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Prlogue:

A Tale of Two Cities


‘Right, fuckin’ listen up … here’s what’s happening … we’re going to give you this bag with 20,000 pounds in cash, and you’re gonna put on a big night at the Academy for New Year’s Eve. Fifteen-hundred tickets, we’ll do the door and we’ll split the cash fifty-fifty, and you better not fuck it up!’

The guy talking was one of Salford’s biggest gangsters. Not someone to be messed with. I was twenty-three, scrawny, and so far out of my depth that I was drowning. I’d not long been promoting student nights and was living in a tiny bedsit, always having my phone cut off because I didn’t have twenty pounds to pay the bill. They had bundled me into the back of a car and driven me round town to make me an offer I couldn’t refuse, and I didn’t understand, either. Why me? I couldn’t do this.

‘But who will we get to DJ?’

‘You. You can DJ all night, then we don’t have to pay anyone, and make more money.’

Me? ‘I can’t DJ!’

‘The fuck you on about? You’re Sasha, aren’t you?! You played The Haçienda last month and it sold out!’

I saw a glimmer of light. A possible escape route out of an impossible situation.

‘No, I’m not that Sasha. I’m not Sasha the DJ, I’m just Sacha, a shitty student promoter. You’ve got the wrong guy, sorry …’

‘Fuck’s sake …’

The car pulled over, and I was thrown out on to the pavement …

Like most Mancunians my age, my life is a tale of two cities. Then and now. It has been the best of times, and the worst of times, often in the same week, sometimes the same night. It was a time of euphoric highs and crushing lows. The light and the shade. You don’t get a town like this for nothing. Manchester really has been the making of me, and it has so much to answer for the person who I am today.

I’ve been shot at in a drive-by shooting, bundled into a car by gangsters and had death threats, which was not very acid house. I’ve been sued and broke, I’ve had to deal with an army of rats who were high on cocaine, had £130,000 stolen from me during an armed robbery, and have been targeted by a Romanian organised crime gang. Not Balearic, as we say in Manchester.

But I’ve also been lucky enough to have had some of the most incredible, life-affirming experiences, and to be in the eye of the storm of a musical and cultural revolution. I’ve gone on to meet many of my musical heroes and have thrown some of the biggest parties that the UK has even seen.

Over the past thirty years, my generation witnessed a musical revolution, as electronic music went from being a niche, underground music genre to arguably the biggest one in the world.

Along the way, I went from a chain-smoking student living hand to mouth, always in danger of having my phone cut off, a visit from the bailiffs or threatened by a gang, to running the biggest nightclub in the world, and the largest metropolitan festival in the country.

We’ve had some terrible incidents over the years, including tragic deaths at The Warehouse Project and Parklife, which is something you never really get over. No one should go for a night out and not come home again.

I am telling many of the stories in these pages for the very first time.

The Manchester I grew up in is very different to the city it is today. I think some people believe that the reinvention of Manchester started in 1996, after the Manchester bomb planted by the IRA, but the cultural revolution that started with acid house was already well underway before that event.

Manchester has always been a pop-culture city and the revolution of the city is absolutely rooted in that. It’s a fundamental part of what makes this the most invigorating and essential place to live: Manchester is the engine room of British music. Even back in the nineteenth century, German immigrants in the city complained that the locals preferred to sing popular contemporary songs rather than listen to the purities of classical music. Manchester is always looking forward. London may have most of the business, but it’s Manchester that, more than any other city in the UK, defines the musical direction of this country. I don’t think we would have been able to throw the parties and raves in disused breweries, air-raid shelters, and train stations in any other city. The Warehouse Project in particular is inherently Mancunian. It could only happen here.

This is also a city where you can reinvent yourself. You can be who you want to be in Manchester. This is the city where Morrissey met Marr, Jack met Vera, and Bobby met George and Denis. It’s where Engels met Marx, and Rolls met Royce. It’s a place where you can make things happen. It’s a fascinating, inventive, groundbreaking city that is always moving and makes you feel part of that movement, not a bystander. It’s a true city of the people, an egalitarian city, not one based on old money. There’s a very little ‘old money’ in Manchester. This was the world’s first industrial modern city, and the world’s first post-industrial city. In the words of Tony Walsh’s poem ‘This is the Place’: ‘This is the place to do business then dance, where go-getters and go-setters know they have a chance’. That’s always been the case, ever since the industrial revolution. Back in 1912, Sir Edward Abbot Parry wrote: ‘Manchester is the place where people do things … “Don’t talk about what you are going to do, do it.’’ That is the Manchester habit. And in the past through the manifestation of this quality the word Manchester became a synonym for energy and freedom and the right to do and to think without shackles.’ The writer Anthony Burgess, admittedly biased having been born in the city’s Harpurhey district, recalled in his autobiography Little Wilson and Big God how, for a Mancunian, a visit to London before the Second World War ‘was an exercise in condescension. London was a day behind Manchester in the arts, in commercial cunning, in economic philosophy’. I’d still agree with that now.

