our first gig at

  Maxwell’s, New Jersey, him, Twinny and Dave Pils had to pick up the gear from the airport, bring it back to the hotel and then take it to the gig the next day.




  Now, when it came to the van, we had our gear insured with the Co-operative Insurance Services in Manchester. Rob in particular was very diligent about things like insurance: ‘I worked for

  Eagle Star for two weeks in the 1970s!’ Anyway, the policy stated that the van had to be alarmed or the gear wasn’t insured. The one we’d hired wasn’t alarmed, so for

  security, I told Terry to remove the high-tension lead (ask your dad) and bring it into the hotel. First night we were there I’d said to Rob, ‘I bet you that fucker hasn’t taken

  off the H-T lead,’ went out, popped the hood, checked, and sure enough the dozy twat had left it on, so I took the lead off, all covered in oil and grime, found Terry sound asleep in his room

  and draped the cable across his face, giving him a lovely Mexican Zapata oil-moustache in the process. Thinking that would teach him, I left it at that.




  The next day we were all very excited and the boys set off for the gig with us following a few hours later. However, when we arrived at Maxwell’s there was no sign of the van or Terry,

  Twinny and Dave. After a while they drove up, all as white as sheets and screaming blue murder Terry had managed to crash the van twice on the way. He’d hit a bus and the side of the Jersey

  tunnel. Plus they’d had a puncture.




  Still, nobody had died, and we started unloading the gear, including a transformer – a bit of kit we needed to cope with the voltage difference between our English gear and the output in

  the US.




  Only, Terry had hired this particular bit of kit on Rob’s orders, and neither of them knew the first thing about stepping up voltage. So on the basis that if you had

  a big transformer you couldn’t go wrong, Rob had told Terry to hire the biggest he could find (this would become a habit of Rob’s).




  He had, and it was huge. Terry had actually hired Pink Floyd’s transformer and they were playing stadiums at the time. It weighed a ton – two tons in fact. A 250-kilowatt

  transformer. God knows how they got it in the van. It took six of us to lift it out. We plugged it in at Maxwell’s and I swear the lights dimmed in Manhattan as it powered up.




  Turned out to be a great gig. I mean, it was only our fourth as a three-piece but it felt like we’d got some of our mojo back, and with all three of us sharing vocals we began to think we

  might be able to pull this off. Maybe there really was life after Joy Division.




  Back at the hotel all of the band were on a high, but Terry, Twinny and Dave Pils had topped their nightmare journey to the venue with a just-as-white-knuckle drive back. Finally arriving at the

  hotel hours after us, then parking right outside on 44th Street, they were way too frazzled to do anything but crawl to bed.




  The next morning I was on Terry’s back about moving the van so we wouldn’t get a parking ticket. Off he trudged to do the deed – only to return a few minutes later, looking

  very sheepish.




  ‘Umh,’ he said, pulling on the wattle. ‘Van’s gone.’




  ‘You what?’




  ‘Van’s gone.’




  ‘Van’s gone?’ I said. ‘How the hell has the van gone? Don’t tell me you forgot to take off the . . .’




  Great.




  Even so, we came to the conclusion that the van had been towed away for a traffic violation and spent the rest of the day scouring Manhattan for it. After the umpteenth pound had told us that,

  no, they hadn’t seen a van full of musical gear, a very heavy transformer and a pair of old wooden skis, we finally faced up to the fact that our van and all our equipment had been

  stolen.




  Shit!




  So, me and Rob hotfooted it to the local police station. I marched straight up to the desk sergeant and, adopting my best Hugh Grant voice, said something along the lines of, ‘Excuse me,

  my dear fellow, we seem to have had some of our property stolen, old boy.’




  But instead of despatching Kojak and issuing APBs, he said in a very broad New Yawk accent, ‘Sit down oveh dere!’ and pointed at a bench.




  I was aghast. ‘My dear fellow, you don’t seem to understand. I am English and I will call the British Embassy if . . .’




  Before I could finish he repeated himself, much louder this time, giving me a proper Alex Ferguson hairdryer, with his hand on his gun for good measure. ‘Sit down oveh fuckin’

  dere!’




  Me and Rob did as we were told, trembling like two naughty schoolboys.




  Later, what seemed like much later, he gave us a piece of paper, and told us to fill it in. It was awful. If we were scared before we were terrified now. The gear was

  gone and it seemed like no one, not even the police, was going to help.




  We filled in the form as best we could and returned it to the cop, who didn’t even look up. Then, as we went to leave, he said, ‘Hey!’ We turned back, smiling, full of hope

  that he was going to help after all. Hooray! Rob and I beamed at each other, then at him. ‘Welcome to New Yawk!’ he grinned, then looked down again.




  Outside, full of righteous indignation, we phoned the embassy and asked to speak to the ambassador. He would help, surely? We were taxpayers after all. When we explained to the receptionist what

  had happened she just told us to go to the cops. Then hung up.




  Double shit!




  We hit on the idea of phoning the insurance company, so Rob got on the blower at the hotel and, I kid you not, this is how it went.




  ‘Hello, yeah, Rob Gretton here. We’re New Order; we’ve got an insurance policy with you. Number so and so. Right, that’s right . . .’




  We were all looking at each other. The guy must have gone off to find the details. Rob gave us the thumbs up. Don’t worry, lads, it’s all being sorted. Guy

  comes back to the phone.




  ‘Right,’ said Rob, ‘you’ve got the policy. Great. We’ve had all the gear stolen. Well, it’s covered isn’t it?’ Pause. ‘Yeah, great,’

  another thumbs up, pause. ‘Was the van alarmed? No it wasn’t. Hello . . . Hello? He’s hung up.’




  Our mouths dropped open in disbelief and as Rob, with a ‘that’s torn it’ expression, realised what he’d done, we all exploded into a big shouty mess, our anger directed

  at our stupid manager: ten thousand pounds’ worth of gear gone, never to be replaced. There might not be any point in crying over spilt milk, but we did it anyway. Tony

  Wilson, who was in New York at the same time recording A Certain Ratio’s second album, said, ‘It’s so poetic, darling. It’s the perfect ending!’




  We seethed silently.




  Next step, tell Ruth, who had kittens but begged us to carry on. We decamped to her office in Danceteria and hit the phones to hire gear, while Rob made amends by making me and Barney use our

  credit cards to pay for new equipment. A trip to Manny’s, a huge Aladdin’s Cave of a music shop on 48th Street yielded, for Barney, a nice Yamaha guitar combo and a Gibson 335 with

  ‘second’ stamped on the back of the headstock (although none of us could see why, but it was cheap at $550 so we kept schtum). I got a Yamaha BB800 for $431 but had a problem replacing

  my Shergold six-string bass. There was no equivalent in America. And no matter how much I tried, the only one I could find to hire was a Fender version, which I had to go and pick up from downtown

  Manhattan. There, I literally bumped into Liza Minnelli coming out of her room. ‘Liza! With a Zee!’ I blurted, without really thinking about it.




  ‘Fuck off,’ she drawled in return.




  Charming!




  So nothing was getting any better. We’d lost our gear and I’d been told to fuck off by Liza Minnelli with a Zee, and the only real respite from the misery was when Rob and I were in

  Times Square and came across a stall where you could print up your own New York Times front cover. I mocked one up that said, ‘TERRY & TWIN IN

  $40,000 ROAD CREW FOUL-UP – ROB AMAZED’, took it back and showed it to the high-tension-lead twins, who freaked, thinking

  they’d made the daily papers.




  Apart from that, it was blood, sweat and tears: me, Barney and Steve sitting in a room at the Iroquois having to relearn and rewrite all the songs.




  

    Geek Alert




    Fender Baritone Bass Guitar




    The Fender Baritone Bass Guitar is a six-string electric bass guitar made by Fender. It debuted in 1961 and differed from the previous Fender Precision Bass by having

    six strings with lighter gauges, a shorter scale and a mechanical vibrato arm. As with most Fenders then, it had a 7¼-inch fingerboard radius. The original Bass VI had three Stratocaster

    single-style coil pickups, controlled by a panel of three on/off slider switches instead of the more common three-position switch. The Fender Baritone bass guitar is tuned a fourth lower than a

    normal guitar to BEADFB, whereas the Shergold six-string bass guitar is tuned to concert pitch at EADGBE.


  




  The hire guy had warned me. ‘This is a baritone,’ he kept saying.




  ‘I don’t care. It’s not singing, mate, it’s just playing!’




  Back at the hotel I tuned it up to EADGBE, overtightening the strings, and breaking them one by one, bending the neck like a banana. I was lucky I didn’t lose an

  eye. It was useless. This led to me having to relearn all the six-string songs on the four-string in a blind panic, with Steve banging along on phone books beside me. There is definitely a special

  kind of camaraderie that comes from being thrown against the ropes, and we all pulled together, and even forgave Terry and co.




  So anyway, we managed to do the rest of the gigs. And I suppose if there’s one thing to be said for having most of your gear nicked it’s that it liberated us from the responsibility

  of looking after it, and we ended up partying harder than we would have done otherwise. Every cloud, and all that.




  Then, on returning to New York, there was a message for us – the cops had found the van.




  ‘It was in the middle of the Brooklyn Expressway,’ we were told. The crooks had dumped it on the central reservation with the doors open and the engine still running.




  We hardly dared ask. ‘Is there anything still in it?’




  The cop nodded confidently. ‘Yeah, man, there was stuff in it. If you go to the pound you can get it back.’




  We were literally dancing in the police station, over-fucking-joyed, singing, ‘The stuff’s in the back, the stuff’s in the back,’ and all but floated on a cloud of

  optimism to the pound, where a city employee led us to our long-lost van, removed the new padlock and opened the rear doors with a flourish.




  ‘There you go,’ he said, ‘there’s your stuff.’




  In the back was the transformer. And the fucking skis.




  ‘Brilliant!’ said Barney. He clambered into the van and retrieved the skis, happy as Larry. The rest of us looked at each other, mouths open in disbelief.




  The transformer would have been worth a fortune if they’d sold it for scrap because there was so much copper in it, but they couldn’t lift it out of the van. Thank God for small

  mercies, at least we didn’t lose our deposit on it. Otherwise, it was all gone. We’d lost our singer, lost our gear, our insurance cover and, thanks to Rob choosing the ‘Something

  to Declare’ route at the airport on the way back, ended up spending six hours and getting stung for a load of import tax on the gear we’d bought in New York.




  And yet it hadn’t been a disaster. In fact, it had been a hell of a first tour. I mean, what an adventure. Did I mention us touring all the great clubs in Manhattan, with Rob going,

  ‘Look how simple this place is. It’s just painted black with a PA in one corner. Brilliant!’ (and the idea for the Haçienda was born).




