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for once in my life i’ve got something to say i want to say it now for now is today a love has been given so why not enjoy so let’s all grab and let’s all enjoy if the kids are united then we’ll never be divided if the kids are united then we’ll never be divided just take a look around you what do you see kids with feelings like you and me understand him, he’ll understand you for you are him, and he is you if the kids are united then we’ll never be divided if the kids are united then we’ll 
never be divided if the kids are united then we’ll never be divided if the kids are united then we’ll never be divided i don’t want to be rejected i don’t want to be denied then its not my misfortune that i’ve opened up your eyes freedom is given speak how you feel i have no freedom how do you feel they can lie to my face but not to my heart if we all stand together it will just be the start if the kids are united then we’ll never be divided if the kids are united then we’ll never be 
divided eighties, i’m living in the eighties eighties, i have to push, i have to struggle eighties, get out of my way, i’m not for sale no more eighties, let’s kamikaze ‘til we get there and we sang you do it this way eighties, by day we run by night we dance, we do eighties, i’m in love with the coming race eighties, i’ve got the best, i’ll take all i can get eighties, i’m living for the eighties eighties, i’m living in the eighties, i push eighties, i’m living eighties, i’m living in the eighties, i 
struggle eighties, i’m living eighties, i’m living eighties, i’m living in the eighties eighties, i’m living in the eighties, i push eighties, push, push, struggle eighties, i’m living eighties, eighties, i’m living eighties, i’m living in the eighties, i push water was running, children were running you were running out of time under the mountain, a golden fountain were you praying at the lares shrine? but ohh, oh your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend we 
found you hiding, we found you lying choking on the dirt and sand your former glories and all the stories dragged and washed with eager hands but ohh, oh your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh your city lies in dust, my friend your city lies in dust water was running, children were running we found you hiding, we found you lying water was running, children were running we found you hiding, we found you lying your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, 
my friend hot and burning in your nostrils pouring down your gaping mouth your molten bodies, blanket of cinders caught in the throes and ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city somebody called me on the phone they said, “hey, is dee dee home? do you wanna take 
a walk? you wanna go cop? you wanna go get some chinese rocks? i’m living on a chinese rock all my best things are in hock i’m living on a chinese rock everything is in the pawn shop, it is the plaster’s falling off the wall my girlfriend’s crying in the shower stall it’s hot as a bitch, i shoulda been rich now, i’m just digging a chinese ditch i’m living on a chinese rock all my best things are in hock i’m living on a chinese rock everything is in the pawn shop, it is ooh, aah, ooh, aah 
the plaster’s falling off the wall my girlfriend’s crying in the shower stall it’s hot as a bitch, i shoulda been rich now, i’m just digging a chinese ditch i’m living on a chinese rock i’m living on a chinese rock i’m living on a chinese rock i’m living on a chinese rock i’m living on a chinese rock i’m living on a chinese rock i know you’re antiseptic your deodorant smells nice i’d like to get to know you but you’re deep frozen like the ice he’s a germ free adolescent cleanliness is her 
obsession cleans her teeth ten times a day scrub away scrub away scrub away the s.r. way... you may get to touch her if your gloves are sterilised rinse your mouth with listerine blow disinfectant in her eyes her phobia is infection she needs one to survive it’s her built-in protection without fear she’d give up and die god save the queen the fascist regime they made you a moron a potential h bomb god save the queen she’s not a human being and there’s no future and england’s 
dreaming don’t be told what you want don’t be told what you need there’s no future no future no future for you god save the queen we mean it man we love our queen god saves god save the queen ‘cause tourists are money and our figurehead is not what she seems oh god save history god save your mad parade oh lord god have mercy all crimes are paid oh when there’s no future how can there be sin we’re the flowers in the dustbin we’re the poison in your human machine 
we’re the future your future god save the queen we mean it man we love our queen god saves god save the queen we mean it man there’s no future in england’s dreaming god save the queen no future no future no future for you no future no future no future for me no future no future no future for you i was so tired of being upset always wanting something i never could get life’s an illusion, love is a dream but i don’t know what it is everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s 
happy nowadays i was so tired of being upset always wanting something i never could get life’s an illusion, love is a dream but i don’t know what it is ‘cause everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s happy nowadays life’s an illusion, love is the dream but i don’t know what it is everyone’s saying things to me but i know it’s okay, okay everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s happy nowadays life’s an illusion, love is 
a dream life’s an illusion, love is the dream life’s the illusion, love is a dream life’s the illusion, love is the dream everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s happy nowadays, days bet you are tired of being upset always wanting something you never can get life’s no illusion, love’s not a dream now, i know just what it is everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s happy nowadays whatever happened to leon trotsky? he got an ice pick that made his ears burn whatever happened 
to dear old lenin? the great elmyra and sancho panza? whatever happened to the heroes? whatever happened to the heroes? whatever happened to all of the heroes? all the shakespearoes? they watched their rome burn whatever happened to the heroes? whatever happened to the heroes? no more heroes any more no more heroes any more whatever happened to all of the heroes? all the shakespearoes? they watched their rome burn whatever happened to the heroes? whatever 
happened to the heroes? no more heroes any more no more heroes any more no more heroes any more no more heroes any more i don’t mind other guys dancing with my girl that’s fine, i know them all pretty well but i know sometimes i must get out in the light better leave her behind with the kids, they’re alright the kids are alright sometimes, i feel i gotta get away bells chime, i know i gotta get away and i know if i don’t  i’ll go out of my mind better leave her behind with 
the kids, they’re alright the kids are alright i know if i go things would be a lot better for her i had things planned, but her folks wouldn’t let her i don’t mind other guys dancing with my girl that’s fine, i know them all pretty well but i know sometimes i must get out in the light better leave her behind with the kids, they’re alright the kids are alright sometimes, i feel i gotta get away bells chime, i know i gotta get away and i know if i don’t, i’ll go out of my mind better leave her 
behind with the kids, they’re alright the kids are alright, the kids are alright, the kids are alright i love you, yes i do ‘cos i know that you love me too i love you, yes i do gona spend all my money on you everyday when i say, that i’m not gona take anymore its ok, don’t go away, i feel bad when you’re closing the door i love you need some more, to restore all the feeling that i get from you i want more, give me more, all i want is a barrell of you i love you, yes i do ‘cos i know that 
you love me too i love you, yes i do gona spend all my money on you woh woh woh woh i don’t care, when they stare, at the way that i’m always with you we’re a pair, it’s not fair when they say we’re a special brew! woh woh woh woh i love you hey... hey... hey... hey hey... hey... hey... hey hey... hey... hey... hey hey... hey... hey... hey everyday, when i say, that i’m not gona take anymore it’s ok, dont go away, i feel bad when you’re closing the door need some more, to restore all 
the feeling that i get from you i want more, give me more, all i want is a barrell of you woh woh woh woh woh woh woh i love you, yes i do cos i know that you love me too! i am the god of hellfire and i bring you fire, i’ll take you to burn fire, i’ll take you to learn i’ll see you burn you fought hard and you saved and earned but all of it’s going to burn and your mind, your tiny mind you know you’ve really been so blind now’s your time, burn your mind you’re falling far, too far behind 
oh no, oh no, oh no! you’re gonna burn fire, to destroy all you’ve done fire, to end all you’ve become i’ll feel you burn you’ve been living like a little girl in the middle of your little world and your mind, your tiny mind you know you’ve really been so blind now’s your time, burn your mind you’re falling far, too far behind oooh fire, i’ll take you to burn fire, i’ll take you to learn you’re gonna burn you’re gonna burn you’re gonna burn, burn, burn, burn, burn, burn, burn, burn, burn, 
burn, burn fire, i’ll take you to burn fire, i’ll take you to learn fire, i’ll take you to bed fire, i’ll take you, fire today i saw the roses die, the ones that we picked out. and i turned around to cry, i could not help myself. i know where the roses go who do what they should do, and baby, you won’t go where the roses go if you can’t be true. today i saw the roses die, the ones that we picked out. as i stood there i could see i could not help them now. i know where the roses go who do what 
they should do, and baby, you won’t go where the roses go if you can’t be true. don’t you want to walk where the flowers play beneath the sky of gold, where the little white doves fly by the hour singing our love will never grow cold ? oh, today i saw the roses die, the ones that we picked out. and i hoped that you could tell what it was all about. i know where the roses go who do what they should do, and baby, you won’t go where the roses go if you can’t be true. you won’t go 
there if you can’t be true. you can’t go there if you can’t be true. you won’t go there if you can’t be true ... do it again, do it (do it) let’s do it again (do it) mmm (do it again, do it again) gonna do it again (do it) do it, do it let’s do it again (do it) do it again sometimes the rain groovin’ when i hear the sound like you and me, baby gettin’ down with the sounds around oh, the smell of the mornin’ flower as we pass away the hour i wanna do it again, do it again do it (do it) let’s do it in 
the mornin’ sweet breeze in the summer time feeling your sweet face all laid up next to mine sweet love in the midnight good sleep, come mornin’ light no worries ‘bout nothin’ just gettin’ good, just gettin’ good just gettin’ good love do it, do it again do it again (do it) do it now i like you, lady so fine with your pretty hair if you don’t mind my compliments just diggin’ on the clothes you wear  just a man now don’t you fear i can love you now i brought you here i wanna do it again 
(do it) (do it, do it) i wanna do it again ooh, oh, ho, hey, do it again do it (woo, hoo, hoo, hoo) do it like a hammer on a clock love began to rock give the sister love and pride feel good and satisfied i’m not a girl that could linger but i feel like a butterfinger i wanna do it again, do it again do it, do it let’s do it in the mornin’ sweet breeze in the summer time feeling your sweet face all laid up next to mine sweet love in the midnight good sleep, come mornin’ light no worries ‘bout 
nothin’ just gettin’ good, just gettin’ good just gettin’ good love oh, hey, do it again, do it again it again, do it again do it (woo, hoo, hoo) do it, do it do it, do it, do it again do it again (woo, hoo, hoo), do it again do it again, do it again, do it again (woo, hoo, hoo) mmm... (woo, hoo, hoo) oh, hey (woo, hoo, hoo) do it again, do it again well i’m a human fly i-i spell f-l-y i say “buzz buzz buzz” a-and it’s just becuz i-i’m a human fly a-and i don’t know why i got 96 tears and 96 eyes i got a 
garbage brain that’s drivin’ me insane and i don’t like the ride so push that pest aside and baby i won’t care ‘cuz baby i don’t scare ‘cuz i’m a reborn maggot using germ warfare rock! i-i’m a human fly i-i spell f-l-y i-i say “bzz bzz bzz” a-and it’s just becuz i’m a unzipped fly a-and i don’t know why and i don’t know why but i say bzzzzzzz rock tonight, and i say bzzzzzzz rocket ride, and i say bzzzzzzz but i don’t know why aw, i just don’t know why well the kids are all hopped up 
and ready to go they’re ready to go now they got their surfboards and they’re going to the discotheque au go go but she just couldn’t stay she had to break away well new york city really has it all oh yeah, oh yeah. sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now. sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now. she’s a punk punk, a punk rocker punk punk, a punk rocker punk punk, a punk rocker. well the kids are all 
hopped up and ready to go they’re ready to go now they got their surfboards and they’re going to the discotheque au go go but she just couldn’t stay she had to break away well new york city really has it all oh yeah, oh yeah. sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now. sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now. she’s a punk punk, a punk rocker punk punk, a punk rocker punk punk, a punk rocker. sheena is 
a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now this and that, they must be the same what is legal is just what’s real what i’m given to understand is exactly what i steal i wormed my way into the heart of the crowd i wormed my way into the heart of the crowd i was shocked to find what was allowed i 
didn’t lose myself in the crowd shot by both sides on the run to the outside of everything shot by both sides they must have come to a secret understanding new offenses always in my nerves they’re taking my time by force they all sound the same when they scream as a matter of course i wormed my way into the heart of the crowd i wormed my way into the heart of the crowd i was shocked to find what was allowed i didn’t lose myself in the crowd shot by both sides on the 
run to the outside of everything shot by both sides they must have come to a secret understanding “why are you so edgy, kid?” asks the man with the voice one thing follows another you live and learn, you have no choice i wormed my way into the heart of the crowd i wormed my way into the heart of the crowd i was shocked to find what was allowed i didn’t lose myself in the crowd didn’t lose myself in the crowd didn’t lose myself in the crowd i was shocked to find what was 