I went from selling leather jackets on a market stall to promoting my very first student club nights. There’s that old saying, ‘You’ve got to see it, to be it’. Noel Gallagher says when he first heard ‘Sally Cinnamon’ by The Stone Roses, it was a real lightbulb moment. He just knew straight away: ‘I can do that. I can write songs like that.’ When I first started going to nightclubs I thought, I can do this. I can’t DJ or be the singer in the band on stage, but I know I can put the actual night on. I can be a promoter.

I was just a normal kid growing up. I wasn’t a tearaway. I’d never been in trouble or met anyone who was a member of a gang. The only gangsters I’d seen were in Goodfellas, so my first year putting on club nights in Manchester was a wake-up call. We’ll get to that later, but there were some hairy moments. This city was lawless for a long time in the 1990s.

A lot of people are driven on by their childhoods, or their relationship with their parents, and I guess that I am too. I had a difficult relationship with my dad, who a lot of the time made me feel I’d never amount to much, and I think subconsciously that has pushed me on, to prove him wrong. I also watched him make a bit of a mess of his life and I was determined the same thing wouldn’t happen to me.

I still get imposter syndrome, even though I’m not ashamed to say I’ve done all right for myself. From living in a grotty Salford bedsit, I now live in leafy South Manchester, and I’ve been lucky enough to hang out with  iconic music heroes backstage. But through it all, there was always a nagging part of me that said, You shouldn’t be here. You shouldn’t be running the biggest nightclub in the world, and one of the biggest festivals in the UK, and advising the Mayor of Greater Manchester … You should still be on the market stall flogging knock-off leather jackets!

This is not a memoir, it’s more my view of the rebirth of a city and a musical revolution over the past thirty years, and how I was lucky enough to be a part of that. Luck has played a huge part in shaping my story, although I’ve worked bloody hard as well. I think you need both of those to achieve anything. Some people work their bloody bollocks off all their life, but they don’t get dealt much luck. Some people get dealt amazing luck but perhaps only realise with hindsight and don’t put the effort in to make the most of it. I think I had two major slices of luck – the first one was to be born in Manchester, an incredible city to be who you want to be, where you can write your own story. The second was to be born when I was, to be around when the acid house explosion changed the face of nightlife for ever. Blessed was it in that dawn to be alive, but to be very young was heaven. Nostalgia can be a disease, and The Warehouse Project and Parklife were always about looking forward. We were always building for the future, but at the same time also absolutely aware we were building on foundations that were laid down in that period. I’ve been lucky enough to work with some amazing people, who have helped me along the way, not least my business partners in The Warehouse Project and Parklife, Sam Kandel and Rich McGinnis, but also many others who, though less visible, were and are absolutely key to the success of The Warehouse Project and Parklife.

I’ve worked with Sam Kandel since 2000, when we first reopened Sankeys. Sam was the one who first came up with the name and concept of The Warehouse Project.

Now felt like the right time to tell these stories for the first time. It’s been thirty years since I put on my first night at The Haçienda, and twenty years since I persuaded Manchester City Council to let us hold the first Warehouse party in the country after the Criminal Justice Bill, which sowed the seed for The Warehouse Project. I think we’ve done a good job over the years of talking about what happens on stage at our events, but I’ve never really talked about what happens backstage before.

