
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 My Travels Through the Maelstrom
of Punk Rock

 


Memories of a life well spent

 


Peter Smith and Laura
Smith

 


Published
2022

NEW HAVEN
PUBLISHING LTD


www.newhavenpublishingltd.com

newhavenpublishing@gmail.com

 


All Rights
Reserved

The rights of
Peter and Laura Smith, as the author of this work, have been
asserted in accordance with the Copyrights, Designs and Patents Act
1988.

 


All rights
reserved. No part of this book may be re-printed or reproduced or
utilized in any form or by any electronic, mechanical or other
means, now unknown or hereafter invented, including photocopying,
and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval system,
without the written permission of the Author and Publisher.

 


Cover Design ©
Pete Cunliffe

 


 


[image: tmp_71b6c4815fc563a327ac69e9f85f98e8_JHCRif_html_m5d2ed96e.jpg]

 


 


Copyright ©
2022

All rights
reserved © Peter Smith/Laura Smith

ISBN:
978-1-949515-49-7


 


 


Table of
Contents

 


Chapter 1: Introduction: Something About Me *

Chapter 2: Ziggy Played Guitar For Us *

Chapter 3: Anarchy In The North East *

Chapter 4: A Riot Of Our Own *

Chapter 5: Metal Is Shiny Yet Dark *

Chapter 6: Into The Valley *

Chapter 7: Hey Ho, Let’s Go *

Chapter 8: Local Heroes And Villains *

Chapter 9: A New Dawn *

Chapter 10: One Step Beyond *

Chapter 11: March Of The Mods *

Chapter 12: Too Old To Rock ’n’ Roll; Too Young To Die!
*

Chapter 13: I Am Still Me! *

 


About the Author


Chapter
1

 * Introduction:
Something About Me *

 


 


 


A Life
Changing Experience

 


 


Bang! It was
3:45am on 24 April 2016. A date and time that remains etched within
my memory forever.

Picture the
scene.

I was lying
halfway down the stairs with my head hanging over a small step. In
an instant I realised that my life had changed for ever. I could no
longer feel my arms or legs and I can only describe my neck as
being on fire. In my mind I could see the flames surrounding my
neck and throat. I realised I was paralysed from the neck
downwards.

“Marie!” I
screamed for my wife, who was lying asleep upstairs. I had just
nipped out of bed to go to the bathroom and, foolishly, did not put
on the light. On returning to our bedroom, I somehow walked a
little further than I should and began my descent to my present,
extremely uncomfortable, position.

“Marie!” I
screamed and screamed until she woke up and came down to help me. I
pleaded with her to turn me round. I was lying on my back, with my
head and neck burning, hanging over the stair. “No, I can’t move
you,” she (quite rightly) replied. “I might do more damage. We need
to wait for the ambulance.” After what seemed an eternity, but was
in reality ten minutes or so, the ambulance arrived and the
paramedics placed me on a stretcher, put blocks around my head and
neck to keep them in position and lifted me precariously over the
banister and down into the ambulance. Siren blaring, we drove at
high speed through the streets to Newcastle Royal Victoria
Infirmary, where I was immediately admitted to intensive care and
sedated heavily on morphine.


The next two
days were touch and go. The doctors weren’t sure if I would live
and the family gathered around my bed fearing the worst. I could
not speak, swallow or breathe. After two days my lungs began to
fill with fluid and a consultant advised me that if I were to
survive the night, he needed to perform a tracheotomy and place me
on a ventilator. “Do I have your permission to undertake the
procedure?” he asked. I immediately replied: “Yes! Of course. I
want to live.”

And live I
did. For the next month, which remains a blur, I floated in and out
of consciousness. I was on a ventilator, being fed through a tube
up my nose, and nurses had to remove the tube into my neck to
enable me to speak to my family. I was told I was to be transferred
to the specialist Spinal Unit at James Cook Hospital,
Middlesbrough, when a bed became available. The consultant from
James Cook came to see me to assess if I was a suitable candidate
for their recuperation treatment. I pleaded with him to take me as
a patient and promised to work hard on my rehabilitation. Luckily,
he believed in me and I was soon admitted to the Spinal Unit.

