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Foreword

This book has been a revelation. My memories of the Haçienda have always centred on its famous cockups. No cloakroom, a glass roof, awful sound, bad positioning of the stage and DJ box, the huge costs involved (mainly at our expense), the drugs, the gangs, the violence, problems with licences, problems with police, bankruptcy. Oh my god, the misery list for me just went on and bloody on!

A lot of people went to the club – an estimated two million over the time it was open – and I know most enjoyed themselves immensely. But whenever I do an interview that is not what my mind focuses on. I have had to rethink all that now. This book has completely changed my train of thought. It has brought to my attention all the great things that we achieved by letting Rob and Tony spend our money, because they had a vision.

I have had the pleasure of watching this book grow organically from the most important thing in our world, the people who were involved at the grass roots level. Those who worked in the club and ran it every day, who put in their hearts and souls and along the way turned it into something very special. They were hugely influential and ultimately hugely inspiring to the only people that mattered, our clubbers. The ones who paid over their hard-earned money every night for diversion, love and hope. A wonderful rapport, that I was blissfully unaware of, formed with the customers every night and became a rare brand of mutual respect, of us all being in this wonderful thing called life, together, in this strangest of cathedrals. God is a club owner.

Lifelong friendships formed over a drink and a sharing of mutual interests. A love for new music, new fashions and new friends and experiences. Memories that will last forever. Tony and Rob really didn’t know what they’d begun.

It has been humbling hearing how the club and Factory Records, and the groups involved, laid a pattern for life that many people still hold dear. A message of being yourself, believing in yourself and doing what you want, when you want to. Regardless of what people say, or of what your parents thought. The thing that punk taught me was that if other punks could do it then so could I, I just had to try. That DIY ethic was at the heart of everything the Haçienda stood for: freedom, total freedom. A real ‘suck-it-and-see and worry about the future later’ mentality. Living in the now, for the now and sharing it with people that mattered.

I now know a lot about the people who were inspired by the Haçienda and the friends they met there, and about the wonderful things they have gone on to do in later life. Even more have gone on to be true to themselves and still relish those wonderful moments they had in the club, years later.

Musically, it’s easy to list the inspired. The Chemical Brothers, Laurent Garnier, M People, Mike Pickering, Graeme Park, 808 State, through to Oasis, Primal Scream, Happy Mondays, the Stone Roses, Inspiral Carpets… The list is almost endless. And the DJs, from Hewan Clarke onwards, so many. There are other strands of culture that have benefited from the Haçienda’s misfits, too. Photographers who have gone on to be very important in many areas of art: Jon Shard, Kevin Cummins, Peter Walsh, Louise Rhodes, Dave Swindells.

From a fashion point of view it’s been incredible to hear how this inspiration led someone to become a Principal at Central Saint Martin College, Hywell Davies, and Head Designer at Max Mara for over three decades, thank you Ian Griffiths. Also Wayne Hemingway, Murray and Vern, Pam Hogg, Vivienne Westwood, John Richmond and many others.

I’ve learned of the influence the many great nights – Hot, Zumbar, Nude, Wide, Freak, Temperance and Flesh – and what they achieved in shaping people’s lives and giving them freedom, not only personally but culturally too. I am a born-again Haçienda lover, only now realising how much I took for granted on the many nights I was there, worrying about all the wrong things, missing what was right in front of my nose, no pun intended. I know that drugs were a part of the culture but it turns out to be only a small part, much smaller than I thought. Most of these people were high on life. You’ll see how they changed the world in this book, and did so without anything but their own iron will, hard work and a few crazy ideas. Making this mad world we all live in so much better.

I am so delighted that we didn’t take Bernard Manning’s advice on the opening night: “You fucking idiots should quit while you’re ahead!”

Love, Hooky.

Peter Hook




Introduction

Without doubt, the Haçienda is Manchester’s greatest cultural touchstone. An ever-evolving melting pot of music and fashion, this iconic nightclub is up there with the greats. It’s a venue that literally changed lives.

11–13 Whitworth St East, a former yacht showroom on the wrong side of town, transcends being a mere building. For 15 years it gifted the city’s clubbing fraternity with a unique space to call their own, bestowing revellers with a blueprint of idealism that still resonates to this day.

The club had delusions of grandeur, artfully conceived by Factory Records and designed to be the “anti-disco”. Odd, unique and years ahead of its time, its utilitarian-chic – a bona-fide design classic – became the backdrop to 15 years of era-defining moments.

“You went through the doors and you were in this beautiful, floodlit space,” remembers former general manager Ang Matthews. “It was so bright when it was first opened, a real pop of modernity. That international orange, the trademark colour of architect Ben Kelly, offsetting those pigeon-blue walls. It was the most beautiful building I’ve ever walked into.”

“The audacity of the space took your breath away,” remembers photographer Elaine Constantine. “The city wasn’t prepared for such a bold statement. What had we done to deserve this?”