  There were some great adventures. One night a member of our entourage shagged Ruth. Talk about every dog having his day. Delta 5, a group from Leeds, were playing in New York at the same time

  and one of them nearly had a fight with Ruth over who was going to sleep with him. Ruth won but said to her the next day, ‘You can have him. He kept his Y-fronts on the whole time!’

  Another member of our entourage – the jammy bastard – became very friendly with Beth, the gorgeous singer.




  On the last night a member of our entourage was desperate to get a blow job off a hooker and went out, doing the dirty deed in an alley near the hotel at a cost of $15, a bargain! Rob was so

  excited by this that he persuaded the guy to go out and sneak the hooker back in so she could give us all a blow job. ‘I’ll pay for everyone!’




  So our guy went back out, but got caught bringing her in by the night watchman. He panicked and handed the guy a $20 bribe.




  ‘You limeys are amazing!’ he laughed. ‘I normally get paid to throw them out!’




  I went first, and then we sniggered uncontrollably as we peeped round the corner to watch Rob, fascinated by his toes, which were doing the weirdest things, clawing and

  curling up like you wouldn’t believe. Lucky for him we didn’t have camera-phones in those days.




  It was a wild, eye-opening time and I loved every second of it. I remember being in the taxi on the way to the airport at the end, as we drove over the 41st Street bridge, looking over my

  shoulder and seeing the whole of Manhattan lit up so beautifully, like a huge Christmas tree, and being so dog-tired that I could hardly keep my eyes open. It seemed like an amazing hallucination.

  I tried to rouse the others, but none of them would, or could, wake up. Then I fell asleep myself, and was shaken awake by the cab driver when we arrived, stumbling through the airport onto the

  plane and falling asleep again straight away.




  Everybody slept the whole flight back, only waking when it touched down in Manchester. We were that exhausted. I remember getting home and Iris saying, ‘Well, what was it like then?’

  and me going, ‘Quiet. You know . . .’ and sloping off to bed to recover.




  That tour, so full of ups and downs, did a lot to dispel the unhappiness around Ian dying. It was the first time – and now, in retrospect, one of the only times – we’d been a

  real band in the true sense of the word. There were no diva tantrums and, because we were sharing singing duties, there was no ‘pecking order’ bullshit either. The ups and downs of the

  tour brought us together. They made us tighter. I’m not sure we would have continued but for that tour.




  And those skis, by the way, never did make it back. Me and Twinny chucked them in the bin, and Barney’s never forgiven us. Never stopped going on about them.
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‘This is a rock band, let’s stick with the guitars and drums’




  Martin Hannett was in the US at the same time as New Order, brought over by Tony Wilson to record A Certain Ratio’s To Each album at the Eastern Artists Recording Studio (EARS) in New Jersey. It was also there that New Order completed work on their first single, ‘Ceremony’, first released in March

  1981, then later re-recorded with Gillian Gilbert and re-released in September of the same year. Meanwhile came the job of replenishing kit stolen in New York . . .




  Returning to our practice rooms after the tour we had literally nothing – two little amps, Barney’s guitar, my bass and a snare drum, that was it. It was like there

  was somebody up there who didn’t like us. As though Ian was in heaven surrounded by our gear, laughing his dogs off.




  But in a funny way this is where it gets interesting, because although we could borrow equipment from A Certain Ratio, we still needed gear of our own, and went cap in hand to Tony for cash to

  buy more. The upshot was that Barney and Steve got a bit more ambitious when it came to new gear. Mr Rock’n’Roll here was all, ‘What are you doing? This is a rock band,

  let’s stick with the guitars and drums,’ but the other two had eyes as big as saucers – Steve looking at new Pearl syndrum kits, and Barney eyeing up bigger synthesisers and

  sequencers. The real transition from the Joy Division sound to the New Order sound was about to begin.




  And there would also be another reason we would end up going ‘more synthesiser’, but we’ll come to that later . . .




  The other major moment here was Barney becoming the singer. I’ve racked my brains but I cannot remember how it came about. It seemed like one minute it was all three of us and then it was

  just him. I think, on the American tour, Rob had spotted that all of us doing something new was making the band different, but not as good. It was changing the sound too much and taking us out of

  our comfort zones. As far as Rob was concerned it wasn’t rocket science: keep the world-class rhythm section the same, make Barney sing and bring someone else in to

  play guitar and keyboards. Simples. The songwriting dynamic would be unchanged: music first, vocals later.




  Rob suggested Gillian Gilbert, firstly because she’d played with us before (when Barney had injured his hand at Eric’s in Liverpool), and was already in a group, the Inadequates;

  secondly because she was Steve’s girlfriend, therefore she was a known quantity; and thirdly because she wasn’t very experienced and probably wouldn’t change our style and sound.

  Secretly, I thought he fancied her.




  As far as Barney and I were concerned, I can’t remember either of us having any particular objections. As long as it wasn’t my girlfriend hanging around with us, then it didn’t

  matter to me. Gillian was quiet, and although you couldn’t have much of a crack with her, she was easy to ignore. You knew she wasn’t going to join the band and start telling you what

  to play and trying to change your style of music. As with the lead singer, that was important. I remember having a conversation with Rob sat on his office floor – he

  had no chairs – and him saying we’ll try her out and sort out the publishing later. I nodded in agreement, thinking to myself, What’s publishing? (And

  that ignorance has cost me millions.)




  

    Payment for written music is usually divided into two parts. There is one pot for the writers, i.e. publishing (usually achieved by radio play or

    film or advert/film soundtrack use and still very lucrative now), and one pot for the performers who record it, called performance royalties (usually achieved by record sales, downloads,

    streaming etc., not very lucrative these days mainly due to the internet making it very easy to share music without permission or purchase).




    When a song is written, depending on who wrote what, the percentage split between the writers and performers must be agreed. In a democracy, e.g. New Order, it was all split into quarters, 25

    per cent each, and the same for the performance royalties. This stayed the same up until Republic, when Barney decided he wanted more, and truth be told, he deserved it.

    He was doing two jobs.


  




  





  
‘I had a stalker’




  In our early days, no matter how much we insisted to promoters that we were New Order, they’d bill us as Joy Division, ex-Joy Division or ‘used to be Joy

  Division’. Looking back, you had to feel sorry for our audience: those poor people who had supported Joy Division and then turned up to find that ‘New Order’ were using them as

  guinea pigs to test our new songs. ‘Challenging them’, we called it at the time.




  What followed were our Spinal Tap ‘Jazz Odyssey’ days, with punters looking at each other nonplussed, thinking, What is this? or shouting out for Joy

  Division songs, or showing their displeasure by launching glasses at our heads.




  You couldn’t blame them. They didn’t know the songs because we hadn’t recorded them yet. Plus we were a bit of a liability live in those days. We felt exposed without Ian

  there, that figurehead to hide behind. The thing was, Joy Division had a perfect balance, the four of us were each fantastic at what we did, but New Order had weak links: Gillian, because she

  couldn’t play very well; and Barney, who was, shall we say, having trouble adjusting to the frontman role, and whether it was nerves or the first flowerings of a full-on prima-donna

  personality I couldn’t say, but it made him difficult to be around, smashing stuff up, medicated off his face on Pernod most of the time. It was a big change to his whole persona in Joy

  Division: cool, quiet and aloof. It was a shock. So we felt a bit wobbly, and while some of the gigs were good, a lot were bloody awful. Our reputation as being a bit hit-or-miss was becoming too

  well deserved.




  On plenty of occasions, fights and mini-riots broke out, especially when it became evident that we were only playing a very short set, twenty to twenty-three minutes. Ironic, eh? They

  didn’t like the material but wanted more of it. Tossers!




  It was a nightmare at first. But we soldiered on, as we always did. One thing you’d have to say about us is that right through our career we were very bloody-minded and stubborn. We

  believed totally in the music. That it would always prevail. Nothing else mattered. So initially we would carry on as we did in Joy Division. We wouldn’t put singles on

  the albums, wouldn’t appear on the covers, wouldn’t make videos, wouldn’t do merchandise. We would be evasive, unpredictable and difficult with the media . . . We

  would stick to our guns, because we were still young and idealistic, and wanted to prove ourselves as a new group. The only problem was, we hadn’t recorded any New Order songs.




  Yet amazingly Rob decided to reward us. He phoned me up and said, ‘What you need is a new car.’




  ‘What?’ said I.




  ‘A new car, knobhead. I’m going to buy you a new car.’




  And he did. Our budget was £5,000 each, which me and Barney broke straight away, both spending £5,012. It was incredible. The world was our oyster. We convened immediately, debating

  which vehicle to buy. It was so exciting, forgetting about our money problems at home. Me and Barney were rattling off the sports car names, ever practical. Eventually we asked Steve, ‘What

  car are you going to get, Steve?’




  ‘A Volvo,’ he said. ‘It’s boring and dependable, like me.’




  I opted for an Alfa Romeo Sprint Veloce in black. A beauty. The only problem was the insurance. For some strange reason musicians are treated like lepers when it comes to insurance and still

  are. It’s never changed. We’re 300 per cent loaded. It always used to amuse me when you went into Salford Van Hire to hire a van and there in huge letters above the desk was warning

  number one: ‘NO HAWKERS. NO GYPSIES. NO MUSICIANS.’ We moved a lot of furniture for friends, I can tell you.




  The first quote, from Cloverleaf Insurance, which specialised in high risks and young drivers, was £5,000 fully comprehensive, a whole £12 less than the car cost to buy.




  I remember picking up the car at Bauer Millett on Deansgate. I was beside myself. The salesman took me out to the road. ‘There she is,’ he said, ‘what a beauty!’




  But there were two of them. Same model, even the same interior. I was puzzled. Then who should come waltzing round the corner but Barney.




  ‘Hello,’ he says, smiling away. ‘I’ve bought the same car as you.’ And he had. My registration was NBU 140W and his was NBU 141W. I had a stalker.




  





  
TIMELINE ONE


  APRIL–DECEMBER 1980
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  April 1980




  Joy Division: ‘Love Will Tear Us Apart’




  (Factory Records FAC 23)




  Seven-inch track list:




  

    

      	

        ‘Love Will Tear Us Apart’


      



      	

        3.25


      

    




    

      	

        ‘These Days’


      



      	

        3.25


      

    


  




  Run-out groove one: Don’t disillusion me




  Run-out groove two: I’ve only got record shops left




  

    

      

        

          ‘The run-out groove messages were our way of tantalising the listener with a little puzzle or lyrics from the song that

          was coming next, inspired by Porky Prime Cuts, a mastering plant in London. Porky (George Peckham), a record cutting engineer, was famous for scratching little missives into the run-out

          groove of his mastered records.’


        


      


    


  




  Recorded in Strawberry Studios, Stockport, Manchester, and Pennine




  Sound Studios, Oldham.




  Engineered by Chris Nagle and John Needham.




  Produced by Martin Hannett.




  Designed by Peter Saville.




  18 May 1980




  The day before Joy Division are to leave for America, Ian Curtis commits suicide.