Over the next
six months I learned to swallow, to speak and to breathe without a
ventilator. The tracheotomy was gradually removed and I was allowed
to swallow by mouth, first soft food and then moving on to small,
but more substantial, meals. My lovely wife Marie visited almost
every day. She came down by train unless she knew someone else was
visiting. She made sure I had a visitor every afternoon or evening
for six months.

Eventually,
there was talk of me coming home. But first the occupational
therapist had to visit my home and ensure it was suitable for my
needs. Luckily, I live in quite a large house, with a patio door to
the rear, where I can enter in my wheelchair, and space for a
hospital bed and the necessary hoisting equipment to get me in and
out of bed. I also had the space to build a wet room where I could
be showered in the morning.

And so I began
my new life. A very different one from that which I was used to,
but I was still me, and I still had a life to live and fulfil as
much as I could.

Roll back to 2012. Marie and I had just
received the devastating news that she had stage IV ovarian cancer.
She was to need immediate chemotherapy, followed by an operation
and further chemotherapy. I decided immediately to retire from my
role as Professor at the University of Sunderland in order to be
able to support Marie through her treatment and be with her for the
time she had left in this world. Sadly, because of the events in
2016, she was to become a carer for me. She passed away on 28 May
2019, and I lost my partner of almost 45 years. Another date etched
within my memory forever. So much sadness. So much lost.

I often ask
myself “Why me?” I gradually came to the conclusion that there is
no answer, and that searching for one leads only to further sadness
and ultimately madness. I am not a religious person but I searched
for a God and found one in my own soul and spirituality. It is that
belief in myself and a purpose in my life that keep me going. I
live for three things: my family, who have supported me wonderfully
throughout my dark periods; academic work (more of this later); and
rock music (and much more of this later).

And so my life
goes on. I am left with my disabilities, my computer in front of
me, a wonderful, lovely team of carers who support me 24/7, the
support of my social worker, Sunderland City Council, Penderel’s
Trust (a national charitable group which helps with the
administration of my support package) and my local Clinical
Commissioning Group (CCG), who fund my package. I live downstairs
in my house and have five bedrooms upstairs which I can no longer
access!

I have a
loving and close family of three children, two grandchildren and an
elderly mother. We meet regularly and keep in touch on a daily
basis. We support each other, and without them, I would be truly
lost.

I continue to
work, teaching online to students all over the world. The Covid
pandemic, in a strange way, drew many of us to working online and
communicating virtually with colleagues, friends and students. This
new virtual world has opened up many opportunities for me to meet
students from America, Europe, the Middle East, the Far East and
New Zealand and speak to them all, and support them in their
exciting projects.

Life is
different, but in a strange way, life is good again.


My Academic
Identity

 


Bear with me
and roll back to 1975. I was 18, had just met Marie, and was
embarking upon a BSc (Honours) Combined Science degree in Computer
Science and Mathematics at my local, Sunderland, Polytechnic (now
University of Sunderland). Although I did not realise it at the
time, the path was set for me to become an academic, and ultimately
a Professor with an international reputation.

I graduated in
1978 and began a PhD, again at Sunderland Polytechnic, from which I
graduated in 1981. I then began a career as an academic, quickly
moving through the ranks from Lecturer to Senior Lecturer, to
Principal Lecturer, to Professor, and onward to Dean of Faculty of
Computing and Engineering. At this point I was responsible for
approximately 250 staff, 2000 students and an annual budget of £10
million. The work was exciting, exhilarating and yet ultimately
stressful. After 10 years as Dean, I returned to being a Professor,
working on my research and supervising PhD students, something
which I love.