More than anything, this book is a love letter to Manchester, and to the dancefloor.
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MANCHESTER, SO MUCH TO ANSWER FOR








The Boy with the Thorn in His Side

If there’s one area of Manchester that has been transformed over the past thirty years that I’ve been running club nights, it’s the corridor that runs along the Northern fringes of the city centre, from Cheetham Hill to Ancoats. Most of the significant moments in my clubbing career have happened here, from Sankeys to the birth of The Warehouse Project. Thirty years ago, these were pretty much no-go areas at night. Whole areas of the city where people were really wary of venturing to after dark. When we took over Sankeys in Ancoats in 2000, it was still an urban wasteland all around us. There weren’t any street lights and kids in balaclavas on BMXs were always riding around, looking for clubbers to mug. Ancoats now has a Michelin-starred restaurant and loft apartments that go for over a million quid. When we started out at Sankeys, you couldn’t buy a pint of milk round there, let alone a Michelin-starred meal.

Cheetham Hill is one of the most historic areas of Manchester. It’s where we first launched The Warehouse Project, in 2006, in the old Boddington’s Brewery, next to Strangeways prison. But my links to Cheetham Hill go way further back than that. It’s an area that has had several waves of immigration, from the Irish fleeing the Great Famine, to the Jewish population in the late nineteenth and twentieth century to migrants from Pakistan and the Caribbean in the 1950s and 1960s, and more recently from Africa and Asia. It’s long been home to a lot of Manchester’s rag trade, of which my family’s history runs parallel with.

My dad’s family had been in textiles for generations, my grandad’s family originally came from Llandudno, then they moved to Southport. In the late 1930s, grandad somehow managed to secure a massive order from a Swedish company for black fabric. The order was so big that grandad and the business didn’t have the money to buy the material up front, so he re-mortgaged his house and borrowed as much as he could from the bank and as many friends and family as possible. He leveraged himself up to the absolute eyeballs to pay for the fabric, and just about managed to do it, but then the order was cancelled at the last minute, which meant he was absolutely fucked. He had a warehouse full of black fabric that he couldn’t shift and was about to lose the shirt off his back, go bankrupt, and face having to tell all his friends and family that he’d lost their money. Then the Second World War kicked off, and all of a sudden the British government needed to buy up as much black fabric as they could, to make blackout curtains, which rescued grandad’s business. He bought the mill which is now home to a great little nightclub called Hidden that opened in 2015, and he didn’t look back from then on.

The guy who opened Hidden, Anton Stevens, used to work for us at The Warehouse Project and is a friend. I actually helped him get planning for the club, as he was struggling a bit, so I rang a copper, another friend of mine, and arranged for him to go down there and help with it. I think a lot of people see The Warehouse Project as this big behemoth with a wall round it that doesn’t care about other smaller venues, but that’s not true at all. I will always help people at new venues like Anton at Hidden, or Shaun Ryder’s son Oli Ryder, who also used to work for us at The Warehouse Project, and now has his own club night, Animal Crossing, and a venue called The Soap Factory, behind Victoria Station. The way I always saw it,, they’re not in competition with The Warehouse Project. On the contrary, they actually help WHP in a way, because they’re almost like feeder clubs for us, for new up-and-coming DJs, and also helping develop new audiences.

When I went to the opening of Hidden, back in 2015, I knew it was in the building that used to be my grandad’s old mill, but I wasn’t quite prepared for the weird feelings of déjà vu I got in there. Even though it had been thirty years since it was in our family, there was still bits that I recognised, like the original wooden panelling, and it gave me chills down my spine. I remember someone seeing the look on my face and saying to me, ‘Are you all right Sach?’ as I was quite freaked out. It’s called Downtex Mill now, but when our family owned the building it was called Fab Lord House, Fab for Fabric, and Lord for our family name. My grandad bought it after the Second World War, and I remember playing there a lot as a kid, climbing over the rolls of fabric. It was real hard work for the lads in the warehouse, because back in those days they had to spend all day wrapping orders of fabric in brown paper and then tie them with string. If they were using string like that all day, it would cut between their fingers, so to harden the skin on their hands they used to piss in a bucket when they got in every morning, and then whenever they stopped for a break or lunch, they would soak their hands in the bucket of their own piss to harden the skin up. Even as a child I thought that was absolutely disgusting. Safe to say it’s not a work practice that would pass health and safety regulations these days!

In the mid-1960s, my dad, then in his twenties, took over the business and moved to Manchester where he had an apartment in Appleby Lodge – an old crescent of flats, which is funnily enough right opposite Platt Fields, where I would start Parklife festival forty years later.