  23 May 1980




  Ian Curtis is cremated. Factory Records hold a wake at Palatine Road and screen the Sex Pistols film, The Great Rock ‘n’ Roll Swindle.




  

    

      

        

          ‘This was a truly miserable affair. I called in after we had been to the funeral and everyone was smoking dope, so I left.’


        


      


    


  




  13 June 1980 (a Friday)




  The inquest into Ian’s death is held at Macclesfield.




  

    

      

        

          ‘I remember Debbie’s father saying, “He was on another plane!” and me thinking, I know what plane he should

          have been on.’


        


      


    


  




  16 June 1980 (a Monday)




  The band convene at Pinky’s




  19 and 20 June 1980




  ‘The JDs’ (Peter Hook, Stephen Morris, and Bernard Sumner) record with Kevin Hewick at Graveyard Studios, Prestwich, with Stewart Pickering engineering. Of the two

  songs recorded, ‘Haystack’ is released later that year on the compilation A Factory Quartet while ‘A Piece of Fate’ is reworked by Hewick into

  ‘No Miracle’ in 1993.




  

    

      

        

          ‘This was a nice session, with everyone being very helpful and enthusiastic, even Barney. Kevin was very excited, a lovely boy. Stewart

          Pickering and his lovely family now run a deli in Cheshire, called the Yard. I get cheap meat. Top One.’


        


      


    


  




  20 June 1980




  Joy Division: ‘Komakino’




  Free giveaway




  (FAC 28)




  Seven-inch flexidisc track list:




  

    

      	

        ‘Komakino’


      



      	

        3.40


      

    




    

      	

        ‘Incubation’


      



      	

        2.50


      

    




    

      	

        ‘As You Said’


      



      	

        1.55


      

    


  




  Recorded in Strawberry Studios, Stockport, Manchester.




  Engineered by Chris Nagle.




  Produced by Martin Hannett.




  Initial pressing: 25,000 copies in a plain white sleeve (second pressing of 25,000 copies, 18 November 1980).




  

    

      

        

          ‘Great songs and a great shame to leave unreleased. “As You Said” was mainly Martin’s work; loops and drums he had done on the

          ARP sequencers as he produced the album Closer, edited together to form a track. It sounds very current production-wise even today, although you can clearly hear

          the timing glitches. This was our altruistic phase. The record shops were instructed to give the flexidisc to the fan on their purchase of the LP. Some did, some didn’t. Some even

          sold it separately, while some shops just gave them away to anyone – good boys.’


        


      


    


  




  27 June 1980




  Joy Division: ‘Love Will Tear Us Apart’, twelve-inch (FAC 23.12)




  Twelve-inch extra only:




  ‘Love Will Tear Us Apart’ (Pennine version)            3.l4




  Run-out groove one: Spectacle is a ritual




  Run-out groove two: Pure spirit




  Entered UK chart on 28 June 1980, remaining in the charts for 16 weeks, its peak position was number 13.




  Recorded in Strawberry Studios, Stockport, Manchester, and Pennine Sound Studios, Oldham.




  Engineered by Chris Nagle and John Needham.




  Produced by Martin Hannett.




  Designed by Peter Saville.




  

    

      

        

          ‘Martin was never satisfied with the mix of ‘Love Will Tear Us Apart’, hence the appearance of the Pennine version. He would redo

          the mix every time he could. It ended only when Tony Wilson told all the studio owners in England that he would not pay for any more mixes done on that song, anywhere.’


        


      


    


  




  18 July 1980




  Joy Division: Closer




  (FACT 25)




   




  

    

      	

        Track list:


      



      	

    




    

      	

        ‘Atrocity Exhibition’


      



      	

        6.05


      

    




    

      	

        ‘Isolation’


      



      	

        2.52


      

    




    

      	

        ‘Passover’


      



      	

        4.45


      

    




    

      	

        ‘Colony’


      



      	

        3.53


      

    




    

      	

        ‘A Means to an End’


      



      	

        4.06


      

    




    

      	

        ‘Heart and Soul’


      



      	

        5.50


      

    




    

      	

        ‘Twenty Four Hours’


      



      	

        4.26


      

    




    

      	

        ‘The Eternal’


      



      	

        6.04


      

    




    

      	

        ‘Decades’


      



      	

        6.08


      

    




    

      	

        Run-out groove one: Old Blue?


      



      	

    




    

      	

        Run-out groove two: n/a


      



      	

    


  




  Recorded in Britannia Row Studios, London.




  Engineered by John Caffey, assisted by Mike Johnson.




  Produced by Martin Hannett.




  Designed by Peter Saville, Martyn Atkins and Chris Mathan.




  Photograph by Bernard Pierre Wolff.




  

    

      

        

          ‘One of my favourite albums of all time, to play it in 2011 with my band the Light was such a thrill.’


        


      


    


  




  Entered UK chart on 26 July 1980, remaining in the charts for 8 weeks, its peak position was number 6.




  30 July 1980




  New Order play the Beach Club, Manchester; first live appearance.




  

    

      

        

          ‘About 1990 the Doves bought Cheetham Hill, our rehearsal room, from us. Later, Jimi Goodwin got in touch with me. ‘I’ve found a bag

          of your tapes. Do you want them?’ And lo and behold in this bag was the very backing tape we’d used at the Beach gig. Must get it baked (i.e. using an oven to heat it up and

          reactivate the glue that joins the brown magnetic particles to the clear tape beneath, to stop it flaking off) and transferred.’


        


      


    


  




  2 September 1980




  Joy Division: ‘She’s Lost Control’




  (FACUS2/UK)




  

    

      	

        Twelve-inch track list:


      



      	

    




    

      	

        ‘She’s Lost Control’


      



      	

        4.45


      

    




    

      	

        ‘Atmosphere’


      



      	

        4.10


      

    


  




  Run-out groove one: Here are the young men




  Run-out groove two: But where have they been




  Recorded in Strawberry Studios, Stockport, Manchester.




  Engineered by Chris Nagle.




  Produced by Martin Hannett.




  Sleeve photography by Charles Meecham.




  Typography by Peter Saville.




  4 September 1980




  New Order play Brady’s, Liverpool, supported by Skafish; ‘Ceremony’ has vocals by Stephen Morris.




  5 September 1980




  New Order play Scamps, Blackpool.




  7 September 1980




  New Order work in Western Works Studio, Sheffield, with Cabaret Voltaire, recording demos: ‘Dreams Never End’, ‘Homage’, ‘Ceremony’

  (featuring Stephen Morris on vocals), ‘Truth’, ‘Are You Ready for This’ (co-written with Cabaret Voltaire and featuring Rob Gretton on backing vocals).




  September 1980




  New Order embark on a short North American tour.




  20 September 1980




  New Order play Maxwell’s, Hoboken, New Jersey.




  21 September 1980




  New Order’s van is stolen from outside the Iroquois Hotel on West 44th Street, New York.




  22–23 September 1980




  New Order enter the Eastern Artists Recording Studios in East Orange, New Jersey, to finish the single versions of ‘Ceremony’ and ‘In A Lonely Place’,

  produced by Martin Hannett.




  26 September 1980




  New Order play Hurrah, New York City, supported by A Certain Ratio.




  27 September 1980




  New Order play Tier 3, New York, supported by A Certain Ratio.




  30 September 1980




  New Order play the Underground, Boston.




  24 October 1980




  Factory becomes a formal limited liability company: Factory Communications Ltd (FCL); directors Wilson, Erasmus, Saville, Hannett and Gretton each take an equal shareholding of

  20 per cent.




  

    

      

        

          ‘Supposedly the shares were for us but Rob put them in his name, saying, “If we don’t get paid we will still have had something out

          of Factory.” It would soon become a bone of contention. In legal terms it’s called a “conflict of interests”. Be warned.’


        


      


    


  




  24 October 1980




  New Order play the Squat, Manchester, their first gig featuring Gillian Gilbert.




  

    

      

        

          ‘Must have been very nerve-wracking for her. A very short set. Twenty-one minutes with no encores. Nowadays it beggars belief to think that

          you’d go anywhere to play for twenty minutes. Saying that, apart from “Homage” that was all the songs we had.’


        


      


    


  




  November 1980




  From Brussels with Love




  (TWI 007)




  Track list of various artists including:




  ‘Haystack’ by Kevin Hewick ‘& a few musicians’              3.35




  Recorded in Graveyard Studios, June 1980.




  Written by Kevin Hewick.




  Recorded by Martin Hannett.




  The original cassette booklet says, ‘Kevin Hewick -Haystack- / An experiment at Graveyard Studios. June 1980. Kevin plays with a few musicians. Recorded by Martin

  Hannett’. The ‘few musicians’ were Bernard, Peter and Stephen, who became New Order.




  24–28 November 1980




  New Order enter Cargo Studios, Rochdale.




  ‘This was to demo some of the songs and to start to work primarily on the vocals, that many did not yet have.’




  December 1980




  New Order enter Strawberry Studios to re-record ‘Ceremony’ with Gillian Gilbert.




  

    

      

        

          ‘Rob’s idea to fully integrate Gillian into the group turned out to sound very similar and you can’t really discern much difference,

          maybe a little faster. The main difference was the different sleeve.’


        


      


    


  




  13 December 1980




  New Order play Rotterdam Hal 4, organised by Mike Pickering, an old friend of Rob Gretton.




  





  
Ten things you should never do when you form a group




  1.   Work with your friends (they won’t be for long if you do)




  2.   Let the singer do his own backing vocals (this is a great opportunity for the band to pull together – ignore it at your peril; see also ‘narcissism’)




  3.   Have a couple in the band (they will always conspire against you)




  4.   Listen to an A&R man (apart from Pete Tong, everyone I have ever met has been an idiot)




  5.   Let your manager open a club/bar (see The Haçienda: How Not to Run a Club)




  6.   Let the publishing/performance split go unspoken (sort it out as soon as the recording is finished and put it in writing; this is the worst thing you will ever have to do,

  but the most important, and usually splits most bands before they even start)




  7.   Get off the bus (Fatty Molloy did this once and has regretted it ever since)




  8.   Think one member is bigger than the group (courtesy Gene Simmons again)




  9.   Sign anything that says ‘in perpetuity’ (that means forever, even you won’t live that long)




  10. Let your record company owe you money (see Factory Records)




  11. Ship your gear – always hire (a very famous sub-dance sub-indie outfit once phoned their manager after they’d split and said, ‘Hey, where did all the

  money go?’ See above!)




  12. Interfere with another group member’s sleep (they will turn very nasty and may call the police)




  13. Interfere with another group member’s girlfriend/wife (this will always end in violence)




  14. Never have a party in your own hotel room (always go to someone else’s)




  . . . Oh shit, way too many. I’ll stop now.




  





  
‘Anything to keep Rob happy . . .’