Over the years
I have amassed a publication record of 300 articles including
journal papers, conference presentations, book chapters and several
textbooks. I have successfully supervised over 60 PhD students and
examined more than 50 PhD candidates in many universities around
the UK and also in Ireland, Spain, India and Hong Kong. I am a
Fellow of the British Computer Society, the Royal Society of Arts,
Manufacture and Commerce, the Institute of Physics, the Institute
of Engineering and Technology, the Chartered Management Institute,
the Institute of Mathematics and its Applications, the Project
Management Association, the Institution of Analysts and Programmers
and the Institute of Leadership and Management. I am also a
Chartered Engineer, Chartered Scientist, Chartered Mathematician,
Chartered IT Professional and a Chartered Statistician. Finally, I
am a Principal Fellow of the Higher Education Academy.

It is true to
say that I have established myself as an academic professor,
scientist and research leader, with a sizeable and very credible
reputation, of which I am very proud.


My Descent
Into The Maelstrom

 


I have a great
passion for music and always have done. Music is part of my very
being, my ‘soul’, and a vital part of my life. I grew up loving The
Beatles, The Stones and The Who. Those first memories of music are
so special. When I was eight years old, I first heard The Beatles:
‘She Loves You’ came rocking through my radio. It was like
something from another world, so different from the crooning pop
music and straightforward rock ‘n’ roll that preceded it. Everyone
at school was talking about The Beatles and how great they were.
One of my many regrets in life is that I was too young to see The
Beatles live in concert. We all sang “Yeah, Yeah, Yeah” and
collected The Beatles bubble-gum cards. Life was different. The
schoolyard reverberated with our singing. Music became a vital part
of my life, much to the annoyance of my parents! My mam and dad
hated the new music and ‘groups’, who they saw as a bad, almost
demonic, influence upon me. This only made me like those groups and
their music even more. I listened to a transistor radio under the
covers of my bed using a torch. Radio Luxembourg would be playing
the latest hits.

There were a
couple of other records which I remember making a big impression on
me. One was the swirling keyboard introduction to Bob Dylan’s ‘Like
a Rolling Stone’. Again, he sounded as if he was coming from
another planet, a different dimension. Finally, The Beatles
produced ‘Strawberry Fields Forever’ and once again amazed me. You
might say that they ‘blew my mind’, to coin a well-used phrase.

Every week I would go to the local Top
Rank Suite for the Saturday morning disco, aimed at under 16s. I
was 12 years old, dressed in a pair of checked trousers known as
hipsters (for obvious reasons) which were very itchy to the skin, a
paisley shirt and a wide ‘kipper’ tie. I thought I was the bees
knees. Heroes at the time were Steve Marriott of Small Faces;
singer Barry Ryan, who had a big hit with the orchestral, almost
operatic, pop classic ‘Eloise’; and Steve Ellis of Love Affair, who
had just hit the charts with the classic pop/soul tune ‘Everlasting
Love’. In those days I would even dance to the hit records,
something I would never do in later life. I remember running to the
dancefloor when ‘Jumping Jack Flash’ by The Rolling Stones boomed
out of the speakers. Going into the Top Rank was like a journey
into another world. I walked down a flight of stairs into the
ballroom, the music getting louder as I descended into the venue. I
would then buy my slush (frozen orange juice) and wander around the
outskirts of the dancefloor, looking at the girls but not daring to
speak to them.

In a strange
way it was my dad who introduced me to performance. He was a great
film lover and would take me to the cinema at least two or three
times a week. We would go and see all of the new, great James Bond
films starring Sean Connery (always the best Bond for me) such as
Dr No, From Russia with Love and Goldfinger. Every Disney film that
came we would see, including Pinocchio, 101 Dalmatians, the
wonderful Fantasia, Dumbo, The Jungle Book and many, many others. I
used to love horror films but was too young to see them. Any one
that I could see, my dad and I would be there! I have a vivid
memory of going to see King Kong one Saturday afternoon at the
Stoll Theatre in Newcastle. Coincidentally, it is now the Tyne
Theatre and I have been to many concerts there. I always looked
forward to our outings to local cinemas.