When the club opened its doors, in May 1982, Manchester was not the thriving metropolitan hub it would later become. Needless to say, it was the sheer chutzpah of the place – the concept, scale and magnetic attraction – which enabled this once-industrial city (the world’s first, as Tony Wilson would often remind us) to reinvent itself as a dominant force.

“Growing up in Manchester in the early ’80s, going to pubs and clubs was different,” says longtime employee Leroy Richardson. “You normally had to dress smart, in a shirt and tie, but in the Haçienda it didn’t matter what you looked like. The doormen still wore dickie bows back then, but they were also dead polite and nice. In other places we were told that having an Afro was a fire hazard. It wasn’t a personal racist thing by the bouncers, it was what the owners of those clubs dictated. And then some girl would walk past with a curly perm.”

“It was a place where the bouncers didn’t care whether you wore smart shoes,” agrees Graeme Park, later to become one of the venue’s key DJs. “Up until then, clubs catered for different crowds. You had soul nights and hip-hop nights – different types of audiences for different types of music. But at the Haçienda it was hairdressers next to barristers, builders dancing next to teachers, the unemployed, and even football hooligans. Nobody gave a shit. It was a real cross section of backgrounds and cultures. Just an incredible mix.”

By 1982, fragments of alternative pop, proto-Goth and a fledgling indie scene brought colour and new romance to the monochrome palette of Manchester. “I found some photographs I thought I’d lost recently,” says Richardson. “It’s 1982, and the people in them really sum up the times. There’s a few glam people, one or two Siouxsie lookalikes, but loads of ordinary folk that probably worked in offices. Everyone looks so young.”

From legendary gigs to shapeshifting club nights, the Haçienda was a cathedral of youth culture, populated by thrill-seeking disciples from all walks of life. For those who worshipped at its altar – the bin men, the pop stars, the working-class kids and queer hedonists – it was a place to see and be seen, a Utopian democracy where race, religion and sexuality were deemed irrelevant. At the Haçienda, people came together. They sang from the same hymnbook and danced ’til they dropped. The club may have gone but its legacy remains undiminished.
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“What makes Manchester different?” muses journalist and Wythenshawe boy, Paul Flynn. “I think it’s a kind of Northern diffidence. It’s pissing down outside, there’s nothing to do and we’re bored, so let’s go somewhere and have the opposite of that. With the Haçienda you were presented with this kind of art-directed space, a fairly blank canvas onto which you could project ideas about yourself. And it’s all done under this umbrella of good taste. I think the city was gifted good taste.”

Taste aside, in many ways the Haçienda was a pure fluke, a scatterbrain idea mapped out on the back of a cigarette packet. New Order manager Rob Gretton wanted somewhere to socialise. Tony Wilson: newsman, TV face and Factory label boss, saw it as his gift to the city. There’s a perceived notion that Manchester is a place that doesn’t take itself too seriously. Wilson took it very seriously. Surveying the newly constructed Haçienda, he declared: “Buildings create synergy. They concentrate creativity. When the Victorians built railway stations, they didn’t just put up platforms and a Portakabin. Buildings change the way people think. That’s how it worked in Renaissance Florence.”

“I did fall hook, line and sinker for Tony Wilson’s endless publicising for the city,” says Flynn. “I think what’s really crucial and key to the Haçienda for me is that you weren’t buying into a nightclub, it wasn’t just a night out. Not that you would’ve processed it at the time. But when you think about it afterwards, you were buying into a whole ethos, weren’t you?”

In some ways, that ethos was anarchy – not the power-dissolving blow the Sex Pistols had advocated, but the rise of individualism and Factory’s inherent quest and encouragement for disorder. In many ways, this would be the club’s eventual undoing, but for a few golden years there would be cash from chaos, even if it was often unequally distributed.

“Tony said he hired me because he’d seen the anarchist in me,” says Ang Matthews, “but you know how Tony talked. I remember standing in the DJ box with him at the height of the club’s success, and he’d say, ‘look what you’ve done’, when everyone’s hands were in the air. There was always a sense you could do anything in that place, for better or for worse. There’s never been anywhere like it since.”

“I love that approach,” says Paul Flynn. “You know? We’re going to put a picture of Anthony Blunt over there, and there’s going to be a Japanese lager for sale here, and we’ll construct industrial bollards because we believe in JG Ballard, or whatever it is. The philosophy behind it was beautifully skewed, but it didn’t matter. It didn’t matter if you knew about those things or bought into it either, that wasn’t important. All those things were kind of anti-fun. It was austere and brutal, and we shall not see its like again.”

It’s important to eschew the media myth that the Haçienda was all about drugs, guns and calamitous business decisions. Beyond the clichés, the club possessed northern soul, and it is this quality – the buzzing crowds decked out in their finest, the gritty, passionate desire to escape and partake, which should rightly take centre stage.

The club finally closed its doors in 1997, but this is a light that will never go out.
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