  In May 1981 the group gave their first-ever New Order interview to Neil Rowland of the Melody Maker As well as a somewhat tense encounter with the

  band’s bass player, ‘Pete Hook’, who is described as ‘refusing to take anything seriously, twiddling with his bass to avoid a face-to-face discussion’, it features

  what would be recurring themes throughout the band’s career: accusations of fascism ‘suggested by their name’, a preoccupation with the legacy of Ian Curtis, and an interest in

  the band’s live form (‘New Order gigs have the electricity of say, Floyd’s days at the Roundhouse’).




  On the home front, Iris and I were getting used to having only one income. She was working as a clerk for the Manchester office of the Co-operative Insurance Services (the very

  same company that refused to pay out for our gear).




  By this time we were living in an almost empty house in Moston. The only furniture we had was two deckchairs, a mattress, oh, and a beautiful white kitten called Biba, happily pissing

  everywhere. The girls were ganging up on me. They were getting accustomed to me being away a lot and coming back to recover. I was regularly ‘playing away from home’, shall we say.




  We started 1981 with a flurry of gigs, keen to get more experience under our belts and prove to ourselves that we still had a chance in music. The reputation we were acquiring when it came to

  gigs meant that people were coming along in a state of higher-than-usual expectation, knowing that something – it might not always be good, mind you, but something

  – was going to happen. Firstly, would we really ignore Joy Division and play all new material? As I said, I’m sure that at first most of our fans must have been coming out of pure

  curiosity.




  Take the set list, for example. If you look at any from that era (and, to be fair, from more or less any era until 1987, when Barney started to put his foot down), you’ll see that they

  were constantly changing. One reason was because we’d have Rob lying in the dressing room, pushing his glasses up his nose and shouting at us: ‘Hey, fucking hell, what’s that fucking song? What’s that song you play that goes, “in this room, in that room”, play that,’ and we’d go, ‘Oh, we haven’t

  played that for ages. Not rehearsed it.’




  ‘Oh go on, play it. Play “Homage”, that’s it, “Homage”.’




  So fuck it, we’d play it, anything to keep Rob happy. But of course we’d all be struggling to remember the riffs and the order, and Barney the lyrics, and for every night we took a

  chance and caught the magic there were two other nights we sounded like crap. Sure, it was a bit hit-and-miss, but it was never boring. We were still punks and were happy

  to go along with it.




  I remember years later we were in the US when I saw Bruce Springsteen play two different cities on the same tour. Not only did he play the same songs in the same order for hours, but he actually

  said the same things in between the songs in the same order. I was amazed that people did that much preparation. How professional.




  Then there was also the fact that generally we only played for about twenty to thirty minutes max. We did that because it felt long enough. Our excuse was to stop the crowd getting bored. How

  considerate were we? I think we were still glad to get the gig over with, to be honest. But some would reward our thoughtfulness by getting angry and rioting. Ungrateful bastards.




  So we had a reputation: you might have a shit night at one of our gigs, or you might have a great night, there was no way of telling. The only thing you could be certain of was that you were

  going to have a memorable night. People came away with many tales to tell.




  We embarked on a European tour in May, playing France, Belgium, Germany, Denmark and Sweden. It was a great tour. When Barney wasn’t moaning about how hard it was to be

  the singer he wasn’t averse to using his frontman status to ingratiate himself with certain fans. The gigs were very small – shit dressing rooms, four cans of pale ale and a pickled

  herring, if you were lucky – but they were good, the kind of gigs you could only look back on with great fondness. Paying-your-dues sort of thing, you know?




  In short succession New Order released the ‘Procession’ single in September 1981 and the Movement album in November,

  followed by a twelve-inch of ‘Everything’s Gone Green’ on Factory Benelux in December. Originally the B-side of

  ‘Procession’, ‘Everything’s Gone Green’ was the most electronic of New Order’s singles up to that point, marking a new direction.




  Our writing method stayed pretty much the same for all our records, up to and including the songs on Technique in 1989. For the acoustic songs we

  would jam as a three-piece and pick out the best bits to build a rough structure. Barney would add some keyboard parts, one of us would supply a vocal line, and then we would work on the lyrics

  together – a nice collaboration. The electronic, sequencer-based songs we would program first and then jam over.




  The plan was to make a new album with Martin Hannett in Strawberry Studios, but he was in full-on arsehole mode by then. In the studio he’d say, ‘Right, I’m going to the tape

  store,’ and he’d sit in there to read and do drugs while he listened to what we were playing on a little Auratone mono speaker rigged up by Chris Nagle, the engineer.




  ‘If I hear anything I like, I’ll come out,’ he’d say.




  He never came out.




  Most of the time we would just hear the front door slamming as he left for home or to score more drugs. Occasionally, when he did come out, he would remind us how crap we were without Ian, like

  he couldn’t stand us being there, these poor substitutes for the real genius. Having him behave that way was heartbreaking.




  Ours was a journey that had begun by seeing the Sex Pistols then meeting Ian, and then Rob, and then Tony Wilson, and finally working with Martin. Of all those guiding lights, Ian and Martin had

  shone the brightest, but now one of them was dead and the other hated us; couldn’t even stand to be in the same room as us, we felt. With hindsight I suppose you could blame some of his

  behaviour on the drugs, but at the time it was crushing.




  One night in Strawberry, the band talked, just the four of us and Rob. It was always freezing in Strawberry because the storage heaters hardly ever worked and it felt especially cold that night

  as we brooded downstairs. We opened up about how we felt. One of the only times we’ve ever done it. We all ended up crying. Not hugging each other or anything like that. Just sort of crying,

  each in our own little world. I suppose it was a bit of a blood-letting. Why? Maybe because those pent-up emotions had to come out sooner or later, and a band meeting in a

  freezing-cold studio was as good a place as any. Or maybe it was because the situation with Martin had got so bad and we were mourning the fact that we were losing him as well as Ian – Ian to

  the rope, Martin to the drugs.




  We’d managed to complete the album recording in Strawberry in early 1981, so now came the task of mixing it.




  Strangely enough, Tony and Rob were happy with the way the recording had gone. There was certainly no panic about the new material, vocally or musically, or, for that matter, Martin’s

  behaviour. That gave us a lot of heart. It was soon to change.




  We moved to a new recording studio called Marcus Music in Kensington Gardens Square, London (Martin thinking it a good idea to get away from Manchester, for a while at least). We were glad of

  the change of scene too. We were staying in a hotel round the corner and working, again at night. This time it worked out well because you’d have breakfast at dawn on Queensway and go to bed

  about 8 a.m. and the hotel would be dead quiet because everyone else was out sightseeing. When they came back we would get up and go to the studio like indie vampires.




  On the first day, as we walked in, Martin demanded a gram of coke before he’d start work. We all looked at him in utter disbelief. At that time we didn’t know much about coke,

  certainly not where to get it, not to mention the fact we were in London and didn’t know anyone. It was a Mexican stand-off at first. We thought he was joking and tried remonstrating, tried

  reasoning, but after an hour or so it was obvious he meant it. We were aghast. So Rob started phoning round while Martin and Chris Nagle sat there like a pair of malevolent Buddhas, with Martin

  refusing to do so much as twiddle a knob. A genius, sure. But what a prat.




  And then, when he finally got his drugs a couple of hours later, he gave them to Chris, chuckling, saying, ‘Sort that out, Christopher, and we shall begin.’




  He did eventually knuckle down and mix some tracks, but we as a band weren’t happy with them at all . . .




  Hold up. What? We weren’t happy with them? That was new. Normally it was a case of whatever the wizard-genius wants he gets, because whatever the wizard-genius

  does works. But suddenly we – by which of course I mean Barney and I – were disagreeing with him. We’d been looking over his shoulder during the making of

  Closer, eager to learn the ropes for ourselves, and even chipping in with the odd idea and suggestion, and now we had opinions of our own and they were beginning to find a

  voice.




  The main thing we asked for on Movement was more drums. Martin was still up to his old tricks of distorting everything, recording everything through the Marshall Time

  Modulators and then putting them back, audio completely mangled, high in the mix. But we wanted the sound to be cleaner and more powerful, a little less feathery. Making Unknown

  Pleasures we would never have dared ask for more drums; making Closer we might have been brave enough to suggest it; now, making

  Movement, we were demanding it. What’s more, we now had Rob backing us as opposed to backing Martin. For the first time we knew what we were talking about, and now

  Rob was siding with us rather than the coke-addled prima donna in the producer’s chair. He mixed them all, but on reflection at home we felt a few could do with being harder, again less

  ethereal. We were starting to enjoy standing up for ourselves.




  After Marcus Music we moved to Trevor Horn’s Sarm West Studios in Notting Hill (where the tape operator was none other than a lovely young lad called Flood, who would later become very

  famous for making records with U2, but at this point was more famous for making tea), the idea being to remix the tracks the band didn’t like. Here, Martin’s ‘erratic’ (i.e.

  twattish) behaviour continued. We were still chipping in with ideas, but if Martin didn’t like them he’d simply walk out saying, ‘Christopher, I’m going for a walk round the

  block, you do their mix while I’m gone,’ so we’d get Chris to turn up the drums, make it bassier, fatter, ballsier, which he’d do very reluctantly, because Chris was nothing

  if not totally loyal to Martin, and then Martin would return and say, ‘Have you done it?’ and we’d go, ‘Yeah,’ and he’d go, ‘Right, on to the next

  track.’




  Not interested in hearing what we’d done at all. Didn’t want to know.




  God, we had some fights with him. The two that we argued over most were ‘Truth’ and ‘Everything’s Gone Green’. On both we wanted the drum machine and synthesisers

  strong and loud. (Incidentally, these were our first two ‘electronic’ tracks: ‘Truth’ the first to use a drum machine, then ‘Everything’s

  Gone Green’ with drum machine and pulsed synthesisers.)




  Then there was ‘Procession’.




  Yellow Two Studios one night: me, Martin and Barney were rerecording the vocals.




  After the first take, Martin on the talkback: ‘That was crap. Do it again.’




  Barney, in the booth, did it again.




  ‘Crap. Again.’




  Martin punishing him over and over again. Punishing him for not being Ian, I thought.




  ‘And again.’




  By the fifteenth or sixteenth time, I was trying to reason with him. ‘Martin, come on,’ I said, ‘we’ve got some good ones, we can drop them in.’




  ‘No, no,’ he snapped, ‘I want a full take. It’s got to be a full take.’




  Then he made Barney sing it again.




  ‘Again.’




  And again . . .




  I counted. Barney sang it forty-three times until, at last – and you’ve got to give it to Barney, he had a long fuse in those days – he eventually freaked and the session came

  to an abrupt end as we stormed out.




  The whole thing was bullshit. Martin had always been a handful but his madness had usually had a method that was sorely lacking here. Before, he was experimenting, but he was happy, and he would

  never have made Ian sing something forty-three times. Now we felt he was winding us up, exercising his producer power in a cruel way just to piss us off rather than trying

  to get good results. ‘Procession’ was a good song and Barney was doing a good vocal. The only problem in the studio that night was Martin.