At that time, my dad was knocking about with people like the bookmaker Selwyn Demmy and Malcolm Mooney, who were both best mates with George Best. All that gang used to hang out around the area down Bridge Street, off Deansgate, which was then called The Village – George Best had a boutique there and Malcolm Mooney’s salon was there. The building that is now Crazy Pedro’s used to be George Best’s boutique. Selwyn was a right character, who lived in Appleby Lodge, like my dad, and had legendary after-parties at his flat. A big drinker, smoker, and womaniser, my dad was also a gambler, which is how he met that crowd. He was also pretty right wing in his thinking, and a Mason. I look back at who he was and how he lived his life with a bit of disgust really. I’m so far removed from who he was, and his interests, and everything he represented is completely opposed to how I live my life.

Selwyn Demmy also owned a club called Blinkers, where all their crowd used to hang out. My mum and dad actually met in Blinkers. But then I guess they were only ever going to meet in a boozer, because my dad spent most of his life in the bloody boozer.

My mum is from Worsley, which is technically in Salford, although if she was still alive my grandma would kill me if she read that. The worst day of my grandma’s life was 1 April 1974 when Greater Manchester was created and all the local borders changed overnight, which meant that Worsley was now in Salford. She had been perfectly happy living on Green Acre Lane, behind the Bridgewater pub, in what had been Worsley, Lancashire. But then the borders changed, and her address became Worsley, Salford, and my grandma never got over that for some reason. She never accepted that she now lived in Salford and not Lancashire.

Our family wasn’t musical at all when I was growing up. I can remember the first record I ever bought, in 1979. My dad gave me 50p and I bought ‘Video Killed the Radio Star’ by the Buggles, who included Trevor Horn, who went on to be the force behind ZTT and Frankie Goes to Hollywood. Like most young kids, I was into chart music like Duran Duran and Culture Club. I remember seeing Culture Club’s infamous performance of ‘Do You Really Want To Hurt Me?’ on Top of the Pops in 1982, which was a huge cultural moment. I knew I couldn’t mention to my dad that I liked Culture Club and Boy George because it was exactly the sort of thing he would have hated. Being a bit of a reactionary bigot, he would have poured scorn on Boy George, and on me. My dad was exactly the sort of Daily Mail-reading little Englander that the Tories try to appeal to with their fake culture wars these days. He would have probably voted for Brexit and absolutely hated the idea of anything ‘woke’. His views were almost Nigel Farage-esque.

Boy George later fully embraced acid house when it exploded and he used to go to the early days of Danny Rampling’s Shooom when it was still held in a basement fitness centre, and lots of the other really early acid house clubs. He then reinvented himself as a house DJ, after the first of many hiatuses from Culture Club. I’ve booked him a few times over the years, but I never had a chance to talk to him till recently, when I went to see Morrissey at Hammersmith Apollo. I was invited to some drinks in the green room before the gig and Boy George was there, too, so we got chatting and I told him I remembered that Top of the Pops performance as a kid, although I imagine he gets people telling him that every day of his life, as it was such an iconic moment. He was actually really nice, we chatted about him playing at Sankeys and I asked if he remembered playing my event at Granada Studios. He said he did, but I think he was just being kind. Before Morrissey walked on stage, they played ‘Johnny Reggae’ by The Piglets, and George stood up and started singing along. He also knew all the words throughout Morrissey’s set and sang along.

I had a small record collection, mostly Now That’s What I Call Music compilations, and it was one of those that got me in trouble with my mum one day. Like most schools, there used to be a few dog-eared porn magazines passed around between the kids, and I used to hide my small selection in one of my Now … record sleeves, because I thought, Mum will never look in there. But my parents then brought my little brother his own record player for his birthday, and he didn’t have any records of his own yet, so when I was out one day, he went into my room to borrow some of my records and found the magazines, which – brothers being brothers – he immediately showed my mum. When I got home, she was sat in the kitchen with them all laid out on the table in front of her, and wanted to know where I got them. She was furious and sent me to my room to wait for my dad to get back from work and speak to me. When he got home, Dad walked into my room trying to look stern, but I also noticed a slight smirk when he was telling me off. I actually think that was one of the rare moments in my childhood that he was quite pleased with me.

We were always being told not to touch my dad’s stuff, and he had this old brown box suitcase that he stressed we were never to touch or look inside. Obviously, as a kid, if you’re told never to look inside something, the first thing you do when your mum and dad go out is peek in it. So, one day when my brother and I were searching in the box, we found the weirdest things. There was this a little apron, and some weird medals, all of which were to do with the Masons, and then we also found these weird little packets. We had no idea what they were, as we were just young and naïve, so we kept one of them out, and asked my mum what they were. They were condoms, so she was obviously not best pleased. It was just another example to us of the mistrust between Mum and Dad.