allowed didn’t lose myself in the crowd well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way shot by both sides i don’t ask who’s doing the shooting shot by both sides we must have come to a secret understanding she really going out with him? i got a feeling inside of me it’s kind of strange like a stormy sea i don’t know why i don’t know why 
i guess these things have got to be i gotta new rose i got it good guess i knew that i always would i can’t stop to mess around i got a brand new rose in town see the sun see the sun it shines don’t get too close or it’ll burn your eyes don’t you run away that way you can come back another day i got a new rose i got it good guess i knew that i always would i can’t stop to mess around i got a brand new rose in town i never thought this could happen to me this is strange why should 
it be i don’t deserve somebody this great i’d better go or it’ll be too late i got a feeling inside of me it’s kind of strange like a stormy sea i don’t know why i don’t know why i guess these things have got to be i got a new rose i got her good guess i knew that i always would i can’t stop to mess around i got a brand new rose in town we’re only making plans for nigel we only want what’s best for him we’re only making plans for nigel nigel just needs that helping hand and if young 
nigel says he’s happy he must be happy he must be happy he must be happy in his world we’re only making plans for nigel he has his future in a british steel we’re only making plans for nigel nigel’s whole future is as good as sealed yeah and if young nigel says he’s happy he must be happy he must be happy he must be happy in his world nigel is not outspoken but he likes to speak and loves to be spoken to (in his world) nigel is happy in his world (in his world) nigel is happy 
in his world (in his world) we’re only making plans for nigel we only want what’s best for him we’re only making plans for nigel nigel just needs this helping hand and if young nigel says he’s happy he must be happy he must be happy he must be happy in his world we’re only making plans for nigel we only want what’s best for him we’re only making plans for nigel nigel just needs this helping hand we’re only making plans for nigel he has his future in a british steel steel, steel, 
steel, steel, steel we’re only making plans for nigel nigel, nigel, nigel, ... big girl in the red dress she’s just trying to impress us and she’s got the barley fever but she doesn’t make a sound she’s just hanging around she’s just hanging around down the court road early with the hustlers big and burly there’s a million of ‘em selling and the buyers can be found they’re just hanging around they’re just hanging around christ he told his mother christ he told her not to bother cos 
he’s alright in the city cos he’s high above the ground he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) one of ‘em comes over got a monkey on his shoulder and the monkey’s getting grinner but his eyes are on the ground he’s just hanging around he’s just hanging around i’m moving to a coleheme with the leather all around me and the sweat is getting 
steamy but their eyes are on the ground they’re just hanging around they’re just hanging around christ he told his mother christ he told her not to bother cos he’s alright in the city cos he’s high above the ground he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) christ he told his mother christ he told her not to bother cos he’s alright in the city cos he’s 
high above the ground he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around i’m sitting in this cell for something i didn’t do and all i can think of is baby i think of you don’t worry baby coming back for you there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna 
be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout well now i’ve got the chance i don’t care about what i do when i done them things i done them just for you and now i’m getting out coming back for you there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be 
a borstal breakout well now i’m over the wall i’m nearly home i’m coming through that door coming back for you now i’m nearly home nearly back for you there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout when they kick at your front door how you gonna come? with your hands on your head or on the trigger of your gun when the law break in how you gonna go? shot down on the 
pavement or waiting on death row you can crush us you can bruise us but you’ll have to answer to oh, the guns of brixton the money feels good and your life you like it well but surely your time will come as in heaven, as in hell you see, he feels like ivan born under the brixton sun his game is called survivin’ at the end of the harder they come you know it means no mercy they caught him with a gun no need for the black maria goodbye to the brixton sun you can crush us you 
can bruise us but you’ll have to answer to oh, the guns of brixton when they kick at your front door how you gonna come? with your hands on your head or on the trigger of your gun you can crush us you can bruise us yes, even shoot us but oh-the guns of brixton shot down on the pavement waiting in death row his game is called survivin’ as in heaven as in hell you can crush us you can bruise us but you’ll have to answer to oh, the guns of brixton head away from the years 
you’re on the price list head away from the years you’re on the price list head away from the years you’re on the price list everything will stop your new changing the grid will be filled go to scotland no obligation we’ll send you an invitation we’ll send you an inside shower we’ll send you an inside shower it’s on the market you’re on the price list it’s on the market you’re on the price list it’s on the market you’re on the price list in the spring who can say? please send me evenings 
and weekends shared by with the weeks please send me evenings and weekends so, you’ve been to school for a year or two and you know you’ve seen it all in daddy’s car, thinking you’ll go far back east your type don’t crawl playing ethnicky jazz to parade your snazz on your five-grand stereo braggin’ that you know, how the niggers feel cold and the slums got so much soul it’s time to taste what you most fear right guard will not help you here brace yourself, my dear brace 
yourself, my dear it’s a holiday in cambodia it’s tough, kid, but it’s life it’s a holiday in cambodia don’t forget to pack a wife you’re a star-belly snitch, you suck like a leech you want everyone to act like you kiss ass while you bitch, so you can get rich but your boss gets richer off you well, you’ll work harder with a gun in your back for a bowl of rice a day slave for soldiers till you starve then your head is skewered on a stake now you can go where people are one now you can go 
where they get things done what you need, my son... what you need, my son... is a holiday in cambodia where people dress in black a holiday in cambodia where you’ll kiss ass or crack pol pot, pol pot pol pot, pol pot pol pot, pol pot pol pot, pol pot, pol pot, pol pot pol pot, pol pot, pol pot, pol pot pol pot, pol pot, pol pot, pol pot pol pot, pol pot, pol... and it’s a holiday in cambodia where you’ll do what you’re told a holiday in cambodia where the slums got so much soul pol pot! 
same old boring sunday morning, old men out washing their cars mum’s in the kitchen cooking sunday dinner, herberts still moaning for food and johnnys upstairs in his bedroom sitting in the dark annoying the neighbours with his punk rock electric guitar this is the sound, this is the sound of the suburbs this is the sound of the suburbs rock groups just wanna be free, yeah they want anarchy! the drums are quite good, the bass is too loud and i can’t hear the words this is the 
sound of the suburbs- until the end where it goes turn the wrong way your socks don’t change your shirt could too but the shoes are strange eyes are facing the other way in backward talk you try to say you’re so inside out inside out inside out inside out you’re so inside outinside out inside out inside out living out instead of in drinking tea and paraffin thinks aloud but don’t say a word it’s just my visions blurred you’re so inside out inside out inside out inside out you’re so 
inside out inside out inside out inside out the distant echo - of faraway voices boarding faraway trains to take them home to the ones that they love and who love them forever the glazed, dirty steps - repeat my own and reflect my thoughts cold and uninviting, partially naked except for toffee wrapers and this morning’s papers mr. jones got run down headlines of death and sorrow - they tell of tomorrow madmen on the rampage and i’m down in the tube station at midnight i 
fumble for change - and pull out the queen smiling, beguiling i put in the money and pull out a plum behind me whispers in the shadows - gruff blazing voices hating, waiting “hey boy” they shout “have you got any money?” and i said “i’ve a little money and a take away curry i’m on my way home to my wife she’ll be lining up the cutlery you know she’s expecting me polishing the glasses and pulling out the cork” and i’m down in the tube station at midnight i first felt a fist, and 
then a kick i could now smell their breath they smelt of pubs and wormwood scrubs and too many right wing meetings my life swam around me it took a look and drowned me in its own existence the smell of brown leather it blended in with the weather it filled my eyes, ears, nose and mouth it blocked all my senses couldn’t see, hear, speak any longer and i’m down in the tube station at midnight i said i was down in the tube station at midnight the last thing that i saw as i lay 
there on the floor was “jesus saves” painted by an atheist nutter and a british rail poster read “have an awayday - a cheap holiday - do it today!” i glanced back on my life and thought about my wife cause they took the keys - and she’ll think it’s me and i’m down in the tube station at midnight the wine will be flat and the curry’s gone cold i’m down in the tube station at midnight don’t want to go down in a tube station at midnight i’m lying in a hospital, i’m pinned against the bed. 
a stethoscope upon my heart, a hand against my head. they’re peeling off the bandages. i’m wincing in the light. the nurse is looking anxious, and she’s quivering in fright... i’m looking through gary gilmore’s eyes. the doctors are avoiding me. my vision is confused. i listen to my earphones, and i catch the evening news. a murderer’s been killed, and he donates his sight to science. i’m locked into a private ward. i realize that i must be... looking through gary gilmore’s eyes. 
looking through gary gilmore’s eyes. i smash the light in anger. push my bed against the door. i close my lids across my eyes, and wish to see no more. the eye receives the messages, and sends them to the brain. no guarantee the stimuli must be perceived the same... when looking through gary gilmore’s eyes. gary don’t need his eyes to see. gary and his eyes have parted company. i was sayin’ let me out of here before i was even born, it’s such a gamble when you get a face 
it’s fascinatin’ to observe what the mirror does but when i dine it’s for the wall that i set a place i belong to the blank generation and i can take it or leave it each time, well i belong to the generation but i can take it or leave it each time triangles were fallin’ at the window as the doctor cursed he was a cartoon long forsaken by the public eye the nurse adjusted her garters as i breathed my first the doctor grabbed my throat and yelled, “god’s consolation prize!” i belong to the 
blank generation and i can take it or leave it each time, well i belong to the generation but i can take it or leave it each time to hold the t.v. to my lips, the air so packed with cash then carry it up flights of stairs and drop it in the vacant lot to lose my train of thought and fall into your arms’ tracks and watch beneath the eyelids every passing dot i belong to the blank generation and i can take it or leave it each time, well i belong to the generation but i can take it or leave it each 
time i belong to the blank generation and i can take it or leave it each time, well i belong to the generation but i can take it or leave it each time billy rapped all night ‘bout his suicide how he’d kick it in the head when he was 25 don’t wanna stay alive when you’re 25 wendy’s stealing clothes from unlocked cars freddy’s got spots from ripping off stars from his face funky little boat race the television man is crazy saying we’re juvenile delinquent wrecks man i need a tv when 
i’ve got t. rex hey brother you guessed i’m a dude all the young dudes carry the news boogaloo dudes carry the news all the young dudes carry the news boogaloo dudes carry the news now jimmy looking sweet though he dresses like a queen he can kick like a mule it’s a real mean team we can love oh we can love and my brother’s back at home with his beatles and his stones we never got if off on that revolution stuff what a drag too many snags well i drunk a lot of wine and 
i’m feeling fine gonna race some cat to bed is this concrete all around or is it in my head oh brother you guessed i’m a dude all the young dudes carry the news boogaloo dudes carry the news all the young dudes carry the news boogaloo dudes carry the news right now i am an antichrist and i am an anarchist don’t know what i want but i know how to get it i want to destroy passerby ‘cause i wanna be anarchy no dogsbody anarchy for the u.k. it’s coming sometime and maybe 
i give a wrong time, stop a traffic line your future dream is a shopping scheme ‘cause i, i wanna be anarchy in the city how many ways to get what you want i use the best, i use the rest i use the nme i use anarchy ‘cause i wanna be anarchy it’s the only way to be is this the mpla? or is this the uda? or is this the ira? i thought it was the uk or just another country another council tenancy i wanna be anarchy and i wanna be anarchy know what i mean? and i want to be an anarchist 
i get pissed, destroy to the center of the city where all roads meet, waiting for you to the depths of the ocean where all hopes sank, searching for you i was moving through the silence without motion, waiting for you in a room with a window in the corner, i found truth in the shadowplay, acting out your own death, knowing no more as the assassins all grouped in four lines, dancing on the floor and with cold steel, odor on their bodies mad a move to connect  but i could only 
stare in disbelief as the crowds all left i did everything, everything i wanted to i let them use you for their own ends to the center of the city in the night, waiting for you to the center of the city in the night, waiting for you