  The music recording was a little easier. Later Martin still thought Barney’s vocals were weak and needed augmenting and asked Gillian to do backing vocals. I have never been a fan of girly

  backing vocals, dinosaur that I am. I was outvoted.




  And then we stuck ‘Everything’s Gone Green’ on the reverse, which, considering it went on to become a benchmark for electronic music, and the first of a

  holy trinity of electronic singles (followed by ‘Temptation’ and ‘Blue Monday’), was a bit of a perplexing move.




  But that’s hindsight for you, 20/20, as well as being a good case of the band maybe being too close to the material, or even false modesty. Fortunately we had Factory Benelux to thank for

  recognising the song’s true potential.




  Factory Benelux had been set up by Michel Duval and Annik Honoré (Ian Curtis’s mistress) in 1980, and in a funny way was even wilder and freer-thinking than Tony and Factory at home

  in Manchester. It was they who gave us the opportunity to do a longer twelve-inch version of ‘Everything’s Gone Green’, which came out in December 1981, finally giving the song

  the prominence and aural impact it deserved. On the Factory single it was edited and marked as the B-side inadvertently.




  By now we were using drum machines, triggers, pulses and synthesisers – no sequencers yet though. These things may have sounded great but they took a long time to set up, and for me this

  period marked the start of that interminable sitting around that any acoustic player in an electronic band has to do, while the rest of the band program the drums and synths.




  I like to be doing stuff. I had no interest in the programming. I thought it was just boring, not a means to an end. I was going, ‘Why can’t we just fucking play? We’re a band. We’ve written hundreds of fantastic songs. Can’t we just play?’




  The other guys were busy reinventing pop; me, I liked pop just fine the way it was.




  But – before you go thinking I’m some kind of King Canute – it was my stance against programmed music that made our sound the way it was (even if I do say so myself), keeping

  it a hybrid of rock and dance: the sound of the future. Instead I decided to bury myself in the recording process, becoming the band’s recording engineer.




  The final nail in the coffin for Martin was when it came to mastering the album. Martin would master his mixes only, whether or not the band wanted to use them. He wouldn’t listen to our

  mixes, he outright refused to even have them on his acetate or test pressing.




  

    Geek Alert




    An acetate is a lacquer-coated metal disc that mimics the properties of vinyl and is used in studios for aural approval before pressing to vinyl. For a test pressing the

    master tape of the song is used by the recording plant to make a metal ‘mother’ from which several test records, a limited run for quality purposes, are made. If these are accepted

    the larger batches of records are then produced.


  




  By the end of the session there were two versions of the album on acetate and test pressing: Martin’s version, with the mixes he liked (i.e. his mixes) and the

  band’s version, which had the mixes we liked, some of which were his – which meant that he never actually heard the version of the album we cut, the final version of an album he’d

  produced.




  That was it. We knew it was over.




  And then we went back to America.




  





  
‘Feels like I’ve been here before’




  More than any other song, ‘Everything’s Gone Green’ made Martin Hannett a thing of the past as far as his association with New Order was concerned. After

  we’d recorded that track, me and Barney were flushed with new-found confidence. We felt we could be just as good without Martin; in fact, I’ll go one further and say we thought we could

  be better without him.




  So we told Rob, Tony, Steve and Gillian that we weren’t going to use him any more, and that was that. He was sacked, and we went to America feeling like a new band.




  Once again, Ruth Polsky promoted our tour, and she and I began an affair. It didn’t make any sense to me; after all, she ran Danceteria and Hurrah, two of the hottest clubs in New York,

  and was one of the coolest, best-connected people on this musical planet, and I was just a dick from Salford. But there you go. Was it my amazing prowess as a lover (I wish), or just my lack of

  Y-fronts? Or was it to do with the fact that she was a complete coke fiend?




  As I said, I had no experience with drugs back then. I never accepted it when it was on offer (high on life, me), even famously doing the Woody Allen gag in Ruth’s apartment one night, and

  blowing eight lines all over her floor. But on the other hand it didn’t bother me to wake up and see her doing a couple of lines in the morning. I was puzzled, but all I knew was that it made

  her horny, and bearing in mind that I was in my early twenties and like a flagpole most of the time, her being horny suited me down to the ground.




  Which is not to say her habit didn’t have its downsides. After all, it was because she was off her head that she left the band’s money, $10,000, in a hotel safety-deposit box in San

  Francisco, only realising after we’d flown to Toronto. When she returned to pick it up, she’d lost the key as well, so they had to drill it open. Add in the cost of her travel and it

  cost thousands of dollars. But we just laughed. It was only money. So, a little thing like that was a small price to pay for having a permanently horny, great-fun girlfriend,

  who was also amazingly well connected and very well respected.




  Ruth was feisty. She had been with so many people in bands that her plan was to write a book called Under the Stars and out them all. Several years after she died I

  used the title as a Monaco track in tribute. She was a fabulous lady. I broke her heart but I miss her still.




  One night she took us to the Ritz in New York to see a band, Bauhaus or someone like that. Rocking up on the night we’d assumed it’d be like a normal gig, with sticky floors and

  people treading on your toes, but we couldn’t have been more wrong. It turned out we were sitting on a private mezzanine floor along with a load of other reserved tables, complete with our

  own bar service, and not like in England where you’d have the rest of the punters looking at you, going, ‘Fuck off, who do you think you are?’ but everyone giving it the proper

  star treatment. ‘Right this way, sir.’ Wow! We felt like Billy Big Bananas. Bring it on. One of those moments where you’d pinch yourself and go, ‘Is this for

  real?’




  God Bless America.




  Trouble is, that kind of stuff can turn your head if you’re not careful. Years later I was queuing for a London club, seOne, with Terry Mason. Standing in front was the singer Ben

  Volpeliere-Pierrot from Curiosity Killed the Cat, the twat with the beret, who was giving it all, ‘Don’t you know who I am?’ to the doorman. They were big at the time.




  But the doorman didn’t care, saying, ‘You’re not on the list, so do one.’




  We were laughing our dogs off behind him, and he kept turning round and scowling, until at last he took the bouncer’s advice and fucked off, to assorted catcalls, curiously, from us.




  Me next. I step up. Say to the bouncer, beaming, ‘Peter Hook, New Order, mate.’




  He looks down his list.




  ‘No Peter Hook down here, no New Order either, mate.’




  Everyone else in the queue laughing their dogs off at me.




  Oh shit.




  So there you go, kids: karma. It’ll get you every time.




  Anyway, back to America in November 1981, and another thing contributing to the band’s new-found sense of purpose and confidence was meeting Michael Shamberg.




  Michael, who was struck down by mitochondrial disease in 2006, and sadly died in 2014, was a wonderful man. And even though he and his girlfriend Miranda didn’t make

  a great success of running the American arm of the label, Factory USA, Michael certainly excelled in helping shape New Order’s international image via our fantastic music videos.




  Michael had a great eye for up-and-coming video/film directors, and it was he who brought in Jonathan Demme to direct ‘the Perfect Kiss’, Kathryn Bigelow for ‘Touched by the

  Hand of God’, Robert Longo for ‘Bizarre Love Triangle’ and Philippe Decouflé for ‘True Faith’. In many ways he came to represent our video image in much the

  same way as Peter Saville did our graphic image. We gave him total freedom and complete artistic control. In other words, we couldn’t be bothered to have anything to do with them. We thought

  they were fucking boring. They also cost a fortune and put us in heavy debt with the record company, but that was another lesson we learned the hard way. Not only that, but Michael was also

  responsible for putting us in touch with Arthur Baker and John Robie (well, no one’s perfect) at Shakedown Records.




  Something else that happened on that tour, way more important than Ruth, Michael or getting the star treatment at the Ritz: I had my first experience of pizza. It was after a gig at I-Beam in

  San Francisco when I was so hungry I thought I was going to die.




  I’d got talking to this girl. ‘I must get something to eat,’ I gasped. ‘Are there any fish and chip shops round here?’




  She said, ‘Huh? How about some peeezza?’




  I was like, You what? (Different times, remember, different times.) ‘What’s a peeezza? What the hell’s in it?’




  ‘Cheese and tomato,’ she said, and I was like, ‘Oh, I don’t like tomato,’ so she rolls her eyes and says, ‘Tell you what, I’ll get you one,’ and

  thank God she did because, oh my days, it was like a slice of heaven on a plate. Whoa. My culinary education, having been introduced to curry by Cabaret Voltaire, was now

  complete and the world was my oyster. I remember walking down Haight-Ashbury later that night feeling very, very, cosmopolitan and very, very, happy and looking round at the streets buzzing and

  thinking, How does a fucking tosser from Salford end up eating peeezza in a place like this with a beautiful girl called Gianna Sparacino?




  Luckily Ruth didn’t find out.




  We were staying in Chinatown in a hotel that must have been a knocking shop. Why? Because it had vibrating beds, obviously. You put a quarter in the slot on the headboard

  and the bed shook for about thirty seconds and then stopped until you fed in more coins. Fuck knows what good it did, but it was great fun and Rob in particular loved it. He was phoning everyone

  all the time, going, ‘Quarters? Have you got any more quarters, I’ve fucking run out of ’em.’




  Another night we went out for a Chinese meal and Rob was showing off that he knew all about the food, which was pretty impressive back then – especially if you’d only just had your

  first slice of peeezza – asking the waiter, ‘Have you got any Chinese wine, mate?’




  To us he was winking and going, ‘Fucking Chinese wine. It’s brilliant. You’ll love it.’




  So this guy said, ‘I have special wine for you. Special wine . . .’ and off he goes, returning with what turned out to be a bottle of ‘Foetus of Running Deer

  wine’ – complete with the foetus in the bottle. We were all gagging at the sight of it, but of course Rob, being Rob, ended up drinking it, because he was a bull-headed bastard at the

  best of times, and when he was pissed it was even worse.




  I remember another time years later in London where the Greek promoter, a right canny little bastard called Petros Moustakas, said to Rob, ‘I’m going to place a fifty-pound note on

  the back of your hand, put a lit cigarette on it, and if you can hold it there until the note burns, it’s yours.’




  Rob, pissed as a fart, goes, ‘Fucking no problem, Petros. Fucking put it on.’ So the guy lays the £50 note on the back of his hand and applies the cigarette.




  Rob was like, ‘Go on, fucking burn, burn,’ but it wouldn’t burn. The restaurant began to fill with the smell of what I now know to be burning flesh. Meanwhile Rob sat there

  grimacing with what must have been extreme pain until at last he couldn’t take it any more, and whipped his hand away to reveal a huge blister on the back of it.




  Petros says, ‘Oh, bad luck, Robert. Do you want to try the other hand?’