I remember realising from about the age of eleven, that things weren’t going too great with my parents. From as far back as I can remember, my mum and dad were always arguing. My dad would always be moving out for two weeks, and there would be a lot of shouting and screaming. It was really horrible for me and my brother. I remember as a kid going to bed crying quite a bit because I was so upset by it all. We had to move several times and were always moving into smaller houses. My dad had the family business handed to him, he never had to earn it, and he was a bit useless at managing it – squandering the money on drink, gambling, and women.

One of the last houses we moved into before my mum and dad split up sums up his lack of entrepreneurialism and nous to me. The house had a big garden and my dad applied for planning permission to build another house on the land, which was granted. Then, when Mum and Dad got divorced and had to sell the house, my dad forgot about the planning permission, which meant the people who’d just bought the house could pay off their mortgage by selling off half the garden. Dad had just given all that away by not thinking it through.

Mum didn’t really work much when I was growing up. She did a bit of sewing and craft stuff, but it was more of a hobby than a business. But as my dad’s business failed, my mum stepped up and turned that hobby into a fledgling interiors business, and she became the main breadwinner. Dad was losing money hand over fist and Mum was the one paying the bills. When my dad finally left us, he didn’t leave my mum anything, not a penny. He didn’t even give her any maintenance till the divorce was finalised. I was seventeen, living at home and doing my A levels, so it was quite a difficult time for me, but not a situation that I wasn’t used to thanks to my parents screaming matches. Having failed it four times in Sale, I managed to pass my driving test on the fifth attempt, when someone told me it was easier if you did it in Wilmslow, as the roads were quieter and wider, so I did it there and passed. I had a red C-reg Peugeot, and I used to drive to school, and give my mates a lift there. Then one day a bailiff just turned up with a tow truck, and took my car away, as it wasn’t in my name it was in my dad’s; I had to tell my mates my car had been taken away, and I couldn’t give them a lift anymore, and we were all back to taking the bus to school every day.







Belligerent Ghouls Run Manchester Schools

I’m fully aware that Morrissey was referring to far less salubrious Mancunian education establishments than my first school, a preparatory in south Manchester, when he sang those words about ‘belligerent ghouls’ running Manchester schools in ‘The Headmaster Ritual’, the opening track from Meat is Murder. I’m also sure a few tiny violins will come out if I say my esteemed school could be quite tough, but the teachers there could actually be just as sadistic as any other school. We didn’t have the cane, but we did regularly get smacked with a ruler to the legs. We had to wear shorts every day, even if it was minus five in winter, and would get slapped on the back of the legs if we did anything wrong. The first time it happened to me I was only seven years old, and it was from Mrs Jones, because I refused to drink my daily milk. At 11.15 a.m. we all had to go to the canteen and drink a small bottle of milk, but I hated milk then and still do now. It was the dinner ladies’ first job every day to bring the crates of milk in, but if it was a warm day the milk had been sat in the sun for hours by then, making it curdle. I’d had enough one day, my stomach couldn’t take it anymore and I refused to drink it. Mrs Jones told me to face the wall and said, ‘If you move when the ruler hits you, then you will get it twice.’ I was desperate for the toilet so when she did hit me, I did a little piss, and that just made her hit me again with the ruler. Who does that to a seven-year-old? It’s just spiteful. The other thing she would do is march you to the toilets if you said a rude word and physically wash your mouth out with soap. I think kids nowadays think it’s a myth that they did that, but she actually did it, with soap from the dispenser. Despite all that, I did OK at Prep School. I wasn’t a standout pupil, but I was always in the top half of the class. There was one decent teacher there called Mrs Fallon, who spurred me on, and I did really well in her year.

The problem came after I left the prep school, when my parents desperately wanted me to get into Manchester Grammar School, which, looking back, was totally the wrong place for me. I don’t blame my parents for that because they thought they were doing the right thing; they even paid for a private tutor to make sure I could get in. The tutor was called Mr Stockton, and he knew all the tricks to play the system to get into Manchester Grammar, that’s what you paid him for. One of the things you had to do in the entrance exam is write an essay on something to show your standard of English, and Mr Stockton made me memorise a list of what he called ‘a hundred colourful phrases’, which I could then slip into any essay and get good marks. I can still remember the phrases today, stuff like ‘the moon looked like an incandescent pearl’ and ‘the tree was twisted and gnarled like an old woman’s hand’. It must have worked, because I wrote an essay about a walk in the woods, and slipped in as many of his colourful phrases as I could. I passed the entrance exam and got in. The only problem was I went from being one of the brightest in the class at my junior school to consistently being at the bottom of the class at Manchester Grammar, which gave my confidence a pretty big knock.