for once in my life i’ve got something to say i want to say it now for now is today a love has been given so why not enjoy so let’s all grab and let’s all enjoy if the kids are united then we’ll never be divided if the kids are united then we’ll never be divided just take a look around you what do you see kids with feelings like you and me understand him, he’ll understand you for you are him, and he is you if the kids are united then we’ll never be divided if the kids are united then we’ll 
never be divided if the kids are united then we’ll never be divided if the kids are united then we’ll never be divided i don’t want to be rejected i don’t want to be denied then its not my misfortune that i’ve opened up your eyes freedom is given speak how you feel i have no freedom how do you feel they can lie to my face but not to my heart if we all stand together it will just be the start if the kids are united then we’ll never be divided if the kids are united then we’ll never be 
divided eighties, i’m living in the eighties eighties, i have to push, i have to struggle eighties, get out of my way, i’m not for sale no more eighties, let’s kamikaze ‘til we get there and we sang you do it this way eighties, by day we run by night we dance, we do eighties, i’m in love with the coming race eighties, i’ve got the best, i’ll take all i can get eighties, i’m living for the eighties eighties, i’m living in the eighties, i push eighties, i’m living eighties, i’m living in the eighties, i 
struggle eighties, i’m living eighties, i’m living eighties, i’m living in the eighties eighties, i’m living in the eighties, i push eighties, push, push, struggle eighties, i’m living eighties, eighties, i’m living eighties, i’m living in the eighties, i push water was running, children were running you were running out of time under the mountain, a golden fountain were you praying at the lares shrine? but ohh, oh your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend we 
found you hiding, we found you lying choking on the dirt and sand your former glories and all the stories dragged and washed with eager hands but ohh, oh your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh your city lies in dust, my friend your city lies in dust water was running, children were running we found you hiding, we found you lying water was running, children were running we found you hiding, we found you lying your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, 
my friend hot and burning in your nostrils pouring down your gaping mouth your molten bodies, blanket of cinders caught in the throes and ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city somebody called me on the phone they said, “hey, is dee dee home? do you wanna take 
a walk? you wanna go cop? you wanna go get some chinese rocks? i’m living on a chinese rock all my best things are in hock i’m living on a chinese rock everything is in the pawn shop, it is the plaster’s falling off the wall my girlfriend’s crying in the shower stall it’s hot as a bitch, i shoulda been rich now, i’m just digging a chinese ditch i’m living on a chinese rock all my best things are in hock i’m living on a chinese rock everything is in the pawn shop, it is ooh, aah, ooh, aah 
the plaster’s falling off the wall my girlfriend’s crying in the shower stall it’s hot as a bitch, i shoulda been rich now, i’m just digging a chinese ditch i’m living on a chinese rock i’m living on a chinese rock i’m living on a chinese rock i’m living on a chinese rock i’m living on a chinese rock i’m living on a chinese rock i know you’re antiseptic your deodorant smells nice i’d like to get to know you but you’re deep frozen like the ice he’s a germ free adolescent cleanliness is her 
obsession cleans her teeth ten times a day scrub away scrub away scrub away the s.r. way... you may get to touch her if your gloves are sterilised rinse your mouth with listerine blow disinfectant in her eyes her phobia is infection she needs one to survive it’s her built-in protection without fear she’d give up and die god save the queen the fascist regime they made you a moron a potential h bomb god save the queen she’s not a human being and there’s no future and england’s 
dreaming don’t be told what you want don’t be told what you need there’s no future no future no future for you god save the queen we mean it man we love our queen god saves god save the queen ‘cause tourists are money and our figurehead is not what she seems oh god save history god save your mad parade oh lord god have mercy all crimes are paid oh when there’s no future how can there be sin we’re the flowers in the dustbin we’re the poison in your human machine 
we’re the future your future god save the queen we mean it man we love our queen god saves god save the queen we mean it man there’s no future in england’s dreaming god save the queen no future no future no future for you no future no future no future for me no future no future no future for you i was so tired of being upset always wanting something i never could get life’s an illusion, love is a dream but i don’t know what it is everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s 
happy nowadays i was so tired of being upset always wanting something i never could get life’s an illusion, love is a dream but i don’t know what it is ‘cause everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s happy nowadays life’s an illusion, love is the dream but i don’t know what it is everyone’s saying things to me but i know it’s okay, okay everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s happy nowadays life’s an illusion, love is 
a dream life’s an illusion, love is the dream life’s the illusion, love is a dream life’s the illusion, love is the dream everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s happy nowadays, days bet you are tired of being upset always wanting something you never can get life’s no illusion, love’s not a dream now, i know just what it is everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s happy nowadays whatever happened to leon trotsky? he got an ice pick that made his ears burn whatever happened 
to dear old lenin? the great elmyra and sancho panza? whatever happened to the heroes? whatever happened to the heroes? whatever happened to all of the heroes? all the shakespearoes? they watched their rome burn whatever happened to the heroes? whatever happened to the heroes? no more heroes any more no more heroes any more whatever happened to all of the heroes? all the shakespearoes? they watched their rome burn whatever happened to the heroes? whatever 
happened to the heroes? no more heroes any more no more heroes any more no more heroes any more no more heroes any more i don’t mind other guys dancing with my girl that’s fine, i know them all pretty well but i know sometimes i must get out in the light better leave her behind with the kids, they’re alright the kids are alright sometimes, i feel i gotta get away bells chime, i know i gotta get away and i know if i don’t  i’ll go out of my mind better leave her behind with 
the kids, they’re alright the kids are alright i know if i go things would be a lot better for her i had things planned, but her folks wouldn’t let her i don’t mind other guys dancing with my girl that’s fine, i know them all pretty well but i know sometimes i must get out in the light better leave her behind with the kids, they’re alright the kids are alright sometimes, i feel i gotta get away bells chime, i know i gotta get away and i know if i don’t, i’ll go out of my mind better leave her 
behind with the kids, they’re alright the kids are alright, the kids are alright, the kids are alright i love you, yes i do ‘cos i know that you love me too i love you, yes i do gona spend all my money on you everyday when i say, that i’m not gona take anymore its ok, don’t go away, i feel bad when you’re closing the door i love you need some more, to restore all the feeling that i get from you i want more, give me more, all i want is a barrell of you i love you, yes i do ‘cos i know that 
you love me too i love you, yes i do gona spend all my money on you woh woh woh woh i don’t care, when they stare, at the way that i’m always with you we’re a pair, it’s not fair when they say we’re a special brew! woh woh woh woh i love you hey... hey... hey... hey hey... hey... hey... hey hey... hey... hey... hey hey... hey... hey... hey everyday, when i say, that i’m not gona take anymore it’s ok, dont go away, i feel bad when you’re closing the door need some more, to restore all 
the feeling that i get from you i want more, give me more, all i want is a barrell of you woh woh woh woh woh woh woh i love you, yes i do cos i know that you love me too! i am the god of hellfire and i bring you fire, i’ll take you to burn fire, i’ll take you to learn i’ll see you burn you fought hard and you saved and earned but all of it’s going to burn and your mind, your tiny mind you know you’ve really been so blind now’s your time, burn your mind you’re falling far, too far behind 
oh no, oh no, oh no! you’re gonna burn fire, to destroy all you’ve done fire, to end all you’ve become i’ll feel you burn you’ve been living like a little girl in the middle of your little world and your mind, your tiny mind you know you’ve really been so blind now’s your time, burn your mind you’re falling far, too far behind oooh fire, i’ll take you to burn fire, i’ll take you to learn you’re gonna burn you’re gonna burn you’re gonna burn, burn, burn, burn, burn, burn, burn, burn, burn, 
burn, burn fire, i’ll take you to burn fire, i’ll take you to learn fire, i’ll take you to bed fire, i’ll take you, fire today i saw the roses die, the ones that we picked out. and i turned around to cry, i could not help myself. i know where the roses go who do what they should do, and baby, you won’t go where the roses go if you can’t be true. today i saw the roses die, the ones that we picked out. as i stood there i could see i could not help them now. i know where the roses go who do what 
they should do, and baby, you won’t go where the roses go if you can’t be true. don’t you want to walk where the flowers play beneath the sky of gold, where the little white doves fly by the hour singing our love will never grow cold ? oh, today i saw the roses die, the ones that we picked out. and i hoped that you could tell what it was all about. i know where the roses go who do what they should do, and baby, you won’t go where the roses go if you can’t be true. you won’t go 
there if you can’t be true. you can’t go there if you can’t be true. you won’t go there if you can’t be true ... do it again, do it (do it) let’s do it again (do it) mmm (do it again, do it again) gonna do it again (do it) do it, do it let’s do it again (do it) do it again sometimes the rain groovin’ when i hear the sound like you and me, baby gettin’ down with the sounds around oh, the smell of the mornin’ flower as we pass away the hour i wanna do it again, do it again do it (do it) let’s do it in 
the mornin’ sweet breeze in the summer time feeling your sweet face all laid up next to mine sweet love in the midnight good sleep, come mornin’ light no worries ‘bout nothin’ just gettin’ good, just gettin’ good just gettin’ good love do it, do it again do it again (do it) do it now i like you, lady so fine with your pretty hair if you don’t mind my compliments just diggin’ on the clothes you wear  just a man now don’t you fear i can love you now i brought you here i wanna do it again 
(do it) (do it, do it) i wanna do it again ooh, oh, ho, hey, do it again do it (woo, hoo, hoo, hoo) do it like a hammer on a clock love began to rock give the sister love and pride feel good and satisfied i’m not a girl that could linger but i feel like a butterfinger i wanna do it again, do it again do it, do it let’s do it in the mornin’ sweet breeze in the summer time feeling your sweet face all laid up next to mine sweet love in the midnight good sleep, come mornin’ light no worries ‘bout 
nothin’ just gettin’ good, just gettin’ good just gettin’ good love oh, hey, do it again, do it again it again, do it again do it (woo, hoo, hoo) do it, do it do it, do it, do it again do it again (woo, hoo, hoo), do it again do it again, do it again, do it again (woo, hoo, hoo) mmm... (woo, hoo, hoo) oh, hey (woo, hoo, hoo) do it again, do it again well i’m a human fly i-i spell f-l-y i say “buzz buzz buzz” a-and it’s just becuz i-i’m a human fly a-and i don’t know why i got 96 tears and 96 eyes i got a 
garbage brain that’s drivin’ me insane and i don’t like the ride so push that pest aside and baby i won’t care ‘cuz baby i don’t scare ‘cuz i’m a reborn maggot using germ warfare rock! i-i’m a human fly i-i spell f-l-y i-i say “bzz bzz bzz” a-and it’s just becuz i’m a unzipped fly a-and i don’t know why and i don’t know why but i say bzzzzzzz rock tonight, and i say bzzzzzzz rocket ride, and i say bzzzzzzz but i don’t know why aw, i just don’t know why well the kids are all hopped up 
and ready to go they’re ready to go now they got their surfboards and they’re going to the discotheque au go go but she just couldn’t stay she had to break away well new york city really has it all oh yeah, oh yeah. sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now. sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now. she’s a punk punk, a punk rocker punk punk, a punk rocker punk punk, a punk rocker. well the kids are all 
hopped up and ready to go they’re ready to go now they got their surfboards and they’re going to the discotheque au go go but she just couldn’t stay she had to break away well new york city really has it all oh yeah, oh yeah. sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now. sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now. she’s a punk punk, a punk rocker punk punk, a punk rocker punk punk, a punk rocker. sheena is 
a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now this and that, they must be the same what is legal is just what’s real what i’m given to understand is exactly what i steal i wormed my way into the heart of the crowd i wormed my way into the heart of the crowd i was shocked to find what was allowed i 
didn’t lose myself in the crowd shot by both sides on the run to the outside of everything shot by both sides they must have come to a secret understanding new offenses always in my nerves they’re taking my time by force they all sound the same when they scream as a matter of course i wormed my way into the heart of the crowd i wormed my way into the heart of the crowd i was shocked to find what was allowed i didn’t lose myself in the crowd shot by both sides on the 
run to the outside of everything shot by both sides they must have come to a secret understanding “why are you so edgy, kid?” asks the man with the voice one thing follows another you live and learn, you have no choice i wormed my way into the heart of the crowd i wormed my way into the heart of the crowd i was shocked to find what was allowed i didn’t lose myself in the crowd didn’t lose myself in the crowd didn’t lose myself in the crowd i was shocked to find what was 
allowed didn’t lose myself in the crowd well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way shot by both sides i don’t ask who’s doing the shooting shot by both sides we must have come to a secret understanding she really going out with him? i got a feeling inside of me it’s kind of strange like a stormy sea i don’t know why i don’t know why 
i guess these things have got to be i gotta new rose i got it good guess i knew that i always would i can’t stop to mess around i got a brand new rose in town see the sun see the sun it shines don’t get too close or it’ll burn your eyes don’t you run away that way you can come back another day i got a new rose i got it good guess i knew that i always would i can’t stop to mess around i got a brand new rose in town i never thought this could happen to me this is strange why should 
it be i don’t deserve somebody this great i’d better go or it’ll be too late i got a feeling inside of me it’s kind of strange like a stormy sea i don’t know why i don’t know why i guess these things have got to be i got a new rose i got her good guess i knew that i always would i can’t stop to mess around i got a brand new rose in town we’re only making plans for nigel we only want what’s best for him we’re only making plans for nigel nigel just needs that helping hand and if young 
nigel says he’s happy he must be happy he must be happy he must be happy in his world we’re only making plans for nigel he has his future in a british steel we’re only making plans for nigel nigel’s whole future is as good as sealed yeah and if young nigel says he’s happy he must be happy he must be happy he must be happy in his world nigel is not outspoken but he likes to speak and loves to be spoken to (in his world) nigel is happy in his world (in his world) nigel is happy 
in his world (in his world) we’re only making plans for nigel we only want what’s best for him we’re only making plans for nigel nigel just needs this helping hand and if young nigel says he’s happy he must be happy he must be happy he must be happy in his world we’re only making plans for nigel we only want what’s best for him we’re only making plans for nigel nigel just needs this helping hand we’re only making plans for nigel he has his future in a british steel steel, steel, 
steel, steel, steel we’re only making plans for nigel nigel, nigel, nigel, ... big girl in the red dress she’s just trying to impress us and she’s got the barley fever but she doesn’t make a sound she’s just hanging around she’s just hanging around down the court road early with the hustlers big and burly there’s a million of ‘em selling and the buyers can be found they’re just hanging around they’re just hanging around christ he told his mother christ he told her not to bother cos 
he’s alright in the city cos he’s high above the ground he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) one of ‘em comes over got a monkey on his shoulder and the monkey’s getting grinner but his eyes are on the ground he’s just hanging around he’s just hanging around i’m moving to a coleheme with the leather all around me and the sweat is getting 
steamy but their eyes are on the ground they’re just hanging around they’re just hanging around christ he told his mother christ he told her not to bother cos he’s alright in the city cos he’s high above the ground he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) christ he told his mother christ he told her not to bother cos he’s alright in the city cos he’s 
high above the ground he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around i’m sitting in this cell for something i didn’t do and all i can think of is baby i think of you don’t worry baby coming back for you there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna 
be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout well now i’ve got the chance i don’t care about what i do when i done them things i done them just for you and now i’m getting out coming back for you there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be 
a borstal breakout well now i’m over the wall i’m nearly home i’m coming through that door coming back for you now i’m nearly home nearly back for you there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout when they kick at your front door how you gonna come? with your hands on your head or on the trigger of your gun when the law break in how you gonna go? shot down on the 
pavement or waiting on death row you can crush us you can bruise us but you’ll have to answer to oh, the guns of brixton the money feels good and your life you like it well but surely your time will come as in heaven, as in hell you see, he feels like ivan born under the brixton sun his game is called survivin’ at the end of the harder they come you know it means no mercy they caught him with a gun no need for the black maria goodbye to the brixton sun you can crush us you 
can bruise us but you’ll have to answer to oh, the guns of brixton when they kick at your front door how you gonna come? with your hands on your head or on the trigger of your gun you can crush us you can bruise us yes, even shoot us but oh-the guns of brixton shot down on the pavement waiting in death row his game is called survivin’ as in heaven as in hell you can crush us you can bruise us but you’ll have to answer to oh, the guns of brixton head away from the years 
you’re on the price list head away from the years you’re on the price list head away from the years you’re on the price list everything will stop your new changing the grid will be filled go to scotland no obligation we’ll send you an invitation we’ll send you an inside shower we’ll send you an inside shower it’s on the market you’re on the price list it’s on the market you’re on the price list it’s on the market you’re on the price list in the spring who can say? please send me evenings 
and weekends shared by with the weeks please send me evenings and weekends so, you’ve been to school for a year or two and you know you’ve seen it all in daddy’s car, thinking you’ll go far back east your type don’t crawl playing ethnicky jazz to parade your snazz on your five-grand stereo braggin’ that you know, how the niggers feel cold and the slums got so much soul it’s time to taste what you most fear right guard will not help you here brace yourself, my dear brace 
yourself, my dear it’s a holiday in cambodia it’s tough, kid, but it’s life it’s a holiday in cambodia don’t forget to pack a wife you’re a star-belly snitch, you suck like a leech you want everyone to act like you kiss ass while you bitch, so you can get rich but your boss gets richer off you well, you’ll work harder with a gun in your back for a bowl of rice a day slave for soldiers till you starve then your head is skewered on a stake now you can go where people are one now you can go 
where they get things done what you need, my son... what you need, my son... is a holiday in cambodia where people dress in black a holiday in cambodia where you’ll kiss ass or crack pol pot, pol pot pol pot, pol pot pol pot, pol pot pol pot, pol pot, pol pot, pol pot pol pot, pol pot, pol pot, pol pot pol pot, pol pot, pol pot, pol pot pol pot, pol pot, pol... and it’s a holiday in cambodia where you’ll do what you’re told a holiday in cambodia where the slums got so much soul pol pot! 
same old boring sunday morning, old men out washing their cars mum’s in the kitchen cooking sunday dinner, herberts still moaning for food and johnnys upstairs in his bedroom sitting in the dark annoying the neighbours with his punk rock electric guitar this is the sound, this is the sound of the suburbs this is the sound of the suburbs rock groups just wanna be free, yeah they want anarchy! the drums are quite good, the bass is too loud and i can’t hear the words this is the 
sound of the suburbs- until the end where it goes turn the wrong way your socks don’t change your shirt could too but the shoes are strange eyes are facing the other way in backward talk you try to say you’re so inside out inside out inside out inside out you’re so inside outinside out inside out inside out living out instead of in drinking tea and paraffin thinks aloud but don’t say a word it’s just my visions blurred you’re so inside out inside out inside out inside out you’re so 
inside out inside out inside out inside out the distant echo - of faraway voices boarding faraway trains to take them home to the ones that they love and who love them forever the glazed, dirty steps - repeat my own and reflect my thoughts cold and uninviting, partially naked except for toffee wrapers and this morning’s papers mr. jones got run down headlines of death and sorrow - they tell of tomorrow madmen on the rampage and i’m down in the tube station at midnight i 
fumble for change - and pull out the queen smiling, beguiling i put in the money and pull out a plum behind me whispers in the shadows - gruff blazing voices hating, waiting “hey boy” they shout “have you got any money?” and i said “i’ve a little money and a take away curry i’m on my way home to my wife she’ll be lining up the cutlery you know she’s expecting me polishing the glasses and pulling out the cork” and i’m down in the tube station at midnight i first felt a fist, and 
then a kick i could now smell their breath they smelt of pubs and wormwood scrubs and too many right wing meetings my life swam around me it took a look and drowned me in its own existence the smell of brown leather it blended in with the weather it filled my eyes, ears, nose and mouth it blocked all my senses couldn’t see, hear, speak any longer and i’m down in the tube station at midnight i said i was down in the tube station at midnight the last thing that i saw as i lay 
there on the floor was “jesus saves” painted by an atheist nutter and a british rail poster read “have an awayday - a cheap holiday - do it today!” i glanced back on my life and thought about my wife cause they took the keys - and she’ll think it’s me and i’m down in the tube station at midnight the wine will be flat and the curry’s gone cold i’m down in the tube station at midnight don’t want to go down in a tube station at midnight i’m lying in a hospital, i’m pinned against the bed. 
a stethoscope upon my heart, a hand against my head. they’re peeling off the bandages. i’m wincing in the light. the nurse is looking anxious, and she’s quivering in fright... i’m looking through gary gilmore’s eyes. the doctors are avoiding me. my vision is confused. i listen to my earphones, and i catch the evening news. a murderer’s been killed, and he donates his sight to science. i’m locked into a private ward. i realize that i must be... looking through gary gilmore’s eyes. 
looking through gary gilmore’s eyes. i smash the light in anger. push my bed against the door. i close my lids across my eyes, and wish to see no more. the eye receives the messages, and sends them to the brain. no guarantee the stimuli must be perceived the same... when looking through gary gilmore’s eyes. gary don’t need his eyes to see. gary and his eyes have parted company. i was sayin’ let me out of here before i was even born, it’s such a gamble when you get a face 
it’s fascinatin’ to observe what the mirror does but when i dine it’s for the wall that i set a place i belong to the blank generation and i can take it or leave it each time, well i belong to the generation but i can take it or leave it each time triangles were fallin’ at the window as the doctor cursed he was a cartoon long forsaken by the public eye the nurse adjusted her garters as i breathed my first the doctor grabbed my throat and yelled, “god’s consolation prize!” i belong to the 
blank generation and i can take it or leave it each time, well i belong to the generation but i can take it or leave it each time to hold the t.v. to my lips, the air so packed with cash then carry it up flights of stairs and drop it in the vacant lot to lose my train of thought and fall into your arms’ tracks and watch beneath the eyelids every passing dot i belong to the blank generation and i can take it or leave it each time, well i belong to the generation but i can take it or leave it each 
time i belong to the blank generation and i can take it or leave it each time, well i belong to the generation but i can take it or leave it each time billy rapped all night ‘bout his suicide how he’d kick it in the head when he was 25 don’t wanna stay alive when you’re 25 wendy’s stealing clothes from unlocked cars freddy’s got spots from ripping off stars from his face funky little boat race the television man is crazy saying we’re juvenile delinquent wrecks man i need a tv when 
i’ve got t. rex hey brother you guessed i’m a dude all the young dudes carry the news boogaloo dudes carry the news all the young dudes carry the news boogaloo dudes carry the news now jimmy looking sweet though he dresses like a queen he can kick like a mule it’s a real mean team we can love oh we can love and my brother’s back at home with his beatles and his stones we never got if off on that revolution stuff what a drag too many snags well i drunk a lot of wine and 
i’m feeling fine gonna race some cat to bed is this concrete all around or is it in my head oh brother you guessed i’m a dude all the young dudes carry the news boogaloo dudes carry the news all the young dudes carry the news boogaloo dudes carry the news right now i am an antichrist and i am an anarchist don’t know what i want but i know how to get it i want to destroy passerby ‘cause i wanna be anarchy no dogsbody anarchy for the u.k. it’s coming sometime and maybe 
i give a wrong time, stop a traffic line your future dream is a shopping scheme ‘cause i, i wanna be anarchy in the city how many ways to get what you want i use the best, i use the rest i use the nme i use anarchy ‘cause i wanna be anarchy it’s the only way to be is this the mpla? or is this the uda? or is this the ira? i thought it was the uk or just another country another council tenancy i wanna be anarchy and i wanna be anarchy know what i mean? and i want to be an anarchist 
i get pissed, destroy to the center of the city where all roads meet, waiting for you to the depths of the ocean where all hopes sank, searching for you i was moving through the silence without motion, waiting for you in a room with a window in the corner, i found truth in the shadowplay, acting out your own death, knowing no more as the assassins all grouped in four lines, dancing on the floor and with cold steel, odor on their bodies mad a move to connect  but i could only 
stare in disbelief as the crowds all left i did everything, everything i wanted to i let them use you for their own ends to the center of the city in the night, waiting for you to the center of the city in the night, waiting for you