  And Rob, belligerent and pugnacious as ever, pushes his glasses up his nose and says, ‘Yeah, go on, then, yer twat.’




  Everyone was going, ‘Oh, Rob, stop, no, no,’ holding their hands over their noses to ward off the stench of burning Rob.




  He just laughed, ‘Again!’ The only thing he said to Petros. ‘Again!’




  What none of us apart from Petros knew was that the paper used for £50 notes is a very good heat conductor. Rather than burning the note, the heat was being transferred to Rob’s

  hand. Our stubborn manager ended up with two holes in the backs of his hands that stayed with him for the rest of his life. Stigmata, like he’d been crucified.




  At the end he looked at Petros and just said: ‘Fuck off.’




  Rob was tough when he wanted to be. He was hardcore, without a shadow of a doubt.




  Movement came out while we were away. The reviews were OK, and though I grew to like it more and more as the years went by, we weren’t

  especially happy with it at the time. When we listened to the finished product what we heard was the sound of a band whose producer had lost faith. You could hear it. The album had ended up

  sounding like a Joy Division album with New Order vocals.




  Saying that, these days I really like the production. It might have been a bit of a weird push-and-pull group effort but it sounds good. Not a classic, and we certainly bettered it with

  Power, Corruption & Lies, but still – a good album. The lyrics aren’t very profound (we certainly missed Ian on that score). But the music’s great.

  These days I wonder what Ian would have done on ‘Dreams Never End’ or ‘I.C.B’, or can you imagine what he might have come up with for ‘Blue Monday’? It’s a

  mind-boggling idea. It would have been so wonderful to find out.




  





  
MOVEMENT TRACK BY TRACK




  ‘Dreams Never End’: 3.13




  No escape for so few in fear . . .




  The first bass riff after Ian’s death, and my first vocal line after ‘Novelty’. It never felt good doing them alone and I soon lost heart. Quite prophetic

  that it starts the album. The six-string Shergold bass guitar really comes into its own. On the record you can hear Martin struggling with my vocals, mixing a low take in with a high take. Recorded

  ‘as live’, the three of us play up a storm. Strangely, Martin didn’t completely deconstruct the drum kit on this song. He allowed us to play together and used the best take. He

  later overdubbed hi-hat, both closed and open. A classic ‘New Order’ rock tune. I remember our sound guy Ozzy once saying to me, ‘After that intro it was all downhill for you

  lot!’




  ‘Truth’: 4.37




  The noise that surrounds me . . .




  Our first drum-machine song on record. Very atmospheric. The ARP Omni strings are especially haunting. Barney also using the melodica to great effect. We had great sonic hopes

  for this song but the battle with Martin left it smack in the middle of the dispute. Reminiscent of Joy Division’s ‘Insight’. A chilling dystopian vision

  of . . . a new world order.




  ‘Senses’: 4.45




  No reason ever was given . . .




  The core of this song is the interplay between the three of us – it being all-important. Great use of the Joy Division-esque sliding of song parts over each other to

  create a new third part. Steve’s syndrums and Martin’s time modulation of the tom-toms give it a very modern feel. Martin’s least favourite song, he

  struggled to understand it. Also my first attempt at overdubbing bass, two of them playing different parts at the same time, four- and six-string.




  ‘Chosen Time/Death Rattle’: 4.07




  Believe in me . . .




  The laid-back vocal disguises this dark, brooding song. The six-string bass melodies are very strong. The first New Order track to have a separate bass synth line taken from

  an early acoustic bass part, with great guitar work by Barney. Steve’s syndrums sound fantastic and, together with the Powertran synthesiser, swamp the track at the end to great effect.

  Martin’s idea. A classic recording done live. Hardly any overdubs.




  ‘I.C.B.’: 4.33




  Manna falls from heaven . . .




  This track was started by Joy Division but never finished, and in my opinion sounds the most like JD. Martin’s electronic treatment of the tom-toms electrifies the track

  in a wonderfully modern way. Laid-back vocal by Barney again suggests a lack of confidence that would soon be rectified. Excellent build-ups with space sound syndrums suggesting Steve was a

  Clangers fan.




  Interesting to hear me backing Barney with a low vocal.




  ‘The Him’: 5.29




  Reborn so plain my eyes see . . .




  I love this bassline. Bauhaus ripped it off for ‘Bela Lugosi’s Dead’ (I take it as a compliment, lads, don’t worry). Fantastic live, with a dark and

  magnificent false ending. Barney’s layering of the ARP Omni strings is very effective. My low vox backs him again at Martin’s insistence. When he sang this live the end refrain was

  particularly plaintive for our overworked singer: ‘I’m so tired, I’m so tired, I’m so fucking tired,’ he used to sing.




  ‘Doubts Even Here’: 4.16




  Collapsing without warning . . .




  My favourite track on the album, with vocals written by Steve, who then didn’t have the confidence to sing it. Barney didn’t like it so it was given to me.

  Fantastic melodies and tom-tom riffs. I came up with the vocal end-piece, and Martin overdubbed Gillian reading ‘The Lord’s Prayer’. The syndrum end gives it an apocalyptic

  feel.




  ‘Denial/Little Dead’: 4.20




  It comes and goes and it frightens me . . .




  Another song with the interplay and drop-outs being very important. This track has the most overdubs, low bass keyboard, high strings, snare drum, toms etc. Later, live, Steve

  had two snare drums, one placed behind him, which when he hit it, on the rolls, was fantastic to witness. I was very impressed. The vocal sounds drunk, sadly.




  One night, shortly before the album came out, I got a phone call off Rob. ‘You’ve got to go down to London!’




  ‘Eh?’




  ‘Pete Saville’s got a migraine. He can’t finish the sleeve. You go down and do it!’




  ‘Migraine?’




  ‘Get it finished, Hooky!’




  Peter Saville was working at Dindisc Records, an offshoot of Virgin in London, for a very feisty young lady called Carol Wilson. I think the pressure of working for a normal record label was

  getting to him, and he started suffering from debilitating migraines under pressure. I was elected to be the cavalry. So, clutching my aspirins, I went down to mop his fevered brow.




  Peter had been asked to do two covers, one for ‘Procession/Everything’s Gone Green’, our double-A-side single, and the LP Movement. Rob was desperate

  to get the records out, as they were our first, so was pushing Peter more than usual.




  When I got there on the train he was not well at all, and I had to gently lead and cajole him to show me what he was working on. With his head in his hands he explained his ideas. Inspired by

  the Italian Futurist movement of 1909, he was exploring graphic images relating to the markers of modernity of the industrial city, machines, speed and flight. Futurism

  exalted the new and disruptive.




  Blimey, I thought, it’s no wonder he’s got a bloody headache.




  So I was presented with several books on arte meccanica (machine aesthetics). I stared blankly. An hour or so later, with Rob’s words ringing in my ears, I

  pointed out two designs, one for Movement saying, ‘Can’t you just replace the words on that one, Pete?’ and another nice strong design for the single. He

  said, ‘OK. Leave it with me. I feel a bit better now. I may change the colours.’




  Later he took me for dinner to his private club, the Zanzibar (the forerunner of the Groucho Club in Soho, which will be getting its very own chapter later). There he regaled me with tales of

  his life in London, at one point saying, ‘Do you know how hard it is living in London, Hooky? I have to pay six hundred pounds for a pair of trousers!’




  ‘Fuckin’ hell, Pete, I’m only on thirty quid a week. How would I know?’




  I was glad to get to Euston.




  Thinking on, it must have been very difficult for Rob to juggle the finances. He was running a group, New Order, which had absolutely no income. We were touring but buying

  piles of equipment to replace what had been stolen in New York – all using Joy Division’s money. Rob had a great way of accounting. If anyone questioned it he would always say, ‘I

  have two pockets. The left one is the group’s and the right one is mine and I never get them mixed up!’ and patted them both for effect. Strangely, at the end of the night buying drinks

  etc. for everyone, he never seemed to keep a note of which pocket he was delving into. We were happy about that. It was mainly us he was buying drinks for, so as long as there was something in one

  of them, we never cared.




  Having been released as New Order’s producer, Hannett’s woes increased when his objections to the Haçienda club fell on deaf ears. As a

  Factory director he had wanted to use profits on what he considered to be the most important aspect of the label, the music. He wanted a recording studio, or if not then at least a new Fairlight

  CMI Series II synthesiser, the same model used by Kate Bush, Jean Michel Jarre and Martin’s arch-rival, Trevor Horn.




  Sure enough, shortly before the club was due to launch, Factory’s musical magician filed a lawsuit against the label he’d helped create,

  attempting to prevent the opening and claim more money from his stake in the company. It was the beginning of the end for his relationship with Factory . . .




  Martin wanted Factory to buy a recording studio because he said that with one album it would have been paid for, and then all the rest of our records would be recorded for

  free. You know what? He was absolutely right. The most idiotic thing for a record company to do was to invest in a club. So many times afterwards, when the Haçienda was losing money hand

  over fist, Tony would sit there with his head in his hands, going, ‘Oh, we should have listened to Martin Hannett . . .’




  What could Martin have done with a Fairlight? Could he have made his Hounds of Love or So? We’ll never find out. All we know is that Martin took the hump and the

  rest of the Factory board voted against him. They ostracised him. Ironically, exactly what ‘the others’ would do to me in 2011.




  They voted him a total buyout of £25K, and stipulated that it included him giving up his album points on all recordings for all Factory acts including Joy Division and New Order, which

  over the years would have been worth millions – all for £25K.




  In March the following year he issued a writ against Factory – they gave it its own catalogue number, taking the piss – but it didn’t do him any good. Poor old Martin just

  didn’t have the money to fight the case when it was referred to the High Court. He needed £8,000. His drug addiction came back to haunt him.




  With hindsight, it was disgusting, highway robbery. We knew nothing about it and I never would have done if his girlfriend Suzanne hadn’t told me about it when it happened to me with New

  Order. No matter how we felt about Martin when we parted, we knew that without him we would never have achieved the lasting effect we’ve had, particularly with Joy Division. So to take those

  points off him and buy him out was merciless, especially when you consider that he was right. He didn’t say never open a club, he said don’t open it now. Do a

  studio first and then do a club. Probably the only sensible thing anyone ever associated with Factory suggested, and he was shouted down. Tony had it right. We should have

  listened to Martin.




  

    Geek Alert




    My Equipment List




    By this time I had replaced my stolen gear with a much better version of roughly the same set-up – as used by Martin Hannett when he was a bass player. For the more technically minded

    among you I was using a Yamaha BBI200S four-string and a Shergold six-string bass guitars, both fed into an Alembic stereo valve pre-amplifier, each channel with separate EQ, then mono-ed into a

    Roland Sip-301 pre-amplifier with two internal effects sends, one for the Electro-Harmonix Clone Theory pedal and the other for a Yamaha analogue delay unit. The Roland mono output was then

    bridged into a stereo Amcron DC300A solid-state stereo amplifier (1,200 watts per channel rms = LOUD) into two custom-built flight-cased cabinets each containing two fifteen-inch JBL 4560

    1000-watt bass speakers . . .