I was pretty strait-laced for most of my time at Manchester Grammar. I was the smartly turned-out kid in the blazer with a neat tie, and I even had one of those 1980s briefcases, the box-shaped ones with the gold combination locks on the top. It doesn’t get more 1980s than that, really, but it’s a weird school bag for a kid to have. Kids going to other schools would have Head or Nike bags, and I’d be getting on the 141 bus with my briefcase looking like a right nerd.

The only subject I really enjoyed at school was art. I used to spend a lot of the lunchtimes in the art room, and I really found solace in it. I just loved doing still lifes of pot plants and things, I found it very zen.

Even though I wasn’t a top pupil, I was still a bit disappointed not to be made a prefect in all the time I was at Manchester Grammar. So, when the school got back in touch with me a few years ago, after The Warehouse Project and Parklife had become successful, to ask if I would go and give a talk to pupils, I said yes, but on one condition. That the headmaster stood up at the same time as me and made me a prefect in front of everyone. So, thirty years later, I finally got my prefect badge. My picture is up in the corridor alongside other alumni, like Sir Ben Kingsley.

I don’t make a habit out of bearing grudges, but I will make an exception for some people. There was a kid in my year at Manchester Grammar School called Simon, who was a right little bastard, and he used to bully me. I got my revenge on him a few years later, when I was running my student night at Paradise Factory. He came down to the club one night trying to get in when I was on the door, but I recognised him straight away and made him queue up with all the other punters for ages and when he eventually got to the front of the queue I said, ‘No, fuck off, you arsehole, you are never coming in here.’

The one good thing that came out of Manchester Grammar is that it was an early education in the traditional Mancunian art of blagging it. I knew the only way I could get through was by copying other people’s homework and winging it. Blagging is a pretty essential skill for a club promoter, especially when you’re starting out, and I guess I first learned that important skill at school.

Although there was a lot about Manchester Grammar School that I didn’t enjoy at all, there was one teacher who was a real inspiration to me and who really did change my life. Mr McGinnis, my Art teacher. I don’t just say that with the benefit of hindsight, sometimes you only realise later the people who have shaped your life, but I did actually really appreciate at the time how he changed my way of thinking, and opened doors in my mind that I didn’t even know were there. I’m hugely grateful to him, because I’m fully aware that not every kid is lucky enough to have a teacher like him, and at that time I really needed his influence. He gave me something I wasn’t getting at home.

Mr McGinnis knew what was going on at home with my mum and dad’s divorce and, after meeting him at a parents’ evening, he also hated my dad as much as I did. My parents had gone round all the teachers and when they sat in front of Mr McGinnis he told them, ‘Sacha has actually had a really good year, and is showing some real promise in art.’ But my dad just went, ‘Yes, but art is pointless, isn’t it? It doesn’t mean anything. You’re never going to get a job or earn any money through art. I don’t even know why we’re bothering to talk to you.’

So obviously Mr McGinnis hated my dad after that, quite rightly, and had some sympathy for me.

One day, Mr McGinnis made a comment to me about something James Anderton – Chief of Greater Manchester Police at that time – had just done, and how disgraceful it was. Anderton was a real oddball character, and very homophobic, coming out with statements about people with HIV ‘swirling in a human cesspit of their own making’. He even had police boats with spotlights searching for gay men on the canals around what would later become the city’s iconic Gay Village. He was friends with Cyril Smith and Margaret Thatcher, and often claimed he was doing ‘God’s work’. He even said that God talked to him directly. Hard to believe that a Chief of Police could come out with such nonsense, but he did, and was backed by Thatcher. He was a laughing-stock to most people and was nicknamed God’s Cop. Happy Mondays even lampooned him in a song called ‘God’s Cop’ on their 1990 album Pills ‘n’ Thrills and Bellyaches. I went home that night and made the mistake of mentioning to my dad that Mr McGinnis had said James Anderton was a disgrace, but of course my dad, being a right-wing bigot, thought James Anderton was completely in the right. ‘You can tell that Mr McGinnis he’s the one who is a disgrace!’ he said, ‘he’s a good man, James Anderton.’ Of course, my dad would be one of the few people who liked James Anderton. He probably met him through the Masons or something. Looking back, I was beginning to see that there were very different ways of looking at the world, and my dad and Mr McGinnis were definitely showing me two very different views.