Bones entrance, circa 1978

For once in my life I’ve got something to say
I want to say it now for now is today

A love has been given so why not enjoy
So let’s all grab and let’s all enjoy

If the kids are united then we’ll never be divided
If the kids are united then we’ll never be divided

Just take a look around you
What do you see

Kids with feelings like you and me
Understand him, he’ll understand you

For you are him, and he is you
If the kids are united then we’ll never be divided
If the kids are united then we’ll never be divided
If the kids are united then we’ll never be divided
If the kids are united then we’ll never be divided

I don’t want to be rejected
I don’t want to be denied

Then its not my misfortune
That I’ve opened up your eyes

Freedom is given
Speak how you feel

I have no freedom
How do you feel

They can lie to my face
But not to my heart

If we all stand together
It will just be the start

If the kids are united then we’ll never be divided
If the kids are united then we’ll never be divided
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This project isn’t about me, 
though it is entwined with my history.
Reading is my home and has always had a presence in my life. 
It might not be the most glamorous or cosmopolitan town in the 
world but it does mean a lot to me. In fact, I managed to trace 
back my family tree to the 1700s and we were still residing in 
the area. I used to be scared of it: I used to take trips there on 
the bus with my friends and we usually ended up in some sort 
of sticky situation. 

My mum worked in the town in the 80s and would drink with 
the Punks in Cherries Wine Bar, just down the steps from the 
Top Rank Suite, and used to be friends with the Mitre landlord’s 
daughter, frequented by the National Front during those days. 
She used to (and still does) remind me that ‘music was much 
better when she was younger’ and that she used to play bands 
like The Specials and The Beat to me. She was friends with 
bouncers in the town and worked for a period at P&M Music in 
“Smelly Alley”, owned by the pop band Boney M.

From what I know of my dad’s history, he was a young punk kid 
with a sister who was a new romantic, goth type - an interesting 
mix in the photos that I have seen. He used to play me The 
Stranglers, The Clash, Sex Pistols, X-Ray Spex and Siouxsie 
and the Banshees, among others, sparking my lifelong interest 
in these bands .

My in-laws met at the Thing-A-Me-Jig club down Minster Street 
in the 70s, where he spilled a drink over her and apparently 
never apologised, though they did end up getting married so I 
suppose it’s all water under the bridge. They would see bands in 
and around the town: from The Merry Maidens to the Jekyll and 
Hyde, and they would go to dances and see bands in the vein of 
the Beatles.

With so much of my history, and my family’s, ingrained in 
Reading’s punk culture, I want to understand how the town and 
its people were effected by this movement and changed during 
its most prolific period (between 1976 and 1979), as well as how 
locals have perceived its disappearance from the town’s history 
over time.

Eighties, I’m living in the eighties
Eighties, I have to push, I have to struggle

Eighties, get out of my way, I’m not for sale no more
Eighties, let’s kamikaze ‘til we get there

And we sang
You do it this way

Eighties, by day we run by night we dance, we do
Eighties, I’m in love with the coming race

Eighties, I’ve got the best, I’ll take all I can get
Eighties, I’m living for the eighties

Eighties, I’m living in the eighties, I push
Eighties, I’m living

Eighties, I’m living in the eighties, I struggle
Eighties, I’m living
Eighties, I’m living

Eighties, I’m living in the eighties
Eighties, I’m living in the eighties, I push

Eighties, push, push, struggle
Eighties, I’m living

Eighties, eighties, I’m living
Eighties, I’m living in the eighties, I push

My family. Mum, Dad and 
me in 1989



PART ONE

WHAT’S THE 
STORY, READING?



WHAT’S THE 
STORY, READING?



A VERY BRIEF 
HISTORY OF 
READING

In order to get an idea of Reading, it is best to take a 
historic overview of the town’s background and some 

of the interesting firsts and unusual events it can claim. 
This will help to paint a picture of the townspeople and 

how they would be affected by punk when it finds its way 
to leafy Berkshire.
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Water was running, children were running
You were running out of time

Under the mountain, a golden fountain
Were you praying at the Lares shrine?

But ohh, oh your city lies in dust, my friend
Ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend

We found you hiding, we found you lying
Choking on the dirt and sand

Your former glories and all the stories
Dragged and washed with eager hands

But ohh, oh your city lies in dust, my friend
Ohh, oh your city lies in dust, my friend

Your city lies in dust
Water was running, children were running

We found you hiding, we found you lying
Water was running, children were running

We found you hiding, we found you lying
Your city lies in dust, my friend

Ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend
Hot and burning in your nostrils

Pouring down your gaping mouth
Your molten bodies, blanket of cinders

Caught in the throes
And ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend

Ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend
Ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend
Ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend

Your city lies in dust, my friend
Ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend

Ohh, oh, your city

Beginnings 
Reading has been occupied since 
the 8th century when it was named 
‘Readingum’. It was captured by the 
Vikings in 870 and a year later, the 
Vikings defended Reading during the 
First Battle of Reading. 135 years later, 
they burned Reading to the ground.

In 1121, King Henry I founded the 
Abbey which stands in ruins today 
thanks in part to Henry VIII’s closure 
and absorption of the monasteries 
(and their wealth) in England in 1539. 
Parliament was held in Reading  by 
King John in 1213, Henry III in 1241, 
Richard II in 1384 & 1389, Henry VI 
in 1440, 1451 & 1453 and finally by 
Edward IV in 1466 indicating that 
Reading has actually held a signifcant 
position in England for a long time.



1600s
London was hit by the Great Plague 
in the 1600s which led the Law courts 
to be relocated to Reading in 1625. In 
1628 the Oracle workhouse opened 
in Reading. I find it particularly 
interesting that the place where 
society shut the poor and downtrodden 
would later give its name to the Oracle 
shopping centre where people flock 
to spend their hard earned cash on 
fashion and knick-knacks. Reading was 
a Royalist stronghold during the Civil 
War with a Royalist garrison arriving in 
1642, a year later, the Parliamentarian 
forces, led by Robert Devereux 3rd Earl 
of Essex (right), laid siege and forced 
the Royalists to surrender. The 1600s 
also brought the first fire engine to the 
town in 1664, so it wasn’t all bad news. 
To end the century, in 1688 the Second 
Battle of Reading occurred in which 
William of Orange’s forces along with 
Reading townsfolk defeated the Irish 
forces of James II.

1700s
The 1700s would bring the first 
published newspaper in Reading, 
the Reading Mercury, in 1723. The 
town earned its US namesake in 1748 
with Reading, Pennsylvania being 
established. In 1785, Jane Austen 
(below) attended the Reading Ladies’ 
Boarding School at the Abbey gateway 
along with her sister Cassandra. 
William Blackall Simonds opened 
Simonds Brewery in Broad Street in 
1785, which was the beginning of one 
of the biggest industries in the  
town’s history.
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1800s
Arguably, the 1800s and especially 
the Victorian era (1837-1901) was 
Reading’s heyday. Firstly, in 1806 
Suttons Seeds were established 
as ‘The House of Sutton’, later to 
become another of Reading’s leading 
industries. The first steamboat trip 
embarked on the Thames at Reading 
in 1813. Joseph Huntley began making 
biscuits in London Street in 1822, 
and later in 1841 this would become 
Huntley & Palmers - the most famous 
biscuit company in Britain. 

At the dawn of the Victorian era, 1836, 
Reading Borough Police were formed 
with 30 constables, two sergeants and 
two inspectors. As well as police, there 
were also advancements in healthcare 
with Royal Berkshire Hospital opening 
in 1839. Famous engineer, Isambard 
Kingdom Brunel made a mark on the 
town in 1840 with the opening of the 
Great Western Railway at Reading 
Station and a rail route from Twyford 
to London Paddington. Tragically, 
Henry West died in 1840 while he was 
working on the roof lantern of the 
new railway station. He was blown off 
by a break wind that was described 
as a ‘whirlwind’ on his monument 
in St Laurence’s Church. The huge 
HM Prison Reading was built as the 
County Gaol in 1844 next to Forbury 
Gardens and the Abbey Ruins which 
seemed to be a bit of a callous move 
but I suppose that was the way 
things were. It became home to its 

most famous resident, Oscar Wilde, 
in 1895 who penned ‘The Ballad of 
Reading Gaol’ after witnessing the 
hanging of fellow inmate Charles 
Thomas Wooldridge. 1850 bought 
the groundworks for a water supply 
system for the town thanks to the 
Reading Union Water Company, finally, 
running water instead of the use 
of public water pumps such as the 
Whitley Pump. Reading opened it’s Art 
School in 1860 which was followed 
closely by the first Police station and 
Assize Courts - 24 years after the 
borough police were founded. 

The most iconic sight in Reading, the 
Maiwand Lion in Forbury Gardens, was 
unveiled in 1884 as a memorial to the 
troops lost at the Battle of Maiwand 
in the Second Anglo-Afghan War. It 
was designed by George Blackall 
Simonds, of Simonds Brewery fame, 
and sparked an urban legend of 
him committing suicide after 
realising his monument 
was out of proportion 
due to the Lion 
being modelled 
on a house 
cat. 
Speaking 
of 
animals, 
in 1886 
Hugh 
Lofting, 
the author of 

children’s classic Doctor Doolittle, was 
born in Reading. 

The other rumour swelling statue was 
built in the town 2 years later as part 
of Queen Victoria’s golden jubilee, the 
statue of Queen Victoria was placed 
outside of the town hall. The legend 
goes that she disliked Reading so 
much that she had the statue facing 
away from the town so she would 
always have her back to it. The 
Reading University Extension College 
was founded in 1887, later to become 
the University of Reading and finally, to 
close out the 1800s, Amelia Dyer was 
convicted in 1896 for killing between 7 
and 20 babies and child farming  
in Reading.



1900s
The turn of the century brought the 
coronation of King Edward II in 1902 
which led the Sutton family to erect 
a statue of the king in the town, 
currently of a roundabout outside of 
the station. The first cinema opened 
in 1909 as ‘West’s Picture Palace’ on 
West Street. This year also saw the 
University of Reading granted full 
university status. In 1936 trolleybuses 
began to operate in the town which 
led to the trams being closed down in 
1939; the station would later become 
a part of the Oracle. On 10th February, 
1943, four bombs totalling 500kgs were 
dropped on Reading, killing up to 45 
and injuring 150. The bombs followed 
a line down the north bank of the 
Thames, the first leaving a 25ft crater 
in Simonds Brewery. Other buildings 
affected were the offices of the Reading 
Labour Party in Minster Street, 
the Welsteeds Department store, a 
Victorian arcade linking Broad Street 
and Friar Street, the People’s Pantry, 
the facade of Blandy and Blandy 
Solicitors and St Laurence’s Church. 
The Town Hall which served as the 
civil defence HQ was also severely 
damaged. Witnesses reported that 
following the bombing, the Luftwaffe 
opened fire on the crowds as they tried 
to flee the bombing, injuring a woman in 
Hemdean Road and damaging a school. 