    It was awesome!




    I was ecstatic. Thank you, Martin.




    One other very important piece of equipment for any bass player is the strings he uses. I have used many different kinds in my time, with varying degrees of success, but settled very early on

    for Elite bass strings from the Bass Centre in London – my first and only sponsor, come to think of it. The strings are very bright and very strong, so very reliable. A normal bass guitar

    is tuned E A D G with string gauges 105, 80, 60, 45 on average. This wasn’t good enough for me! Again very early, I realised because I was playing mainly the high strings D G, I needed more

    low-end frequencies to make them sound fatter, so I started using 105 85 65, 65, which gave me problems because that last string would be stretched so tight to get the pitch, it was prone to

    snapping, and when it did snap it could cut your bloody head off. So I soon went down to 60s for the G string, which worked better with less snapping, and I still use them now. Really makes your

    fingers hard.




    My record for breaking strings at a gig was three at once. I hit the guitar so hard it snapped three strings, the A D and G. That of course was in my younger, very punky

    days, when you played every gig as if your life depended on it. Heady days! These days I just stick to snapping one at a time.


  




  





  
TIMELINE TWO 
JANUARY–DECEMBER 1981
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  2 January 1981




  New Order play Porterhouse, Retford.




  3 January 1981




  New Order play the Tatton Community Centre, Chorley. Organised by Rex Sargeant, his group PR5 supported.




  

    

      

        

          ‘A fan from early Joy Division days (there is even a letter from him to Ian in So This is Permanence), Rex committed

          suicide by hanging in 2010.’


        


      


    


  




  4 January 1981




  New Order play the Fan Club (Brannigan’s), Leeds.




  

    

      

        

          ‘This was where Rob fell in love with Mandy H, the DJ on the night. She was a very well-respected punk DJ and it seemed to be love at first

          sight, with him ending up following her around all night like a lovesick cow. That was a good gig, that one. We always had good gigs in Leeds.’


        


      


    


  




  12 January 1981




  New Order play Eglinton Toll Plaza, Glasgow, supported by Bombers Over Vienna and Positive Noise.




  14 January 1981




  New Order play Plato’s Ballroom (Mr Pickwick’s), Liverpool.




  21–23 January 1981




  New Order enter Cargo Studios in preparation for recording their first album – they would be working on the album for the next seven months.




  

    

      

        

          ‘We had most of the Movement songs written but Rob thought it a good idea to demo them. We

          chose Cargo for two reasons, because we got such a great sound there, and John Brierley was such a fantastic engineer, and our practice place was such a shithole we just had to get out.

          Three reasons!’


        


      


    


  




  22 January 1981




  New Order: ‘Ceremony




  (FAC 33)




  

    

      	

        Seven-inch track list:


      



      	

    




    

      	

        ‘Ceremony’


      



      	

        4.34


      

    




    

      	

        ‘In a Lonely Place’


      



      	

        4.35


      

    


  




  Run-out groove one: Watching forever




  Run-out groove two: How I wish you were here with me now




  

    

      	

        Twelve-inch track list:


      



      	

    




    

      	

        ‘Ceremony’


      



      	

        4.34


      

    




    

      	

        ‘In a Lonely Place’


      



      	

        6.12


      

    


  




  Run-out groove one: Watching love grow forever . . .




  Run-out groove two: How I wish we were here with you now




  Recorded in Strawberry Studios, Stockport, Manchester.




  Additional recording EARS, Trenton, New Jersey.




  Engineered by Chris Nagle.




  Produced by Martin Hannett.




  Designed by Peter Saville.




  Entered the UK chart on 14 March 1981, remaining in the chart for 5 weeks, its peak position was number 34.




  26 January 1981




  New Order record their first John Peel session at BBC, Langham 1 Studio, Maida Vale, London.




  

    

      	

        John Peel track list as recorded


      



      	

    




    

      	

        ‘Dreams Never End’


      



      	

        3.13


      

    




    

      	

        ‘Truth’


      



      	

        4.21


      

    




    

      	

        ‘Senses’


      



      	

        4.25


      

    




    

      	

        ‘I.C.B.’


      



      	

        5.19


      

    


  




  Engineered by Dave Dade.




  Produced by Tony Wilson (a different Tony Wilson).




  

    

      

        

          ‘This was a great compliment, and these were great to do. There was literally “no messing about”, you would be booked in for a

          maximum three hours, which included setting up, miking up and soundchecking. It produced a pretty straight, i.e. live, version of the songs, fuelled by adrenalin. Much truer versions. They

          literally threw you out when your time was up. Great canteen.’


        


      


    


  




  February 1981




  New Order enter Britannia Row Studios, Islington, for overdubs on ‘The Kill’ and ‘The Only Mistake’ to be included on the upcoming Joy Division album,

  Still.




  

    

      

        

          ‘This felt very strange. Not only to be back in Britannia Row after Closer but working on Joy Division songs too. A

          weird, out-of-body feeling. It was lovely to hear Ian’s vocals in those surroundings again, and it brought back some nice memories. Strange being back with Martin, but we kept it

          professional.’


        


      


    


  




  6 February 1981




  New Order play Comanche Student Union, Polytechnic, Manchester, supported by Stockholm Monsters and Foreign Press.




  It’s also where Rob first met Howard ‘Ginger’ Jones, who was virtually hired on the spot, with absolutely no qualifications, to scout locations for what would become the

  Haçienda. Eventually they settled on a former boat showroom and New Order had to sign huge personal guarantees for the loans to build the club. They took a lease for twenty-five years on the

  building.




  7 February 1981




  New Order play Roadmenders, Northampton, supported by Stockholm Monsters.




  9 February 1981




  New Order play Heaven, London, supported by Section 25 and Stockholm Monsters.




  

    

      

        

          ‘Rob hired the Pink Floyd-devised quadrophonic PA system from Britannia Row for this show, as well as persuading Martin Hannett to mix the

          sound. Quadrophonic is in effect two stereo systems joined together by a joystick controller: a normal stereo set-up in front of the audience and another normal system behind. The joystick

          allows you to pan sounds at the sound guy’s discretion, right round the four stacks and around the building. Unfortunately, no one took into the account the shape of Heaven. It was

          not square. Also no one took into account the shape of Martin Hannett, who was also not square. He was off his rocker when he arrived – after the soundcheck and just before the doors

          opened. Martin seemed to enjoy himself but the reports were of a “very confused” sound, with effects flying all over the place and drowning out the group. We would go on to use

          this system with much better effect later in our career.’


        


      


    


  




  14 February 1981




  Peter Hook interviewed on BBC Radio 1’s Walters’ Weekly.




  16 February 1981




  New Order’s first Peel session broadcast.




  17 February 1981




  New Order play Rock Garden, Middlesbrough.




  

    

      

        

          ‘I do remember the Hell’s Angels that worked there laughing when we arrived. There were no steps up to the back

          entrance; they’d hidden them and were taking the piss, going, “Hope you don’t scrape your shoes, nancy boys,” as we clambered inside. At least the skinheads from the

          Warsaw days had moved on.’


        


      


    


  




  10–13 March 1981




  New Order record ‘Procession’ and ‘Everything’s Gone Green’ with Martin Hannett in Strawberry Studios and Yellow Two.




  21 March 1981




  New Order play the Boys Club, Bedford, supported by Section 25 and IC1. The gig is organised by long-time supporter and author of From Heaven to Heaven: New

  Order Live: The Early Years, Dec Hickey.




  22 March 1981




  New Order play Jenkinson’s Bar, Brighton, supported by Section 25.




  

    

      

        

          ‘This was a tiny basement pub near the seafront in Brighton. They gave us the snooker room as a dressing room. About thirty people turned up. I

          love Brighton.’


        


      


    


  




  27 March 1981




  New Order play Trinity Hall, Bristol, supported by Tunnelvision. This is the first New Order gig to appear on a vinyl bootleg, The Dream, about a year

  later, then a great compliment.




  8 April 1981




  New Order play Rock City, Nottingham, supported by Minny Pops.




  

    

      

        

          ‘We always made sure we had Factory bands as support wherever possible. The Minny Pops were from Holland. A nice group, especially Wally, their

          lead singer. I loved their single “Night Train” and went on to produce them.’


        


      


    


  




  10 April 1981




  New Order play Cedar Club, Birmingham, supported by Minny Pops.




  17 April 1981




  New Order play St Andrews University, Fife, supported by Foreign Press.




  

    

      

        

          ‘Payback. We used to borrow Foreign Press’s PA a lot when we were skint. So we gave them a few gigs. And used their PA again! A

          double-edged-sword payback, eh?’


        


      


    


  




  18 April 1981




  New Order play Victoria Hotel, Aberdeen, supported by Foreign Press.




  19 April 1981




  New Order play Valentino’s, Edinburgh, supported by Visitors.




  22 April 1981




  New Order play ‘Atmosphere’ (Romeo & Juliet’s, Sheffield), supported by Tunnelvision.




  

    

      

        

          ‘Annik came to this gig and it was lovely to see her. She also attended the following evening. I loved Tunnelvision. Martin Hannett produced the

          first single and I ended up doing their second one, as well as some production work after that. This really was the start of a period where me, Barney and Steve would all be meeting bands

          and getting into producing them. Barney did Section 25, Happy Mondays. Steve and Gillian produced Thick Pigeon (who, incidentally, were Stanton Miranda, Michael Shamberg’s girlfriend,

          and Carter Burwell, who later made his name scoring films for the Coen Brothers).’


        


      


    


  




  23 April 1981




  New Order record Granada TV’s Celebration, performing two sets. First Set: ‘Truth’, ‘Procession’, ‘Ceremony’,

  ‘Doubts Even Here’, ‘Truth’, ‘I.C.B.’, ‘Chosen Time’, ‘Digital’ (instrumental), ‘Chosen Time’, ‘Denial’ (titled

  ‘Little Dead’). Second Set: ‘Dreams Never End’ (various attempts), ‘The Him’, ‘Procession’, ‘Senses’, ‘I.C.B.’,

  ‘Denial’ (titled ‘Little Dead’), ‘Ceremony’, ‘In a Lonely Place’ (part). The show was broadcast on 18 June 1981 with only these songs:

  ‘Truth’, ‘Ceremony’, ‘I.C.B.’, ‘Chosen Time’, ‘Denial’, ‘Dreams Never End’.




  

    

      

        

          ‘You weren’t allowed to touch the sound desk, as it was union-controlled. Rob wanted Chris Nagle to do the sound, so not for the first

          time we had a massive stand-off with Rob threatening repeatedly to pull the gig, literally banging heads with the union rep. The rep won. This led to a very uncomfortable programme, mainly

          caused by Dec Hickey’s dancing (watch it on YouTube and you’ll see why).’