One day in 1989, Mr McGinnis gave me a tape by a band called The Man from Delmonte. Although they were a Manchester band, I’d never heard of them but, then again, I’d never really listened to much outside the charts at that time. I loved it and it really opened my mind musically. There was one particular track, ‘M.I.C.H.A.E.L.’, that was my favourite. I loved the tape so much that when I heard they were playing a gig, I bought tickets to go and see them at the Free Trade Hall. It was my first ever gig and The Man from Delmonte were the support act to some band I’d never even heard of. I just watched them and left and didn’t even bother to watch the headliners, but in doing the research for this book, I found an image of a ticket stub for the gig online, and realised that it was actually The Fall who were headlining! So, I could have seen them at my first gig as well, if I hadn’t left.1 That gig was quite a turning point for me: after that I started listening to more alternative music, and got into The Stone Roses, Happy Mondays, and New Order. I stopped being the Manchester Grammar kid carrying a briefcase around and started to hang around places like Affleck’s Palace to discover things for myself.

I’m still in touch with Mr McGinnis now, and he said to me once, ‘It’s OK to call me Steven now, Sacha.’ But he’ll always be Mr McGinnis to me.

Around the same time in the late 1980s, I had a girlfriend called Celia. We met at a summer camp called Camp Beaumont, at Tabley House in Knutsford, and then started seeing each other afterwards. Celia’s family lived at the back of Mere Golf Course, and Rick Astley was her neighbour. He was at the absolute peak of his fame then – ‘Never Gonna Give You Up’ had been number one in twenty-five countries around the world – and I was desperate to meet him. I would play football with Celia’s brother in their garden, and twice deliberately kicked his football over the fence into Rick Astley’s garden, so I could knock on the door to get it back and hopefully meet him, but both times he was out, and someone else answered. Gutted.

Celia was another person who really turned me on to alternative music, especially The Smiths. Celia was absolutely obsessed with The Smiths, and a huge Morrissey fan. At the time Morrissey lived with his mum in Hale Barns, a stone’s throw from where I live now, and Celia would go round to Morrissey’s mum’s house on his birthday, knock on the door and give him a birthday card and a small gift of sorts. Morrissey was always really pleasant to her. His sister, Jacky, still lives in that same house now with her sons, Sam and Johnny. I presume she is the Jacky from Morrissey’s 2017 album Low in High School on the track, ‘Jacky’s Only Happy When She’s Up on the Stage’. And that was the same house that Smiths’ band member, Mike Joyce, tried to have repossessed during the court case over band royalties. I’ve been a huge fan of The Smiths and Morrissey ever since, and Johnny Marr is one of my friends now, but I’m not a huge fan of Mike Joyce, after an incident on social media.

Around 2009, Mike Joyce started following me on Twitter. I didn’t have many followers at the time, as Twitter was quite new, and I was like, Fucking hell! One of The Smiths is following me! I immediately followed him back, obviously, and the next day he sent me a DM saying, ‘Any chance my daughter can come to The Warehouse Project this weekend?’ I replied, ‘Yes, of course! Send me her name and her mates’ names and I’ll make sure we really look after them.’ His daughter and her friends came down to the club that weekend and, as promised, I made sure they were given VIP treatment. They had a great time. But first thing the following Monday morning, Mike Joyce unfollowed me. I couldn’t believe it! I was fuming.







Bigmouth Strikes Again

I was offered a place to do Art Foundation at Manchester Metropolitan University and all I needed to get was two Es in my A levels, but I only managed to get one E (insert your own gag here) so they wouldn’t have me. In a way, I’m lucky because that would have set me off down a different path and who knows how my life would have turned out. But I didn’t feel lucky at the time.

My mum and dad finally split up, and when they were getting divorced my dad made me sign a document that his solicitor had prepared, to basically get him a more favourable divorce deal. I signed it under duress, even though I kind of knew then it was wrong, and it’s one of the biggest regrets of my life, because it upset my mum so much that she and I didn’t speak for nearly two years after that. I moved in with my dad and his Scouse girlfriend Jackie, in Dad’s post-divorce bungalow.