On a happier note, in 1947, Huntley 
& Palmers produced the wedding 
cake for Princess Elizabeth and Philip 
Mountbatten, Duke of Edinburgh. 1955 
saw the beginnings of immigration 
from the Caribbean to Reading, leading 
to the multicultural Reading you see 
today. These were not easy times for 
the migrant families, moving with 
the view to obtain a better life but in 
many cases just finding hardship and 
rejection. 

Right - The bombing near the Town Hall
Below - A ticket from the first cinema in Reading



From here, we approach the time 
period that this book focuses on, firstly 
in 1958 the first Little Chef opened 
in the UK on Oxford Road. I can’t say 
that this is a huge achievement but 
the adoption of fast food definitely 
shows a shift in the attitudes of the 
townspeople. The first high-rise 

council flats were built in Coley Park 
in 1960, and continue to look imposing 
over the floodplains just outside of 
the town. Ricky Gervais was born in 
1961 and grew up around Whitley: he 
wrote Cemetery Junction in 2010, a 
comedy-drama based upon the place 
in Reading.

In terms of industry and jobs in the 
town, this is the point at which they 
start to disappear. The last of the 
Tilehurst brickworks, S. & E. Collier, 
closed in 1966, the trolleybuses that 
only began operating 32 years earlier, 
ceased in 1968 and were replaced by 
the infamous and constantly jammed 
Inner Distribution Road (which wasn’t 
actually finished until 1989). The 
following year, the Reading Borough 
Police were merged into the Thames 
Valley Police on April 1st, an odd 
choice of date for this but I’m sure 

it was just coincidence. In 1971 the 
first officially titled ‘Reading Rock’ 
Festival took place, beginning to shed 
it’s jazz roots. Kate Winslet was born 
in Reading in 1975, 22 years later she 
would survive the Titanic. The local 
radio station 210 began broadcasting 
in 1976 with their very specific views 
on punk which will be discussed later. 
And finally, to bring this history right 
up to the time in question, industry 
continued to leave Reading with 
Huntley & Palmers and Suttons Seeds 
leaving in 1976.
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Pre
1600s 1600s 1700s
871 
The First Battle of Reading
Vikings defending Reading from the Saxons

1121 
Reading Abbey Founded
King Henry I founded Reading Abbey

1539 
Reading Abbey Destroyed
Thanks to Henry VIII

1125 
Reading School Founded
Charter granted to Reading Abbey

1006
Danes burn Reading
Vikings, who used Reading as a winter camp, 
burn Reading to the ground

1233 
Franciscan monks arrive
Given a site near Caversham Bridge

1566 
Civic coat of arms granted
Still in use today with slight variations

1619 
Wiremaking starts in Reading

1625 
Parliament moved to Reading
Due to the plague being rampant in London

1628 
The Oracle opened
The workhouse, not shopping centre

1640 
Silk manufacturing begins

1642
English Civil War
The town sided with the Royalists

1643
Siege of Reading
Parliamentarian forces overrun the Royalists 

1664
First Fire Engine in Reading

1688
The Second Battle of Reading
Dutch soldiers defeat Irish forces on Broad 
Street leading to William of Orange taking the 
throne following James I fleeing

1723 
First Reading newspaper
The Reading Mercury on 8 July

1724 
Freemasons arrive
The first (known) meeting at the Mitre Inn

1748
US namesake established
Reading PA named after Reading, Berkshire

1785
Jane Austen attends school
18 month’s attendance at Reading Ladies’ 
Boarding School at the Abbey gateway

1785
Simonds Brewery opens
Opened by William Blackall Simonds in  
Broad Street

1786
Town Hall Rebuilt
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1800s 1900s
1800 
Streets lit and running water
Oil lamps and privately owned water

1810
Kennet & Avon Canal
Construction completed

1822
Huntley bakery opens
Joseph Huntley opens his shop on 
London Street

1841
Huntley & Palmers formed
Cousins Thomas Huntley and George 
Palmer create the new biscuit 
making partnership

1843
Reading Gaol opens
Designed by George Gilbert Scott 
with William Bonython Moffatt

1806
Suttons Seeds established
Initially as corn merchants

1815 
Gasworks opened
The first opened in Reading on 
Bridge Street

1840
Great Western Railway
Opens running a line between 
London and Twyford

1844
Commercial Photography
Henry Fox Talbot establishes a 
photographic establishment in 
Reading

1909 
First cinema opens
West’s Picture Palace on  
West Street

1903 
Tramways open
Electric tramways through Reading

1919 
Buses start running
Motor buses run to Tilehurst 1920 

First council houses built1936 
Trolleybuses start running
A mix of trams and motor buses

1947
Wedding cake
Huntley & Palmers create the 
Queen’s wedding cake

1955 
Caribbean immigration
Migrants arrive in Reading 1966

S & E Collier closes
The last of the Reading brickworks

1969-1989 
The IDR arrives
The Inner Distribution Road hails the 
beginning of the end for rail based 
industry

1971
Reading Festival
The first Reading Festival of jazz 
and progressive music takes place

1976
More industry closes
Huntley & Palmers and Suttons 
Seeds close down and leave 
Reading

1976 
First Reading radio station 
210 begins broadcasting

1977 
The Hexagon opens
The newest Reading performance 
space is completed



THE TOWN,  
BUT NOT AS WE 
KNOW IT

Geography can reveal a lot about a town and Reading’s 
geography has changed quite a bit in the last few decades. 

Mostly, the pubs have all closed down but if you look 
further, you can see how the bare bones are still there.
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Somebody called me on the phone
They said, "Hey, is Dee Dee home?

Do you wanna take a walk? You wanna go cop?
You wanna go get some Chinese Rocks?

I'm living on a Chinese Rock
All my best things are in hock

I'm living on a Chinese Rock
Everything is in the pawn shop, it is

The plaster's falling off the wall
My girlfriend's crying in the shower stall

It's hot as a bitch, I shoulda been rich
Now, I'm just digging a Chinese ditch

I'm living on a Chinese Rock
All my best things are in hock

I'm living on a Chinese Rock
Everything is in the pawn shop, it is

Ooh, aah, ooh, aah
The plaster's falling off the wall

My girlfriend's crying in the shower stall
It's hot as a bitch, I shoulda been rich
Now, I'm just digging a Chinese ditch

I'm living on a Chinese Rock
I'm living on a Chinese Rock
I'm living on a Chinese Rock
I'm living on a Chinese Rock
I'm living on a Chinese Rock
I'm living on a Chinese Rock

The earliest map of Reading is John 
Speeds 1611 map, recognisable as 
Reading today by the road layout. 



229 years later, the 1840 John Snare 
map shows how much growth had 
happened in the town centre although 
the town was still fairly compact.
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It wasn’t until the 1950s OS map that 
we can see the rapid expansion taking 
place, though you can still see the 
same basic outlines of the streets like 
Silver Street and London Road.



When you look at the Google Map of 
the present day, the complex spider 
web of roads that Reading has become 
really comes into focus.
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Here is the 1840 map in blue, the 
1950 map in pink and the 2022 map in 
black highlighting the similarities and 
differences in the town.



PART TWO

THE SWINGING 
60S



THE SWINGING 
60S

I know you're antiseptic
Your deodorant smells nice

I'd like to get to know you
You're deep frozen like the ice

He's a germ free adolescent
Cleanliness is her obsession

Cleans her teeth ten times a day
Scrub away, scrub away, scrub away

The S.R. way
You may get to touch her

If your gloves are sterilized
Rinse your mouth with Listerine

Blow disinfectant in her eyes
He's a germ free adolescent
Cleanliness is her obsession

Cleans her teeth ten times a day
Scrub away, scrub away, scrub away

The S.R. way



WHAT WAS LIFE 
IN READING 
LIKE?

The 1960s in Britain were a period of economic upswing. 
There was a freedom that wasn’t available for past 

generations and the 1960s were a decade that hosted the 
first teenage generation free of conscription. The horrors 

of World War 2 were beginning to be forgotten.
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Culturally, the teens of the time were 
free. They could go and socialise 
freely in the bars and ballrooms of 
the time and, with jobs available in 
the town they could go and see shows 
or go on dates to the local ballroom. 
The ‘British Invasion’ was going on 
and bands were feeling the pull of 
the venues, they were being hired for 
dances and quite possibly becoming 
house bands for the bigger venues. 
In Reading, a new mall opened in 
Prospect Park, the replacement of 
the older buildings in the town centre 
had begun including the new BHS 
building in 1967 on Broad Street and 
the White Hart hotel still existed where 
later the Butts Centre would place 
its foundations. Trolleybuses were 
moving people around the town and if 
you travelled just outside of the main 
town to Whitley, you’d see vast green 
fields with the new M4 motorway being 
constructed through them and new 
high-rise council flats leaving their 
mark on the skyline..

There were jobs available and the 
town was geared towards being firmly 
blue collar with manufacturing being 
king. There was even a purpose built 
railway line, the Coley Branch line, 
that was specifically made to move 
goods from the main train line through 
to the factories on the canal side for 
transporting hops, timber and other 
manufacturing materials.

You could frequent many of the local 
pubs and go see folk, reggae, R&B, jazz 
or skiffle acts among many others. The 
new influx of West Indian and Asian 
families in 1968 brought an even more 
culturally diverse feel to the town 
leading to a wider variation in local 
music.

The Coley high-rise flats being built



Construction of the IDR

Caversham. Not much 
has changed

Bus Station opposite the 
Railway Station

Great Western Tower, 
opposite the Station
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The White Hart Hotel and Broad Street as it 
was, complete with Trolleybuses



Broad Street. Before it 
was pedestrianised

BHS. During its 
construction

Prospect Park 
Shopping Area

Prospect Park 
Shopping Area

Greyfriars Road
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Greyfriars Road The Civic Centre

The Civic Centre



MUSICALLY 
SPEAKING, 
WHAT WAS 
THERE?

The music scene in Reading in the 1960s was based 
largely on the older, more established branches of music 

that were popular at the time, such as jazz, soul, and 
house bands.
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There was an abundance of live music 
venues, and it was a livelier town than 
it currently is in terms of music with 
bands playing at the Olympia, The 
Majestic, the Student Union, Town 
Hall, Top Rank as well as pubs and 
clubs.

The Olympia on London Road was 
considered the spiritual home of the 
mods in Reading which shows that 
there was already a tendency for local 
youth cultures to gravitate towards 
singular bars and venues. In 1964, The 
Majestic played host to bands such as 
Cream, The Who and The Kinks; these 
big acts put Reading on the map for 
larger acts and ensured venues could 
guarantee a return on their investment 
when hiring such acts. 

The Majestic (left) & Olympia Ballroom (below)



There seems to have always been 
an underlying tension within the 
town. From what I have read this was 
particularly relevant in the sixties: the 
student population of Reading from 
the University of Reading and Reading 
College espoused their own views 
on culture and middle-class social 
status which were at odds with the 
town’s working class population. In 
1966 the Student Union held a debate 
as to whether or not non-students 
should be admitted into shows and 
gigs in the SU or whether you should 
be required to hold a valid NUS card. 
The issue for the students wishing for 
a more exclusive Student Union was 
that students weren’t buying enough 
tickets to maintain hiring desirable 
acts so they were essentially forced 
to promote shows in the national 
press. The following year, Pink Floyd 
performed at the SU and surprisingly, 
the psychedelic prog rock band were 
not a hit despite their popularity in 
trendy 60s London. The students were 
used to their soul, jazz, blues and 
dances, not the alien soundscapes of 
prog. The former firmly represented 
the old, safe and established way of life 
for the upper classes in the SU.

Pink Floyd
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The town followed suit with the Top 
Rank Suite opening the same year 
for soul, rock, disco and house bands, 
demonstrating that the general 
population was also interested in 
similar entertainment, leading to the 
question, why there was a division 
between the two camps? There had 
been other attempts to introduce 
acts that were a little more abstract 
in the town with Lee Dorsey, a soul 

artist, being supported in the town by 
David Bowie and his band at the time 
‘The Buzz’. Finally, this same year 
featured the opening of the Thing-A-
Me-Jig club which became incredibly 
important in the Reading punk scene. 
Originally it was opened by two former 
students, it had a strict no t-shirts and 
no jeans dress code, zero-tolerance 
to drugs (this was at a time where 
amphetamines were rife in the mod 

culture, The Who’s ‘My Generation’ was 
actually sung with a forced stutter to 
mimic the speech of kids taking the 
drugs) and was primarily targeted 
towards courting couples, all with the 
aim of improving relations between the 
local community and the University.

1968 was the beginning of the shift 
from the older established genres 
in the town though jazz was still 
very much there to stay for now. The 
Students at the Union were still hiring 
jazz and rock acts but the Cosmo Club 
branched out to Bluebeat and Ska, 
enticing the now homeless mods as 
their Olympia venue closed in 1965 
to become a bingo hall, as did the 
Majestic in 1967.

Top Rank as it was in the 1960s



CULTURAL 
TIMELINE OF 
THE 1960s IN 
READING
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23rd April 1960
Paul McCartney and John Lennon played their only gig as 
the Nerk Twins at  the Fox & Hounds pub in Caversham, 
some sources say to as many as 3 people60

61
62
63 1963

R&B started influencing the local bands such as  
The Cyril Davies All Stars
The Rolling Stones played the Town Hall
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1964
The Who play the Olympia and The Kinks play  
the Majestic
Reading born Mike Oldfield & Marianne Faithfull make 
their debut

The Olympia became the spiritual home of the Mods

1960-1966
Ballroom Dancing was a staple for the town’s night-life

1966
SU opens for non-students, a big debate occurs 
pertaining to whether you should need an NUS card

Students weren’t buying enough gig tickets so gigs were 
advertised in the national press

67
68
69
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1967
Pink Floyd performed at the SU, to the dismay of 
the student body who disliked the music which was 
popularised in London. The students of the time were 
used to soul, blues and dances - not psychedelic rock

Top Rank opened for soul, rock, disco and house bands

Lee Dorsey played soul, he was supported by David 
Bowie and his band ‘The Buzz’ (below)

The Thing-A-Me-Jig opened for pop music by two former 
students - it had a strict no t-shirts and jeans dress 
code, was a place primarily targeted at courting couples 
that also had a zero-tolerance to drugs - all aimed at 
improving relations between the local community and 
the University

1968
SU was mainly focussed on Rock and Jazz

Bluebeat and Ska in the Cosmo Club
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THE NOT SO  
SWINGING 70S

God save the Queen
A fascist regime

They made you a moron
Potential H-bomb

God save the Queen
She ain't no human being

There is no future
In England's dreaming

Don't be told about what you want
Don't be told about what you need

No future, no future, no future for you
God save the Queen

We mean it, man
We love our Queen

God saves
God save the Queen
Tourists are money
But our figurehead

Is not what she seems
God save history

God save your mad parade
Oh Lord, have mercy!