Another early memory is going to see The
Sooty Show at Sunderland Empire, again with my dad. I was a big fan
of Sooty (along with Torchy the Battery Boy, but that’s another
story) and remember my dad taking me to see The Sooty Show, with
Harry Corbett, and of course Sweep, when it came to the Empire. I
can’t have been very old, which places it probably sometime in the
early 60s. I can picture myself to this day, sitting half way back
in the stalls, hardly believing that I was actually seeing Sooty
and Sweep live on stage! The lights, the lovely plush surroundings
of the theatre, the bright lively action on stage; it all
fascinated me. I have early memories of going to the circus, but
didn’t particularly like it (I was frightened of the clowns), but a
theatre show was something special, something different. The
strongest memory I have of the show is of Sooty sitting at his
little drum kit playing in the Sooty Band with Sweep (and possibly
Soo, although I think she may have joined later).

Sooty of
course hit Harry on the head a couple of times with a hammer
(“Don’t do that for goodness’ sake!” said Harry), waved his magic
wand and said “Izzy Whizzy, let’s get busy!”, soaked Harry and
Sweep with his water pistol, and played his xylophone. All good
clean fun. I still have the annuals!

I also
remember going to see Ken Dodd at the Palladium. I was in London
with my parents for a short holiday and they decided that we would
‘go to a show’, as one does when one is in the capital. Ken Dodd
was starring at the Palladium for a return series of shows after a
very successful run a year or two before. We had seats in the
circle. I remember being totally in awe of the wonderful venue. I
was so excited that I was actually sitting in the London Palladium,
which I had seen so many times on Sunday Night at the Palladium on
TV. I could hardly believe that it was happening.

Doddy was
great. He had his tickling stick, told us “how tickled I am” and
that it was all “tattyfilarious”. It was magical. He sang ‘Tears’
and kept the theatre laughing all evening. But the most magical
moment was when he was joined on stage by the Diddymen. As a kid, I
was totally knocked out and fascinated by those colourful, crazy
little guys who weaved their way around Ken Dodd and talked in
silly squeaky little voices. The Diddymen were Dicky Mint, Mick the
Marmalizer, Stephen ‘Titch’ Doyle, Little Evan, Hamish McDiddy,
Nigel Ponsonby-Smallpiece, Nicky Nugget, Sid Short and Smarty Arty,
and they came, of course, from Knotty Ash. They sang their song:
“We are the Diddy Men, Doddy’s little Diddy Men, We are the Diddy
Men who come from Knotty Ash.” Wonderful. Great memories which now
seem so long ago. I still have the programme.

These
performances seemed like magic to me and gave me a lifelong love of
attending live performance. There is nothing like the bright
lights, the excitement of seeing famous heroes on stage and the
smell of the theatre. And, of course, the sound. All of my senses
came alive at once and shaped me for ever.

The first real pop concert I attended (and
it was definitely pop then, not yet rock) was the Bonzo Dog Band,
Roy Harper, Yes, and Mad Dog at Sunderland Empire Theatre on 8
March 1969. I was 12 years old. First gigs are especially
important; it was like a whole new world that I walked into. First
gigs can shape one’s musical taste and set allegiances for life.
For me, this concert set me on an unavoidable path to becoming
obsessed with seeing bands and with rock music in general, and gave
me a lifelong interest in Yes and Roy Harper, aligning my ‘self’
with these artists. I can still remember aspects of this gig more
than 50 years later as I write this. I sat fascinated at the
performers on stage and entranced by the loud music. In fact, the
volume was a particularly important part of the experience for me.
The bands seemed so loud I was frightened that my hearing would be
damaged. I experienced something that one might term ‘euphoria’,
and sitting in the front row in a hall full of rock fans, I felt I
was part of a common experience, almost religious in nature. In
that moment, during my first concert, I was enjoying a spiritual
experience, which I was to return to many times throughout my
life.

I took every
opportunity to see groups (they weren’t called ‘bands’ in those
days). Soon I had graduated to going to concerts at Newcastle City
Hall, a short train journey away. In early 1971 I went to see
American psychedelic band Iron Butterfly, supported by my old
friends Yes. A week or so later I was lucky enough to see The
Rolling Stones at the same venue. The die was cast. Rock music
became my life.