        


      


    


  




  24 April–4 May 1981




  New Order enter Strawberry Studios to begin work on their debut album, Movement, with Martin Hannett, then move to Marcus Studios at Kensington Gardens

  Square, London, and Sarm West, Notting Hill, London, for mixing.




  6 May 1981




  New Order play Forum Ballroom, Kentish Town, London, supported by Tunnelvision and Safehouse.




  

    

      

        

          ‘This was the first New Order gig to be promoted by Final Solution, a promotion company set up by Colin Faver and Kevin Millins. They used to

          love doing wacky things in really wacky places. It was the precursor to the rave thing, raves without rave music – the idea being that they’d bus people into strange places for

          the gigs. They would become close friends.’


        


      


    


  




  7 May 1981




  New Order play Talbot Tabernacle, London, supported by Tunnelvision.




  

    

      

        

          ‘We’d sold out the Forum so they added the Tabernacle, which was a lovely venue, but tiny. It was almost like a secret gig so the

          atmosphere was incredible.’


        


      


    


  




  8 May 1981




  New Order play University Student Union, Reading, supported by Section 25.




  

    

      

        

          ‘This might be New Order’s first-ever encore. It was suggested by Section 25’s Larry Cassidy and we thought, Why

          not! We got on really well with all of Section 25, a really underrated band in my opinion.’


        


      


    


  




  13 May 1981




  New Order begin a European tour, playing Palais Des Arts, Paris, France, supported by Malaria.




  

    

      

        

          ‘Malaria were an all-girl group, which was great because we copped off with most of them. We also had the New Order bootlegger with us, Duncan

          Haysom. We had met him in England and he tagged along, becoming Barney’s first-ever cabin boy. Barney loved to have an unpaid slave.’


        


      


    


  




  15 May 1981




  New Order play L’ Ancienne Belgique, Brussels, Belgium, supported by Malaria. The show is promoted by Annik Honoré. Performances of ‘Truth’ and a debut

  performance of ‘Everything’s Gone Green’ are later used on The Factory Complication.




  

    

      

        

          ‘Odd being back. Brought back many memories of Ian and Joy Division. Their ghosts lurked everywhere and sent shivers down my

          spine.’


        


      


    


  




  16 May 1981




  New Order play Markthalle, Hamburg, West Germany, supported by Malaria.




  

    

      

        

          ‘This gig was crazy. The audience was composed of loads of staunch, far-right skinheads. We got the shock of our lives when we came on. They

          hated us, and I got hit on the head by a wooden knuckleduster almost straight away. Bottles were flying about liberally all over the stage. We bombed, so thought we’d get our own back

          at the end by playing ‘Everything’s Gone Green’ over and over again. Don’t ask me why. It went on for about twenty-five minutes. We bored them into submission. When

          we went back in the dressing room afterwards the skins were sat there drinking our rider. We got them out then realised they’d stolen all our bags. He who laughs last,

          eh?’


        


      


    


  




  17 May 1981




  New Order play Saltlagaret, Copenhagen, Denmark, supported by Before and Basement Level Sounds.




  

    

      

        

          ‘The promoter here was lovely; he did the whole Scandinavian tour. He taught me to juggle, saying, “You must have a big set of balls,

          Peter!” Luckily, mate, I have!’


        


      


    


  




  19 May 1981




  New Order play Roxy, Stockholm, Sweden, supported by Malaria.




  22 May 1981




  New Order play Lobo Disco, Gothenburg, Sweden, supported by Malaria.




  25 May 1981




  New Order play Chateau Neuf, Oslo, Norway, supported by Cosmic Overdose and Basement Level Sounds.




  27 May 1981




  New Order play the SO36 Club, West Berlin, supported by Malaria.




  

    

      

        

          ‘Possibly the first time Bernard did a “Whoo!” Another famous vinyl bootleg.’


        


      


    


  




  June 1981




  Ben Kelly pays his first visit to Whitworth Street to survey the Haçienda building.




  

    

      

        

          ‘Rob and Tony had asked Peter Saville to design the Haçienda from scratch. The idea scared him to death so, searching for a way out, he

          suggested Ben Kelly, who he’d met at the Dindisc offices in London when they collaborated on an award-winning Orchestral Manoeuvres in the Dark sleeve. Ben, though initially daunted

          by the task, grasped this fantastic opportunity with both hands . . . to Saville’s audible sigh of relief, no doubt.’


        


      


    


  




  18 June 1981




  Celebration screened, New Order’s first-ever TV appearance. Songs broadcast: ‘Dreams Never End’, ‘I.C.B.’, ‘Chosen

  Time’, ‘Denial’, ‘Ceremony’, ‘Truth’.




  20 June 1981




  New Order play Glastonbury Festival.




  

    

      

        

          ‘We played before Hawkwind on a co-headline. Very open post-apocalyptic festival vibe, full of bikers and hippies. Very easygoing, completely

          unlike now. Drugs openly on sale all round the site. This would be our first of three headline appearances at Glastonbury.’


        


      


    


  




  July 1981




  The finishing touches are made to New Order’s debut LP. Meanwhile, the lease on the Haçienda building on Whitworth Street is signed.




  

    

      

        

          ‘An important occasion in our downfall. The lease offered was twenty-five years, an obscene amount of time, and the cost and responsibility was

          enormous. Rob and Tony asked for a shorter term, but the owner did a fantastic double-bluff, saying, “We’ve got someone else interested now,” so they panicked and

          signed.’


        


      


    


  




  September 1981




  New Order: ‘Ceremony II’




  (FAC 33)




  Twelve-inch track list:




  

    

      	

        ‘Ceremony’


      



      	

        4.22


      

    




    

      	

        ‘In a Lonely Place’


      



      	

        6.12


      

    


  




  Run-out groove one: This is why events unnerve me




  Run-out groove two: How I wish you were here with me now




  Recorded in Strawberry Studios, Stockport, Manchester.




  Engineered by Chris Nagle.




  Produced by Martin Hannett.




  Sleeve design Peter Saville.




  Second release, this one featuring Gillian Gilbert; twelve-inch with a different sleeve. Notably not much difference, slightly faster.




  

    

      

        

          ‘A valiant effort by Rob, to finalise her place in the band.’


        


      


    


  




  11 September 1981




  New Order: ‘Procession’/‘Everything’s Gone Green’, double A-side (FAC 53)




  Seven-inch track list:




  

    

      	

        ‘Procession’


      



      	

        4.04


      

    




    

      	

        ‘Everything’s Gone Green’


      



      	

        4.25


      

    


  




  Run-out groove one: Soft




  Run-out groove two: Hard




  Recorded at Strawberry Studios, Stockport, Manchester




  Mixed at Sarm West, Studios, London.




  Engineer Chris Nagle.




  Produced by Martin Hannett.




  Design: Peter Saville.




  Entered UK chart on 3 October 1981, remaining in the charts for 5 weeks, its peak position was number 38.




  Available in nine different-coloured sleeves: black, red, blue, brown, yellow, orange, green, aqua and purple, on grey ‘chipboard’ cardstock.




  

    

      

        

          ‘ “Procession” was a complete contrast to “Ceremony”: Steve had written the lyrics and

          the vocal hook, and it sounded very poppy and immediate. It also helped us find a great use for that Yamaha amp we’d bought in America that cost us a fortune in import duty. It had a

          reverb spring in it, and when you shook it, it made a great noise. So we shook it like hell, recorded it and featured it in the song.’


        


      


    


  




  19 September 1981




  New Order play Kulttuuritalo, Helsinki, Finland. First outing for ‘Temptation’ live.




  

    

      

        

          ‘ “Temptation” was an instrumental because the vocal hadn’t been written yet. In those days

          the vocal/lyrics were a group effort, but Barney would improvise “live” if he was drunk enough. When we first started playing “Temptation” he used to sing,

          “I’ve got a cock like the M1,” and things like that.




          ‘Section 25 supported, with Paul the guitarist travelling overland to the gig; it took him a week to get there and a week to get back. At the gig, Barney got

          caught with a bottle of vodka in his pocket, and was arrested by this little old bloke. As he was led away I was pissing myself, thinking it was absolutely hilarious.

          Turns out the liquor laws are very stringent in Helsinki and alcohol is not allowed on public show. I went to tell Rob, thinking he deserved to join in on the merriment, but his face

          drained and he ran off to spring him. “We’ve got a bloody gig to do,” he screamed, running through the crowd.’


        


      


    


  




  23 September 1981




  New Order play Phoenix Hall, Sheffield Polytechnic, Sheffield, supported by Section 25, Stockholm Monsters.




  25 September 1981




  New Order play the Assembly Rooms, Walthamstow, supported by Airstrip One, Doctor Filth.




  26 September 1981




  New Order ‘Mystery gig’, Bodiam Castle, Kent. Cancelled because of flooding.




  

    

      

        

          ‘This was a Final Solution production and coaches were supposed to leave from Speakers’ Corner, Marble Arch, the idea being that nobody

          knew where they were going. They’d pick people up and drive them to the gig and then back again. Shame the weather put paid to this one. The location was beautiful and we had spent a

          lovely afternoon there earlier. As a bonus, ticket-holders were given free entry into Heaven, the gay nightclub that Kevin Millins ran in London. I believe a few of our fans reached an

          epiphany with that freebie.’


        


      


    


  




  October 1981




  Work begins on the Haçienda. Fact 51 Limited created: half of the shares held by FCL, half by Gainwest, New Order’s new limited company.




  

    

      

        

          ‘This was a big deal for us. The initial estimate for the build was £70,000; that soon rose to £144,000,

          finishing at £550,000. Why we weren’t alarmed I’ll never know, but we should have been. It was obvious it was already out of control. Trouble was, we had no personal money

          whatsoever. There was nothing to relate it to. The whole thing seemed ridiculous. We were earning thirty pounds a week. But I must say the idea of your own club with free entry and free

          drinks to me, a musician, seemed insanely attractive. I was bewitched. What a sucker.’


        


      


    


  




  8 October 1981




  Joy Division: Still




  (FACT 40)




  Two x twelve-inch track list:




  ‘Procession’




  Disc One:




  

    

      	

        ‘Exercise One’ (Unknown Pleasures session)


      



      	

        3.05


      

    




    

      	

        ‘Ice Age’ (Oct/Nov 1979, Cargo Studios)


      



      	

        2.22


      

    




    

      	

        ‘The Sound of Music’ (‘Love Will Tear Us Apart’ Session 1)


      



      	

        3.53


      

    




    

      	

        ‘Glass’ (Factory sample)


      



      	

        3.55


      

    




    

      	

        ‘The Only Mistake’ (Unknown Pleasures session)


      



      	

        4.15


      

    




    

      	

        ‘Walked in Line’ (Unknown Pleasures session)


      



      	

        2.46
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