All crimes are paid
When there's no future, how can there be sin?

We're the flowers in the dustbin
We're the poison in the human machine

We're the future, we're the future
God save the Queen

We mean it, man
We love our Queen

God saves
God save the Queen

We mean it, man
We love our Queen



WHAT WAS LIFE 
IN READING 
LIKE?

If you ask anyone from Reading, “what is Reading 
famous for?”, invariably you will hear the term the 4 Bs - 

Biscuits, Beer, Bulbs and Bricks.  
This era was coming to a close though...
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The 1970’s were 
awful - bleak, 
depressing, 
pointless.

J. Haste - Reading Punk
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The Huntley & Palmers biscuit 
company employed a huge number of 
employees in the area and every family 
seemed to have an association with the 
business, with the factory employing 
up to 25% of the population. To this 
day, the buildings are still standing as 
well as new apartments being built 
using the name ‘Huntley Wharf’. It 
was closed in Reading in 1972 after 
becoming part of Associated Biscuits 
Ltd along with Jacob’s biscuits. This 
closure was felt by the working 
classes of Reading, leading to a rise in 
unemployment in the area.

Clockwise from top left: view of Huntley & 
Palmers courtesy of Gordon Brake, factory 
workers, main building external view, present 
day remains of the social club, entrance still 
from the shooting of ‘Bugsy Malone’, drawing 
of the original shop on London Street and a 
classic advert showing the famous branding



Simonds Brewery found its home 
in Reading in 1785 and used the 
waterways extensively: the malt 
houses are still used although now, 
as apartments, and the remains of 
the Coley Branch Line which served 
the brewery to ship raw materials 
to the brewery, are still visible if you 
know where to look. The brewery, as 
with Huntley & Palmers, hired huge 
amounts of people from the area 
and was bought in 1960 to become 
Courage, Barclay, Simonds & Co Ltd 
later being simplified to just Courage. 
It moved away from the town centre in 
1978 to Shinfield and the old brewery 
site in the town centre later became 
the Oracle Shopping Centre. 

Above, Simonds brewery label, top left, the 
malt house today, right top and bottom, views 
of the old Courage brewery and bottom left, the 
remains of the Coley Branch Line
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Suttons Seeds were another huge 
employer in the area; they were 
established in Reading in 1806 
and moved to the town’s central 
marketplace in 1832. In 1840 they set 
up their own laboratory to ensure the 
purity of the seeds and bulbs. Later 
that year, they started to offer a mail 
order seed service delivering seeds 
worldwide due to the opening of the 
Great Western Railway. The central 

location was initially ideal as it enabled 
the company to sell vegetables at the 
weekly markets, but after a few years 
and substantial growth these became 
inadequate due to the addition of 
offices, seed storage houses, exhibition 
department, stables, and fire station. 
Suttons moved to a much larger 
space in 1962 along the A4 just to the 
east of Reading before their eventual 
relocation to Torquay in 1976.

Above: Secretaries and green keepers at 
Suttons Seeds Trial Grounds in Earley, right, 
Suttons Seeds advert, bottom left, the old 
Sutton & Sons building in the Abbey Square 
(demolished in 1963 after relocating to Earley) 
bottom right, packaging seeds and bulbs.



Finally, there were bricks. These have 
been produced in the area since the 
Medieval period. The area is famous 
for its ‘Reading Red’ bricks, and you 
can find links to this past all over 
Reading, from the grand red bricked 
architecture of the town hall and 
Queen Victoria Street to ‘Rose Kiln 
Lane’ and ‘Waterloo Kiln’. Tilehurst, a 
suburb of Reading, means ‘a wooded 
hill where tiles were made’ illustrating 
how far back in time the industry goes. 
One of the larger firms to manufacture 
in the area was S & E Collier which 
operated from 1870 to 1966.

With all of this in mind, it is quite 
evident that there was a downturn in 
1976 in the employment of the locals in 
Reading. The brewery maintained a fair 
number of jobs: I have been informed 
by my father-in-law that you could 
go to the brewery and pick up shifts 
driving easily but this was not secure 
work. The town itself was undergoing a 
facelift of sorts, with the demolition of 
The White Hart Hotel as well as much 
of Broad Street to make way for the 
Butts Shopping Centre in 1971 and the 
Hexagon Theatre in 1977. The town 
was looking prosperous and if nothing 
else, due to the brewery being so close, 
there were hundreds of places to go 
for a drink.

Below left, Grovelands Brick & Tile works, 
middle, workers packing a kiln and right, an 
advert for the famous Reading red bricks.
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MUSICALLY 
SPEAKING, 
WHAT WAS 
THERE?

By the close of the 1960s, Reading was beginning to 
make a turn in terms of music.



I was so tired of being upset
Always wanting something I never could get

Life’s an illusion, love is a dream
But I don’t know what it is

Everybody’s happy nowadays
Everybody’s happy nowadays

I was so tired of being upset
Always wanting something I never could get

Life’s an illusion, love is a dream
But I don’t know what it is

‘Cause everybody’s happy nowadays
Everybody’s happy nowadays

Life’s an illusion, love is the dream
But I don’t know what it is

Everyone’s saying things to me
But I know it’s okay, okay

Everybody’s happy nowadays
Everybody’s happy nowadays
Everybody’s happy nowadays
Everybody’s happy nowadays

Life’s an illusion, love is a dream
Life’s an illusion, love is the dream

Life’s the illusion, love is a dream
Life’s the illusion, love is the dream

Everybody’s happy nowadays
Everybody’s happy nowadays, days

Bet you are tired of being upset
Always wanting something you never can get

Life’s no illusion, love’s not a dream
Now, I know just what it is

Everybody’s happy nowadays
Everybody’s happy nowadays55

Pink Floyd made a return to the 
Student Union demonstrating how 
quickly musical taste can change 
considering the student paper 
described their original performance 
as “rather like having one’s ears glued 
to a pair of maracas and then being put 
into one of those centrifuge machines 
they train astronauts in”. With the tides 
turning towards psychedelia, it seems 
only fitting that the hippies began to 
take a stance in the town, bringing 
their own shows to the Abbey Ruins in 
1970 by borrowing a generator from 
local music shop ‘Hickies’.  These 
shows were very popular with the 
students and really began to introduce 
the DIY ethos that will become a 
central pillar in the punk movement  
to come.



Sadly, by 1971, the local pubs and 
smaller venues were closing their 
doors to bands due to budgetary 
constraints introduced by the bands 
asking for payment. This led to the 
inevitable rise of the mobile disco; 
a fraction of the price and everyone 
could get what they wanted. 

The music scene in Reading wasn’t 
dead though. The Target was a big 
underground club situated underneath 
the Butts Shopping Centre - they 
hosted gigs 5 nights a week and 
became a place for bands to do 
practice runs before continuing to play 
in London. This became a mainstay 
of local bands on their circuits of the 
town too, with many bands playing 
repeatedly at the venue. The type of 
music being played locally by larger 
acts was becoming heavier with heavy 
metal gigs at the Town Hall by King 
Crimson and Uriah Heep – a complete 
departure from the soul and R&B that 
usually graced its halls, as well as 
Thin Lizzy playing at the Thing-A-Me-
Jig club which, at complete odds with 
their previous strict ‘no T-shirts and no 
jeans’ policy.

Left: opening of Tesco with The Target shown 
in the background. Below, Rikki and the Last 
Days of Earth 28 July 1977 & Sarah Farm 
subsequently Robert & The Remoulds 5 Apr 
1977 courtesy of Gordon Brake
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1971 was the first year of the Reading 
Festival, known at the time as The 
Reading Pop Festival which seems 
quite alien now when you look at 
the kind of acts that have graced its 
stages. The festival was part of the 
Reading Festival of Arts which began 
on 12th June 1971 - 850 years since 
the foundation of Reading Abbey and 
1100 years since the Viking raids 
documented in the ‘Life of King Alfred’. 
The locals didn’t take kindly to the 
music festival and drew comparisons 
to the Vikings quite regularly, with 
local politicians and angry residents 
writing into the local press to air their 
prejudiced views, one reported who 
had attended the festival was shocked 
to discover this and said ‘it wasn’t until 
I bought a newspaper on the way home 
that I realised I had been participating 
in a mad orgy of sex, naked ladies and 
drugs’, which really shows how knee-
jerk reactions can create something 

out of a relatively pedestrian event. 
The actual music festival was attended 
by around 20,000 people over the 3 
days but now entices 110,000 music 
lovers each year.

The years immediately preceding my 
chosen period of investigation, 1976-
1979, were relatively quiet in terms of 
major events before punk.

In 1972 the Top Rank Suite hosted 
The Pioneers who performed reggae 
for the local skinhead crowd, most of 
which were formerly mods. They were 
followed the same year by Lindisfarne, 
which was a break from the usual 
soul which attracted the working-
class crowds. The prog rock band was 
booked by the SU and goes to show 
that there was still some way to go to 
bridge the gap between the students 
and the community. 

In 1973 Folk clubs began popping up in 
pubs, drawing small but loyal crowds 

for short periods of time. These 
were briefly advertised in the local 
press but soon petered out and were 
often frequented by the burgeoning 
student beatnik crowd.  Finally, in 
1973 glam rock arrived in Reading 
- Roxy Music played at the Town 
Hall and had ties to the town with 
Andy MacKay having attended the 
University. This is important as Roxy 
Music would have a strong influence 
on the punk bands to come.



CULTURAL 
TIMELINE OF 
THE 1970s IN 
READING

The BBC show ‘Something 
Else’ featuring interviews from 

the people of Reading and a 
performance by the Reading 

band General Accident, scan the 
QR code to watch

70
71
72
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1971
Mobile discos started to take the place of live music in 
venues as they were cheaper than established bands

The Target opened beneath the Butts Centre, they hosted 
gigs 5 nights a week and became a place for bands to do 
practice runs before continuing on to play in London

The Town Hall started to 
branch away from pop and 
into heavy metal with gigs 
from King Crimson and Uriah 
Heep

Thin Lizzy played a set at the  
Thing-A-Me-Jig

1970
Hippies started to host gigs in the Abbey Ruins by 
borrowing a generator from local music shop ‘Hickies’ - 
these were very popular with the students

1972
The Pioneers performed reggae at the Top Rank for the 
local skinhead crowd

The Top Rank was hired out for Lindisfarne, which was 
a break from the usual soul which attracted the working 
class crowds, the meandering prog rock which was 
booked by the SU shows that there was still some way 
to go to bridge the gap between the students and the 
community

70
71
72
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1974
The Caribbean Club opens where Reggae was the main 
staple

The Millers Arms in Caversham still offered Jazz though 
it was losing favour in the town

Top Rank was changing format more towards Glam, Soul 
and Country

1973
Folk clubs began popping up in pubs, they drew small 
but loyal crowds and often didn’t last for many dates. 
These began to briefly be backed up with ads in the local 
press but soon petered out

Glam rock had come to Reading, Roxy Music played at 
the Town Hall and had ties to the town with Andy MacKay 
having attended the University

1975
The Stranglers play the Top Rank - one of the first of the 
emerging Punk bands in the town

Pink Floyd, Led Zeppelin, Queen, Elton John, Wings and 
Bowie all top the charts. The Sex Pistols play their first 
gig at St Martins College, London.

Prog rock was still going strong in the town, due to the 
Windsor Free Festival being cancelled, the attendees 
made their way to Reading Festival without tickets 
increasing attendance by 20,000

76
77
78
79
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1976
The Sex Pistols play the fine arts department at Reading 
University in May

Blondie and the Ramones released their debut albums, 
disco was making waves with Abba in the top 10 three 
times.

Local musician Gerald T Moore bought the Reggae music 
favoured by skinheads, mods and the working class kids 
to the middle class white rock fans in Reading.

Reading Festival is officially called “Reading Rock”

76
77
78
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1978
The first year of Punk at the Festival with Sham 69, 
The Jam, Penetration among others



VIEWS OF THE 
TOWN IN THE 
1970s

If you were unceremoniously dropped off in 1970s 
Reading, aside from being confused, what exactly would 

it be like? What was there?
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ABC Cinema on Friar Street in 
1976, courtesy of  
Gordon Brake



Above: Reading, 1976
Courtesy of Gordon Brake

Below: Duke Street, 1976
Courtesy of Gordon Brake

Above: Broad Street, 1976
Courtesy of Gordon Brake

Below: Reading Prison, 1976
Courtesy of Gordon Brake
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Above: St Mary’s Butts, 1976
Courtesy of Gordon Brake

Below: Church Street, 1976
Courtesy of Gordon Brake

Above: Station Approach, 1976
Courtesy of Gordon Brake

Below: Market Place, 1976
Courtesy of Gordon Brake



Below: River Kennet, 1976
Courtesy of Gordon Brake

Above: ‘Metal Box’, 1976
Courtesy of Gordon Brake

Below: Queen Elizabeth’s Silver Jubilee 1977Above: Reading Market, 1977
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Above: The Gas Works, 1976
Courtesy of Gordon Brake

Below: Jacksons Corner, 1976
Courtesy of Gordon Brake

Above: Reading Station, 1976
Courtesy of Gordon Brake

Below: Friar Street, 1976
Courtesy of Gordon Brake



PART FOUR

THE KIDS ARE  
ALRIGHT



THE KIDS ARE  
ALRIGHT

Whatever happened to Leon Trotsky?
He got an ice pick

That made his ears burn
Whatever happened to dear old Lenny?

The great Elmyra, and Sancho Panza?
Whatever happened to the heroes?
Whatever happened to the heroes?

Whatever happened to all the heroes?
All the Shakespearoes?

They watched their Rome burn
Whatever happened to the heroes?
Whatever happened to the heroes?

No more heroes any more
No more heroes any more

Whatever happened to all the heroes?
All the Shakespearoes?

They watched their Rome burn
Whatever happened to the heroes?
Whatever happened to the heroes?

No more heroes any more
No more heroes any more



YOUTH 
CULTURE IN 
READING

Reading had many different youth cultures during the 
1960s and 1970s. 