I began to
grow my hair long and become a hippie. My parents hated this. My
mam was always threatening to cut my hair while I was asleep! I was
already becoming rebellious, and my parents were horrified.

The music scene was in a state of change
and, in fact, it was stagnating. Music had moved a long way from
the pop scene of the 1960s. Bands were experimenting with new
instruments and more complex concepts. Kids of the 1960s were lucky
enough to see their heroes in small venues, ballrooms with
capacities of less than 2,000. I queued for 28 hours to buy tickets
to see The Rolling Stones at Newcastle City Hall in 1973; stood a
few feet away from Led Zeppelin in a dangerously crammed local
ballroom; watched David Bowie, as Ziggy Stardust, play to a
half-full venue; and cheered as Pete Townshend smashed his guitar
into pieces in front of us all. There was a great intimacy to those
gigs. You felt so close to the band, the volume shook you; the
whole experience was totally exhilarating. We would talk about the
concerts for days afterwards; they were so important to
us.

Sadly, our
heroes were starting to distance themselves from us. Demand to see
bands was growing, and they started to perform to much bigger
crowds. Bands began to host concerts in massive aircraft hangers,
such as London’s Earls Court Exhibition Centre. These hangers had
never been designed for music, and as a result, the sound and
visuals were below standard. All we could see were tiny figures on
a small stage miles and miles away. Feelings of intimacy and
personal connection were lost, and the performers were becoming
distant, metaphorically and physically.

 


I Discovered
Punk!

Then something
new came along in the mid-70s. Marie and I entered the world of
punk rock. As a middle-class long-haired kid I was already seen as
‘rebellious’. However, something drew me into the world of punk.
Part of it was the energy of the music, and the fact that it was
more ‘noise’ than real music. These new bands couldn’t play their
instruments, but for some reason that made them even more
attractive to me. This was the music of the disenfranchised kids
from the street, a million miles away from my own middle-class
upbringing. Why was I attracted to this? It was something about the
danger of entering a scene and a world which was totally alien to
me. Everyone around me was a true punk or skinhead. They didn’t
have a job, or the education I had enjoyed. Something about this
attracted me further. This book will explore how an academic,
middle-class hippie descended into the dangerous yet exhilarating
world of punk. The chapters which follow will discuss this
further:

 


Ziggy Played Guitar For
Us - I started to see a
different kind of music, which opened up my eyes to more immediate,
exciting, exhilarating rock and pop: I saw David Bowie as Ziggy
Stardust three times on tour, I saw Marc Bolan and T Rex at the
height of glam rock, I was punched in the face by a skinhead at a
Bay City Rollers concert “because I don’t like long-haired
hippies”, I was almost deafened by Slade and The Sweet, I sang
along with Mott the Hoople and ‘All the Young Dudes’ and marvelled
at Eno and Roxy Music. I was shocked by Lou Reed as he tightened a
belt around his arm, simulated injecting himself and sang ‘Heroin’.
At the same time, I became tired of the classic rock bands I had
idolised. They moved further away from me: I had to stand in a
field at Knebworth to see The Stones or sit in the vast arena at
Earls Court to see Led Zeppelin and barely hear them. Yes and Pink
Floyd began to release double and triple albums of complex, self-
indulgent rubbish that I could no longer relate to. I started to
see a new form of rock ’n’ roll music coming from pub rock and Dr
Feelgood, seeing Ducks Deluxe in the Marquee Club, London. I
realised there was an alternative.

 


Anarchy In The North
East - Then, on 6
September 1976, I saw the Sex Pistols in a small pub in Whitby,
Yorkshire, and everything changed. I witnessed, right in front of
my eyes, a group of young lads who had no fear, spat out the vocals
at me, played buzz guitar and wore clothes like nothing I had ever
seen before. The image, vibe, sound and ethos hit me in the gut and
changed my whole worldview on rock and pop music. While most of the
audience around me was alienated, I was drawn to this band and my
eyes were opened to a new future for music and my relationship to
it. I was excited and had to see more, more and more.