That was a lost year for me, really. It felt like everyone was going off to university, some were going backpacking around Southeast Asia or Australia, and I was stuck living with my dad and working for him as a door-to-door salesman. Not quite the dream. As if that wasn’t bad enough, if I wasn’t home by 9 p.m., my dad would lock the door and I would have to sleep in my car on the drive. That happened on a regular basis.

As I’ve said, my dad had a terrible business sense. His latest idea was selling home-brew kits called Beer Bags. There was a bit of a home-brewing trend at the time, and they were basically weird hessian bags that you could brew your own beer in. But the bags didn’t work, and the ‘beer’ that came out was disgusting, undrinkable stuff. I was the one who was given the short straw of going out and trying to flog them to factories and businesses around Manchester. I would explain how they worked, then leave them with a few, and come back a few days or a week later to collect, and the company would get a cut. It was a shit business idea, especially as they didn’t work, so I never got any repeat custom. Later my dad decided to try and convert them into wine bags, and changed the stickers on the front of them, but if anything that was worse.

Dad had me on commission only, so I was going out all day, door-to-door, trying to sell his shit product, earning peanuts in return. My dad’s curfew meant that, even if it was midwinter, if I got home a minute after nine, I’d have to sleep on the drive in my car, freezing, till he unlocked the door the next morning at eight and let me in for a shower. I’d then be sent straight back out on the road, selling those shitty home-brew kits.

It was a horrible eighteen months or so. This was 1990. Outside the world was changing and Manchester was the centre of the world, especially in youth culture. It was what the world was waiting for. Madchester and the acid house explosion was happening on my doorstep, but I was trapped in this shitty situation, traipsing round factories being treated like dirt by my dad. Rave on. Fuck me. I knew it was bad at the time, but looking back I can’t quite believe I put up with it for so long.

Around the same time, he and Scouse Jackie had a party and invited about forty people around the house. I was told my job was to serve drinks to all his friends, which I did. But part of the way through the evening, after he had a few drinks inside him, and for no reason at all, Dad stopped the music and shouted at the top of his voice, ‘WHY DID GOD GIVE ME SUCH A CUNT OF A SON?!’

After shouting this across the room, there was an embarrassed silence and I thought, What the fuck? As did most of his mates. A few chuckles and sniggers could be heard, but most people just looked down at their shoes, embarrassed, because it was such a horrible and weird thing to do and say to your own child.

Not long after that, he and Scouse Jackie decided to go on holiday for ten days. ‘You’re going to have to find your own accommodation while we’re away, I’m not having you staying in my house on your own,’ Dad told me.

Again, what the fuck? Who would do that to their own son? But I just said, ‘Right, fine …’

‘I’ve changed the alarm code as well,’ he said, ‘to make sure you can’t get in the house while we’re away. So don’t even bother trying …’

Nice. Thanks Dad. Before they went away, I wrote down a list of twenty or so combinations that I thought someone a bit simple like my dad might use for an alarm code, dates of birth and other really obvious dates that could be easily remembered. The day they left, I hid around the corner and waited for them to go, then went back to the house and tried the numbers I’d written down. The third one on my list, my dad’s birthdate, was right and deactivated the alarm, so I stayed in the house while they were away, and it was actually the only time I enjoyed being in that bungalow. I made sure I cleaned up properly before they came back. The whole house was spotless, and it looked like nothing had been moved. The perfect crime. Or so I thought. Unfortunately, I’d made one significant fuck-up: a forgotten pie in the microwave. I hadn’t spotted it









OEBPS/images/9780008656331_Cover.jpg
THE SUNDAY TIMES BESTSELLER

‘This book proves anything’s
possible in Manchester’
AITCH

‘Might help fill in a few blanks’
SHAUN RYDER

lo H D ‘There’s no version of my story
in dance music that doesn’t lead
through The Warehouse Project’
THE BLESSED MADONNA

with LUKE BAINBRIDGE
/






OEBPS/images/Titlepage.jpg
TALES
FROM
THE
DANGE
FLOOR
SAGHA
LORD

with LUKE BAINBRIDGE

MANCHESTER / THE WAREHOUSE PROJECT
PARKLIFE / SANKEYS / THE HACIENDA

i

Harper
North