There was a huge music scene with bars and clubs 
hosting more music events than they do today.
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Reading was a hive of youth 
culture in the 70s and 80s. Teddy 
boys, Rockabillys, Punk Rockers, 
Skinheads, Mods... yes there was 
the occasional clash and fights 
between us all but the biggest 
issue and problem was with 
what we all called the Smoothies

M. Greenaway



MODS
I don’t mind other guys dancing with my girl

That’s fine, I know them all pretty well
But I know sometimes I must get out in the light

Better leave her behind with the kids, they’re alright
The kids are alright

Sometimes, I feel I gotta get away
Bells chime, I know I gotta get away

And I know if I don’t, I’ll go out of my mind
Better leave her behind with the kids, they’re alright

The kids are alright
I know if I go things would be a lot better for her

I had things planned, but her folks wouldn’t let her
I don’t mind other guys dancing with my girl

That’s fine, I know them all pretty well
But I know sometimes I must get out in the light

Better leave her behind with the kids, they’re alright
The kids are alright

Sometimes, I feel I gotta get away
Bells chime, I know I gotta get away

And I know if I don’t, I’ll go out of my mind
Better leave her behind with the kids, they’re alright

The kids are alright, the kids are alright, the kids are alright

Mods have their roots in 1950s London, 
called modernists due to their love of 
modern jazz.

Moving into the 60s, the Mods would 
ride on Lambrettas or Vespas, wear 
tailored Italian suits and listen to rock 
bands such as The Small Faces and 
The Who.

The infamous clashes between Mods 
and Rockers would surface due in 
part to the Rockers. With their leather 
jackets and motorcycles they found 
the Mods to be effeminate due to their 
interest in fashion and appearance.

The middle-class art school and 
coffee bar roots of the Mods actually 
drew them quite close to the Beatnik 
subculture.

Within Reading, the mods held the 
Olympia as their spiritual home.
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I don’t mind other guys dancing with my girl
That’s fine, I know them all pretty well

But I know sometimes I must get out in the light
Better leave her behind with the kids, they’re alright

The kids are alright
Sometimes, I feel I gotta get away

Bells chime, I know I gotta get away
And I know if I don’t, I’ll go out of my mind

Better leave her behind with the kids, they’re alright
The kids are alright

I know if I go things would be a lot better for her
I had things planned, but her folks wouldn’t let her

I don’t mind other guys dancing with my girl
That’s fine, I know them all pretty well

But I know sometimes I must get out in the light
Better leave her behind with the kids, they’re alright

The kids are alright
Sometimes, I feel I gotta get away

Bells chime, I know I gotta get away
And I know if I don’t, I’ll go out of my mind

Better leave her behind with the kids, they’re alright
The kids are alright, the kids are alright, the kids are alright

I love you, yes i do
'Cos i know that you love me too

I love you, yes i do
Gona spend all my money on you

Everyday when i say, that i'm not gona take anymore
Its ok, don't go away, i feel bad when you're closing the door

I love you
Need some more, to restore all the feeling that i get from you

I want more, give me more, all i want is a barrell of you
I love you, yes i do

'Cos i know that you love me too
I love you, yes i do

Gona spend all my money on you
Woh woh woh woh

I don't care, when they stare, at the way that i'm always with you
We're a pair, it's not fair when they say we're a special brew!

Woh woh woh woh
I love you

Hey... hey... hey... hey
Hey... hey... hey... hey
Hey... hey... hey... hey
Hey... hey... hey... hey

Everyday, when i say, that i'm not gona take anymore
It's ok, dont go away, i feel bad when you're closing the door

Need some more, to restore all the feeling that i get from you
I want more, give me more, all i want is a barrell of you

Woh woh woh woh woh woh woh
I love you, yes i do

Cos i know that you love me too!

Some of the working class Mods 
became the Skinheads, they had 
removed themselves from the Hippies 
or the ‘longhairs’ by shaving their 
heads, wore Ben Sherman, Dr Martens, 
Levis and braces.

There was a real ‘working-class hero’ 
pride in the skinhead movement since 
its inception in the 1960s. 

Skinheads came in waves. Originally, 
they were heavily influenced by 
Jamaican rude boys and alternative 
lifestyles to conservatism and the 
hippy subculture. From here they 
moved into ska, rock-steady and 
reggae all of which are very integrated 
with black culture, showing they mixed 
well with different groups at least for a 
period. 

Unfortunately, by the late 1970s 
moving into the 1980s, they had 
become more radicalised with their 
affiliation with the National Front and 
became a more extreme group with 
violence and destruction seeming to 
follow them wherever they went.

They frequented the Britannia Tap pub  
and later, the Jolly Porter.

SKINHEADS



I am the god of hellfire and I bring you
Fire, I’ll take you to burn
Fire, I’ll take you to learn

I’ll see you burn
You fought hard and you saved and earned

But all of it’s going to burn
And your mind, your tiny mind

You know you’ve really been so blind
Now’s your time, burn your mind

You’re falling far, too far behind
Oh no, oh no, oh no!
You’re gonna burn

Fire, to destroy all you’ve done
Fire, to end all you’ve become

I’ll feel you burn
You’ve been living like a little girl
In the middle of your little world

And your mind, your tiny mind
You know you’ve really been so blind

Now’s your time, burn your mind
You’re falling far, too far behind

Oooh
Fire, I’ll take you to burn
Fire, I’ll take you to learn

You’re gonna burn
You’re gonna burn

You’re gonna burn, burn, burn, burn,
Burn, burn, burn, burn, burn, burn, burn

Fire, I’ll take you to burn
Fire, I’ll take you to learn

Fire, I’ll take you to bed
Fire, I’ll take you, fire

Generally speaking, hippies tended 
to be white, middle-class teens and 
twenty-somethings. With their rejection 
of materialism and the oppressed 
outlooks of their parents, they were 
more ‘left’ oriented with their famous 
‘make love, not war’ outlook, preferring 
rock and psychedelia. 

Arthur Brown went to University in the 
town and would be a standard bearer 
for the Reading Hippie scene. The 
scene has been in Reading for many 
years, along with the Beatniks.

The generator shows and various gigs 
around the town made hippies quite 
a fluid group in Reading though a fair 
amount of bands favoured by hippies 
did play the Target and the Town Hall. 
I suppose this also leaned into the idea 
that hippies were very inclusive and 
would try to get along anywhere.

HIPPIES
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Today I saw the roses die,
The ones that we picked out.

And I turned around to cry,
I could not help myself.

I know where the roses go
Who do what they should do,

And baby, you won’t go where the roses go
If you can’t be true.

Today I saw the roses die,
The ones that we picked out.

As I stood there I could see
I could not help them now.
I know where the roses go

Who do what they should do,
And baby, you won’t go where the roses go

If you can’t be true.
Don’t you want to walk where the flowers play

Beneath the sky of gold,
Where the little white doves fly by the hour

Singing our love will never grow cold ?
Oh, today I saw the roses die,
The ones that we picked out.

And I hoped that you could tell
What it was all about.

I know where the roses go
Who do what they should do,

And baby, you won’t go where the roses go
If you can’t be true.
You won’t go there
If you can’t be true.

You can’t go there
If you can’t be true.
You won’t go there

If you can’t be true ...

Folk, jazz, the arts and intellect would 
be a good way to sum up the beatnik 
crowd; they would frequent pubs in 
the town that promoted the folk clubs 
such as the Red Cow, the White Horse 
and the Crown. They also played the 
town’s coffee shops in the 60s such as 
Shades.

Reading does have quite a long history 
with the culture - most pubs did hold 
folk nights and the town was home to 
local folk stars such as Mike Cooper 
and Marianne Faithfull. 

The University was so entrenched in 
jazz and folk that when Pink Floyd 
played in 1967, one student paper 
actually wrote that the gig was “rather 
like having one’s ears glued to a pair 
of maracas and then being put into one 
of those centrifuge machines they train 
astronauts in”.

BEATNIKS



SMOOTHIES
Nowadays, everything is very distilled 
into obvious themes and tropes. When 
we look at the 60s and 70s, you think of 
mods, rockers, hippies, skinheads and 
punks. Unfortunately, it’s just not that 
simple.

Smoothies were a group that mould 
so easily into the other groups that 
unless you were there, you would just 
lump them with skinheads. They were 
known as bovver boys, hard mods and 
bootboys and they were quite violent.

These guys were, like the punk 
movement, fighting against the idea 
that they had no future, no prospects, 
bad grades and dead end jobs. Instead 
of trying to build something and create 
an escape, smoothies fought the world 
around them. Essentially they were 
the steel-toecapped, braces and Levis 
wearing thugs of the 1970s.

Football violence at Elm Park, getting 
smashed at the weekend and having a 
punch up with anyone that gave you a 
sideways look was par for the course. 
Though, if your only options are a 
poorly paid job in a factory or spending 
time in a Borstal, I suppose you would 
feel quite downtrodden and  
want to fight.

Do It Again, Do It (Do It)
Let's Do It Again (Do It)

Mmm (Do It Again, Do It Again)
Gonna Do It Again (Do It)

Do It, Do It
Let's Do It Again (Do It)

Do It Again
Sometimes The Rain

Groovin' When I Hear The Sound
Like You And Me, Baby

Gettin' Down With The Sounds Around
Oh, The Smell Of The Mornin' Flower

As We Pass Away The Hour
I Wanna Do It Again, Do It Again

Do It (Do It)
Let's Do It In The Mornin'

Sweet Breeze In The Summer Time
Feeling Your Sweet Face
All Laid Up Next To Mine

Sweet Love In The Midnight
Good Sleep, Come Mornin' Light

No Worries 'Bout Nothin'
Just Gettin' Good, Just Gettin' Good

Just Gettin' Good Love
Do It, Do It Again

Do It Again (Do It)
Do It

Now I Like You, Lady
So Fine With Your Pretty Hair

If You Don't Mind My Compliments
Just Diggin' On The Clothes You Wear

I'm Just A Man Now Don't You Fear
I Can Love You Now I Brought You Here

I Wanna Do It Again
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Do It Again, Do It (Do It)
Let's Do It Again (Do It)

Mmm (Do It Again, Do It Again)
Gonna Do It Again (Do It)

Do It, Do It
Let's Do It Again (Do It)

Do It Again
Sometimes The Rain

Groovin' When I Hear The Sound
Like You And Me, Baby

Gettin' Down With The Sounds Around
Oh, The Smell Of The Mornin' Flower

As We Pass Away The Hour
I Wanna Do It Again, Do It Again

Do It (Do It)
Let's Do It In The Mornin'

Sweet Breeze In The Summer Time
Feeling Your Sweet Face
All Laid Up Next To Mine

Sweet Love In The Midnight
Good Sleep, Come Mornin' Light

No Worries 'Bout Nothin'
Just Gettin' Good, Just Gettin' Good

Just Gettin' Good Love
Do It, Do It Again

Do It Again (Do It)
Do It

Now I Like You, Lady
So Fine With Your Pretty Hair

If You Don't Mind My Compliments
Just Diggin' On The Clothes You Wear

I'm Just A Man Now Don't You Fear
I Can Love You Now I Brought You Here

I Wanna Do It Again

TEDDY BOYS &
ROCKABILLYS
This culture is where things get 
slightly confusing, when rockabilly 
first came to the UK from the US in the 
1950s, it was taken up by the Teddy 
Boys.

Teds used to dress in zoot suits and 
clothing reminiscent of 1940s America. 
Velvet jackets, high-waist drainpipe 
trousers, slim ties and creepers or 
chunky brogues. They also sported 
greased long hair with quiffs - 
seemingly the archetypal ‘rock and 
roll’ look.

Favouring Elvis, Bill Haley and Eddie 
Cochran, the English iteration would 
also listen to UK rockabilly such as 
Tommy Steele, Marty Wilde, Cliff 
Richard, Dickie Pride, and Joe Brown.

So, along with the Teddy Boys, the 
rockers (of mods and rockers fame) 
also took on rockabilly though they 
were to take on the ‘greaser’ look of 
leather jackets and jeans.

In the 1970s, rockabilly bands like 
Stray Cats were favoured which 
was also listened to by the punk 

scene. In the US, the CBGB’s punk 
scene spawned The Cramps which 
took rockabilly and combined lyrics 
inspired by drive-in B-movies to create 
psychobilly which was much closer to 
punk. 

Well I'm a human fly
I-I spell F-L-Y

I say "buzz buzz buzz"
A-and it's just becuz

I-I'm a human fly
A-and I don't know why

I got 96 tears and 96 eyes
I got a garbage brain

That's drivin' me insane
And I don't like the ride
So push that pest aside

And baby I won't care
'Cuz baby I don't scare

'Cuz I'm a reborn maggot using germ warfare
Rock!

I-I'm a human fly
I-I spell F-L-Y

I-I say "bzz bzz bzz"
A-and it's just becuz

I'm a unzipped fly
A-and I don't know why

And I don't know why
But I say
Bzzzzzzz

Rock tonight, and I say
Bzzzzzzz

Rocket ride, and I say
Bzzzzzzz

But I don't know why
Aw, I just don't know why



PART FIVE

WHAT ABOUT THE 
PUNKS?



Well the kids are all hopped up and ready to go
They're ready to go now

They got their surfboards
And they're going to the Discotheque Au Go Go

But she just couldn't stay
She had to break away

Well New York City really has it all
Oh yeah, oh yeah.

Sheena is a punk rocker
Sheena is a punk rocker

Sheena is a punk rocker now.
Sheena is a punk rocker
Sheena is a punk rocker

Sheena is a punk rocker now.
She's a punk punk, a punk rocker

Punk punk, a punk rocker
Punk punk, a punk rocker.

Well the kids are all hopped up and ready to go
They're ready to go now

They got their surfboards
And they're going to the Discotheque Au Go Go

But she just couldn't stay
She had to break away

Well New York City really has it all
Oh yeah, oh yeah.

Sheena is a punk rocker
Sheena is a punk rocker

Sheena is a punk rocker now.
Sheena is a punk rocker
Sheena is a punk rocker

Sheena is a punk rocker now.
She's a punk punk, a punk rocker

Punk punk, a punk rocker
Punk punk, a punk rocker.

WHAT ABOUT THE 
PUNKS?