 


A Riot Of Our Own
- Over the months to come I saw
The Clash White Riot tour, The Damned on several occasions,
Siouxsie and the Banshees, The Jam, Buzzcocks… the list goes on and
on. I enjoyed it, became obsessed with it and lived it. These were
the early days of punk in 1976 and 1977. I was lucky enough to see
the first UK outings of these bands. Newcastle Mayfair was a heavy
rock night, and the local hippies did not take kindly to punk bands
invading their venue. I saw many bands suffer and have real glass
beer pots thrown at them, including The Boomtown Rats,
The


Pretenders featuring Chrissie
Hynde, The Jam and
ex-Sex Pistol Glen Matlock’s new band The Rich Kids, featuring
soon-to-be Ultravox! front man, Midge Ure. I was one of the lucky
people to witness Sex Pistols’ SPOTS tour (Sex Pistols On Tour
Secretly) one mad evening in the Scarborough Penthouse club. This
chapter will convey the excitement of these early punk
gigs.

 


Metal Is Shiny Yet Dark
- Many of the new bands began
to paint a soundscape that was deep, dark and intriguing. Siouxsie
and the Banshees released their first album, which was very
different from the shambolic energy of punk. Discordant guitars
underlined a dark, gothic world which Siouxsie and the band
inhabited. I was lucky enough to witness many of their early
performances and will relive these within this chapter. Other bands
were emerging who explored similar dark themes. I saw a young band
from Manchester called Warsaw, who would soon become Joy Division,
and marvelled at the stage presence of Ian Curtis. I witnessed John
Lydon emerge, fronting his new band, Public Image, at a gig in
Manchester Belle Vue surrounded by Northern punk elite including
Buzzcocks and John Cooper Clarke. The gothic movement would begin
with Bauhaus, The Jesus and Mary Chain and The Damned and would
later be developed further through bands like The Mission.
Kraftwerk visited and gave us a glimpse into the possibilities of
electronica. The Cure emerged and went on to mega stardom. This
chapter will discuss this aspect of the new music through the lens
of live performance.

 


Into The Valley
- It was quite a dangerous
life, attending punk gigs in those days. This was especially true
if you were regarded as a hippie because of your long hair. A new
venue, Middlesbrough Rock Garden, opened up and became a focal
point for punk rock in the North-East of the UK. It was also famous
for fighting, and there was always a feeling of menace and danger.
My friend Davey and I frequently visited the Rock Garden and would
not dare speak in case the Middlesbrough punks and skinheads heard
our Sunderland accent. We survived many exciting nights there. We
saw The Skids when ‘Into the Valley’ was high in the charts and the
Rock Garden was literally crammed to the walls; you could not move
and there were many fights that night. I also saw anarcho band
Crass one very dangerous night in the Rock Garden. I was peed on by
Captain Sensible of The Damned when he returned onstage bollard
naked to perform an encore. On the same night Rat Scabies, drummer
in The Damned, came up to me and said “What are you doing here at a
Damned gig? You look more like Lemmy of Motorhead!” Yet I thrived
on the danger, the edginess and the excitement. I was at the
Reading Festival in 1978 when the ‘Sham Army’ started many fights
in the crowd and took to the stage, causing Sham 69 front man Jimmy
Pursey to break down in tears. This chapter will try and convey how
it felt to attend these performances.

 


Hey Ho, Let’s Go
- I saw the American side of
new wave as it came over to the UK: the Ramones, Johnny Thunders,
Patti Smith and Television. These bands were very different from
the UK punk bands. The Ramones’ short performances blended rock ’n’
roll with the teenage angst of the Shirelles, the Shangri-La’s and
early Beach Boys. Television harked back to almost progressive rock
with Marquee Moon. Johnny Thunders gave us glimpses of the New York
Dolls: punk blended with glam and remnants of The Rolling Stones.
Patti Smith was just Patti, authentic, natural in her appearance
and her performance; a poet and a rock star in one. Blondie came
over as support act to Television and soon became pop sensations.
Iggy Pop appeared with David Bowie on keyboards on The Idiot tour,
shocking us with his crazy, manic, fearless onstage antics. Iggy’s
trousers came down and he exposed himself to us all! These bands
were very different; a revelation. This chapter will discuss their
early performances in the UK.

 


Local Heroes And
Villains - The
North-East of England also spawned its own punk and new wave
heroes. These included Penetration, featuring Pauline, who went on
to build a national reputation. The Angelic Upstarts were infamous
for their crazy, dangerous performances. Their singer Mensi would
parade around holding a real pig’s head, wearing a policeman’s
helmet, on the stage before throwing this into the audience to be
kicked around the venue, while performing ‘Who Killed Liddle
Towers?’ Liddle Towers was a local hard man who died at the hands
of the police in Gateshead, close to the home of The Angelic
Upstarts. The Upstarts themselves were managed by Keith ‘The
Sheriff’ Bell, who was later imprisoned for arson. And of course, I
must recall many visits to a small upstairs room in the Gosforth
Hotel to see a band called Last Exit who were fronted by none other
than Gordon Sumner, who would soon go to London and return as the
front man of The Police. I have memories too of local hippie folk
band Longdancer, featuring Dave Stewart, who went on to join The
Tourists with Annie Lennox and achieved global fame with
Eurythmics. Happy days; many memories of great performances to
recall.

 


A New Dawn - My journey continued. I drank with Elvis
Costello, Captain Sensible and Pauline of Penetration in Newcastle
Polytechnic bar. I saw Elvis Costello give some money to kids
asking “Penny for the guy” outside Middlesbrough Town Hall. Ian
Drury emerged from his previous pub rock band Kilburn and the High
Roads, who I saw support The Who at Newcastle Odeon, to front The
Blockheads, and hit us all with his rhythm stick. The new romantic
movement brought us Duran Duran, who I first saw as support act for
Hazel O’Connor, and Spandau Ballet. U2 broke on through with the
passion and commitment of Bono drawing us in. The chaotic Futurama
Festival in Leeds featured many upcoming bands amid squalor and
decadence. My music was changing yet again.

 


One Step Beyond
- The new music embraced reggae
and ska. This helped open my eyes to reggae and I spent some great
nights loving that gentle beat. A night with Bob Marley in Leeds in
the long, hot summer of 1976 was simply tremendous and one of the
best gigs I have ever been to. The Two-Tone Tour with
Madness,


The Specials and The
Selector; there were
lots of fights in Newcastle Mayfair. Reggae night at the Reading
Festival with The Mighty Diamonds and U Roy. The controversial
Steel Pulse at Middlesbrough Town Hall wearing full Ku Klux Klan
gear. Seeing my hero Jimmy Cliff - ‘The Harder They Come’; it
doesn’t come much better.

 


March Of The Mods
- Much of punk was based on 60s
music, especially mod. There was a resurgent of mod in the late
1970s: ‘the new mod movement’, led by bands like Secret Affair. I
managed to escape alive from the March of the Mods Tour at
Newcastle Mayfair, fronted by Secret Affair and the Lambrettas.
There were tables being thrown from the balcony onto the crowd
below to chants of “We hate the mods” from the skinheads and punks
above. Scary times. I went to see The Who at Edinburgh Odeon in
1979, around the time of the release of the film Quadrophenia. The
concert was full of the new mod movement, all wearing parkas with
targets on their backs, and there were lots of scooters parked
outside. Small Faces reformed and took us back to ‘All or Nothing’;
Steve Marriott full of cockney swagger, a prototype Paul
Weller.

 


Too Old To Rock ’n’
Roll; Too Young To Die!
- But you can’t keep an old rocker down for too long. In the late
1990s and the millennium years I saw reunions by Sex Pistols at
Brixton Academy, Sham 69 at Leeds Brudenell Social Club, Magazine
in London, The Police at Manchester Arena and Buzzcocks, the Toy
Dolls and The Damned still performing. I met my hero John Lydon and
had a small argument with him at an ‘audience
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