THE RISE 
OF PUNK IN 
THE UK

I remember when my dad worked for 
EMI they turned down some punk bands 
because of their dislike of the monarchy 

and political parties at the time
P. McMichael - Reading Resident
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This and that, they must be the same
What is legal is just what's real

What I'm given to understand
Is exactly what I steal

I wormed my way into the heart of the crowd
I wormed my way into the heart of the crowd

I was shocked to find what was allowed
I didn't lose myself in the crowd

Shot by both sides
On the run to the outside of everything

Shot by both sides
They must have come to a secret understanding

New offenses always in my nerves
They're taking my time by force

They all sound the same when they scream
As a matter of course

I wormed my way into the heart of the crowd
I wormed my way into the heart of the crowd

I was shocked to find what was allowed
I didn't lose myself in the crowd

Shot by both sides
On the run to the outside of everything

Shot by both sides
They must have come to a secret understanding

"Why are you so edgy, kid?"
Asks the man with the voice

One thing follows another
You live and learn, you have no choice

I wormed my way into the heart of the crowd
I wormed my way into the heart of the crowd

I was shocked to find what was allowed
I didn't lose myself in the crowd
Didn't lose myself in the crowd
Didn't lose myself in the crowd



Punk had its roots in the garage rock 
of the US with bands like MC5 and 
the Stooges - they were the early 
punks, but they weren’t like British 
punk. The downtrodden left-leaning 
political ideologies, style of torn 
clothes and safety pins and anger 
at their perceived injustices were 
a British influence on the DIY punk 
movement. Within the UK, the punk 
movement, in its purest sense, began 
and ended with bands like the Sex 
Pistols, The Damned and The Clash. 
They represented different tangents of 
the movement with the Clash having 
very political leanings and a melodic 
take on music, the Sex Pistols who, 
for all intents and purposes were all 
about shock value and The Damned, 
who again had a certain amount of 
shock value but were a harder sound. 
These bands were iconic in the way 
they developed the blueprint for songs 
that meant something to youth at the 
time. For example, ‘Guns of Brixton’ 
referred to police brutality and ‘Pretty 
Vacant’ portrayed a numb sense of 
ennui possessed by kids of the 1970s. 
By singing about relatable subjects, 
they showed that no matter who you 
were or where you were from, you had 
a voice and you didn’t have to accept 
things as they were.

The other youth movements at the time 
had protested before, they had stood 
up for what they wanted and believed 
was right but it wasn’t until punk that 
the fight was more confrontational. 
The established order of things saw 
this group of sloppily dressed, angry 
and possibly destructive bands and 
teenagers and they didn’t see a way to 
control it. They didn’t rely on the press 
to spread the word, they made their 
own press with handmade and copied 
‘zines. There was a sense that they 
were making their own world, they 
had their own groups and their own 
rules. They didn’t want the music of the 
time, they didn’t want to be told what 
to think or what to listen to, they made 
their own.

When Ziggy fell from favour and lost all his memory, 
he had a son before he died…Johnny Rotten.
David Bowie
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The public reaction was confusion and 
fear, this is probably in part due to 
the shock-value nature of the scene. 
The use of swastikas and bare breasts 
on t-shirts raised eyebrows, this is 
thanks largely to Malcolm McLaren 
and Vivienne Westwood's SEX shop 
in Chelsea. The aesthetic was largely 
due to their shop and the model/
shop assistant they had during the 
1970s, Pamela Rooke. In 1975, after 
his jaunt in the US managing the New 
York Dolls, McLaren returned with 
an interest in managing a punk band 
like those he had seen in Manhattan, 
particularly The Ramones.

The members of the Sex Pistols 
frequented the shop in 1974 and 
McLaren had started managing them 
as The Strand. After his trip to the 
US they eventually became The Sex 
Pistols and, after unsuccessfully trying 
to hire Sylvain Sylvain from New York 
Dolls, John Lydon was hired for vocals 
based on his look and attitude.

Early Seventies Britain was a very depressing place. It was completely run-down, there 
was trash on the streets, total unemployment—just about everybody was on strike. 
Everybody was brought up with an education system that told you point blank that if 
you came from the wrong side of the tracks...then you had no hope in hell and no career 
prospects at all. Out of that came pretentious moi and the Sex Pistols and then a whole 
bunch of copycat wankers after us.
John Lydon/Johnny Rotten

Left: Malcolm McLaren and Vivienne Westwood
Right: Pamela Rooke and Johnny Rotten



From here, with McLaren’s guidance, 
they went on to cause more outrage 
leading to the infamous Grundy 
interview where they were coaxed into 
swearing on television - nothing by 
today's standards but compared to the 
conservative standards of the 1970s 
BBC, this was unacceptable. Shortly 
after, they were dropped from EMI 
after being signed for 90 days. They 
were uncontrollable and unpredictable, 
they had released Anarchy In The UK 
and it had sparked something that 
would go on to inspire countless other 
bands. The more bad publicity they 
got, the more people wanted to read 
about them, they had started a flood 
of punk bands, soon punk was all over 
the charts and record labels would be 
fighting to pick them up.

So there I was, all quiet and well behaved, nursing my 
drink and minding my own business, when someone put 
a record on the jukebox that turned my head right round 
and changed everything. The track started very loud 
and I looked at the jukebox, unable to believe what I was 
hearing. It was as if the place had been hit by mortar 
fire. Just under three minutes later I walked out of the 
pub and onto the street, my body literally shaking with 
excitement and anxiety, my mind blown. That was the 
effect this incredible cut had on me. The lyrics mocking 
and scathing, had been spat out with undisguised 
hatred; the incendiary guitars, like detonating bombs at 
the chorus, seemed to sum up exactly how I felt. I went 
back in and looked at the credits. The track was called 
‘Anarchy In The UK.’ The band was The Sex Pistols. 
Jimmy Nail

The Sex Pistols at the time, Johnny 
Rotten, Paul Cook, Steve Jones and 
Glen Matlock along with Siouxsie Sioux 
her drummer Steve Severin, Simon 
Barker and ‘Simone’ being interviewed 
by Bill Grundy.
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The Anarchy In The UK tour they 
undertook, supported by The 
Clash, Johnny Thunder and The 
Heartbreakers and The Damned, 
would inspire more bands to form. In 
1976 they played a gig in London which 
drew the attention of 2 music fans from 
Manchester to attend, Howard DeVoto 
and Pete Shelley who, inspired, went 
home and formed The Buzzcocks. The 
pair then arranged a gig at the Lesser 
Free Trade Hall in Manchester which 
in turn was frequented by Ian Curtis, 
Bernard Sumner and Peter Hook who 
went on to form Joy Division, Mark 
E. Smith who went on to form The 
Fall, Stephen Patrick Morrissey who, 
obviously, is Morrissey and Brian 
Wilson who went on to form Factory 
Records and propelled bands such 
as Joy Division, New Order, Happy 
Mondays and A Certain Ratio and from 
there pretty much created Madchester 
with the club The Hacienda.

Interestingly, the main band that I have 
found mentioned in Reading seems to 
have been The Damned rather than the 
Sex Pistols. This is probably due to the 
fact that The Damned actually released 
the first punk single in the UK, ‘New 
Rose’ in 1976 and it seemed to get a 
fair amount of airplay before the media 
had its knee jerk reaction to the culture 
that would follow.

Everyone had an opinion about punk and it was usually negative. 
The Pistols’ Anarchy In The UK tour was decimated as ‘outraged’ 
councils up and down the country banned the group from playing. 
Only a few gigs remained. I managed to get to the Manchester 
show at the Electric Circus and they were still awe inspiring. 
Rotten was electrifying. In a way all the adverse publicity had a 
galvanising effect on the punk scene. It was us and them.
Mark P - Sniffin’ Glue zine



WHEN 
PUNK HIT 
READING

It was tribal, we were school kids, they 
were old bastards, it was time for a change 

and we did it in style
S. Owen - Reading Punk
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Is she really going out with him?
I got a feeling inside of me

It’s kind of strange like a stormy sea
I don’t know why I don’t know why
I guess these things have got to be

I gotta new rose I got it good
Guess I knew that I always would

I can’t stop to mess around
I got a brand new rose in town

See the sun see the sun it shines
Don’t get too close or it’ll burn your eyes

Don’t you run away that way
You can come back another day

I got a new rose I got it good
Guess I knew that I always would

I can’t stop to mess around
I got a brand new rose in town

I never thought this could happen to me
This is strange why should it be

I don’t deserve somebody this great
I’d better go or it’ll be too late

I got a feeling inside of me
It’s kind of strange like a stormy sea

I don’t know why I don’t know why
I guess these things have got to be

I got a new rose I got her good
Guess I knew that I always would

I can’t stop to mess around
I got a brand new rose in town



The idea that if you wanted change, 
you could make it happen yourself 
was prevalent amongst the population 
at large, especially in Reading. There 
was a feeling that they were being 
told untruths somewhere along the 
line and there must be something 
they could do about it. This kind of 
thinking was evident in the BBC show 
‘Something Else’, which interviewed 
Reading residents and asked them 
what they thought of the mainstream 

news. The show was a local BBC 
production, visiting a different town 
each week and choosing a few of the 
local kids to pick a local band and a 
bigger, national band to play on the 
show; for Reading it was the band 
General Accident and The Specials. 
It was essentially written by the local 
kids too which has led me to surmise 
from their music choices that Reading 
was a very punk town.

In 1974, The Caribbean 
Club opened its doors 
to the newly arriving 
West Indian community. 
This venue was geared 
towards playing reggae 
music, and became 
important to the Reading 
punk movement as 
punk and reggae had 
a very intrinsic link in 
the town. The same 
year, the Millers Arms 
in Caversham was one 
of the last in the town 
to still offer jazz to 
patrons. The Top Rank 
had changed its offering 
to glam, soul and 
country. This doesn’t 
seem relevant until you 

consider that glam evolved into punk, 
and marked another step in the path to 
punk being adopted by the town. This 
actually led to The Stranglers making 
their debut in the club in 1975.

In 1975 the charts were full of rock and 
glam with Pink Floyd, Led Zeppelin, 
Queen, Elton John, Wings and Bowie 
all occupying the top of the charts. 
However, while this was going on, the 
Sex Pistols played their first gig at St 
Martins College, London, making their 
first tentative steps from obscurity to 
the media circus which would ensue. 
In May the following year, they would 
play the fine arts department at 
Reading University although this gig 
went under the radar, with the wider 

town not actually being told where the 
gig was being held.

By 1976, internationally, Blondie and 
The Ramones released their debut 
albums and disco was making waves 
with Abba in the top 10 three times. 
However locally, musician Gerald 
T Moore bought the Reggae music 
favoured by skinheads, mods and the 
working class to the middle-class 
white rock fans in Reading. This was 
also the year that the Sex Pistols 
played Reading University’s Art 
Department to a small crowd who had 
found their way there.

The music scene 
was absolute shit 
at the time, aimless 
pop songs and old 
hippies still trying 
to hang in there, we 
kicked them into 
touch overnight. 
S. Owen -  
Reading Punk



We’re only making plans for Nigel
We only want what’s best for him
We’re only making plans for Nigel
Nigel just needs that helping hand
And if young Nigel says he’s happy

He must be happy
He must be happy

He must be happy in his world
We’re only making plans for Nigel
He has his future in a British steel
We’re only making plans for Nigel

Nigel’s whole future is as good as sealed
Yeah

And if young Nigel says he’s happy
He must be happy
He must be happy

He must be happy in his world
Nigel is not outspoken

But he likes to speak
And loves to be spoken to (in his world)

Nigel is happy in his world (in his world)
Nigel is happy in his world (in his world)

We’re only making plans for Nigel
We only want what’s best for him
We’re only making plans for Nigel
Nigel just needs this helping hand

And if young Nigel says he’s happy
He must be happy
He must be happy

He must be happy in his world
We’re only making plans for Nigel
We only want what’s best for him
We’re only making plans for Nigel
Nigel just needs this helping hand89

When punk actually reached Reading, 
it seems that there were a number 
of ways that people picked up on it. 
The main thing to take into account 
is that when you mention punk there 
is a clear definition between the early 
punks in their charity shop clothes 
and shock value choices in badges and 
personalisation and the punks that 
appear as the stereotype with pins, 
mohawks and dyed hair - Reading 
punks certainly at the beginning at 
least, were definitely the former. 

They were grassroots in the way that 
a lot of the crowd were drawn to the 
movement not only through the radio 
plays of ‘New Rose’ and other punk 
fayre (at least before 210 put a stop 
to it) or gaining access to vinyl from 
independent shops such as Quicksilver 
Records which would actually start 
signing punk bands, but through the 
way that punk allowed them freedom 
from the mundane days of the 1970s 
with no jobs and no prospects. Punk 
was what you made it, if you had no 
money then grab something second 
hand and make it yours. If you couldn’t 
afford gig tickets to one of the big 
national or international bands then 
start your own band and have your 
friends come and see you play. In 
Reading, there were venues upon 
venues and places like The Target 
would allow anyone to play. There was 
a scene that was starting to take hold 
and it was spreading.

Punk was certainly a big deal in the 

town in the fact that Bones was the 
only club outside of London that 
catered purely for punks, it would 
attract bands that would hit the big-
time later on, purely for the fact that 
there was literally nowhere else to 
play.

It’s quite interesting that punk was 
self perpetuating too: the sight of 
other punks spurred people to get 
involved and become punks and 
therefore kept the movement going 
and developing. As quickly as it caught 
on though, it seemed to burn out. The 
Sex Pistols in their infamy had with 
one hand started the fire but with the 
other hand ensured that it could not 
spread too far. Their ‘Anarchy in the 
UK’ tour became so infamous that 
they actually got banned from playing 
pretty much anywhere in the UK which 
led to venues stopping punk gigs from 
occurring. This in turn led the general 
population to believe that punks were 
inherently bad and even not allowing 
them to be hired for work (see news 
article) or actively avoiding punks in 
the workplace. 

I think that this aversion is what 
caused local band General Accident 
who, in everything I have seen, actively 
call themselves punks and played 
at punk venues to their punk fans, 
denied being a punk band on radio 
210 and compared themselves more 
to a reggae band and said they ‘never 
were a punk band’. This shunning of 
punk in a commercial setting is quite 

I did put green dye in my hair once and one 
guy at work never spoke to me again...
P. Smith - Reading Punk

The Sex Pistols at Caversham before their gig 
at Reading University



interesting as it would have gotten 
them at least some airplay on a radio 
station that had banned punk. Showing 
that punk was, at least in the late 70s, 
very difficult to actually pin down for 
people that weren’t actually involved.

It seemed to be universal opinion that 
the music was aimed at the middle 
class, the jobs just weren’t there and 
the prospects were dire. As true as this 
was for the whole country, in this town, 
it united the kids into different tribes 
and these tribes are still meeting up. 
They still reminisce about The Star 
pub and gigs and they put on and 
attended and they still have a very 
punk aura about them.
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The only story I can offer is that, at the 
time, punk music was largely unheard 
of on radio, and Reading's local radio 
station, Radio 210, was more known 
for playing pop or "Middle of the 
Road" music. Two of their young, new 
presenters were Mike Read and Steve 
Wright (yes, both went on to Radio 1 
later, and Steve is on Radio 2 today!).  
For a few weeks, "Read & Wright" as 
they were known, played a Punk top 20 
chart on 210 on a Saturday - one day the 
boss of 210, Neil ffrench-Blake heard 
this, and rushed to the studio at Calcot 
to tell them off - the conversation was 
something like this:- Neil - "What do you 
boys call this" Read & Wright - "It's the 
punk top 20" Neil - "It's the LAST punk 
top 20"!!
In fact, the rebellion of Read & Wright 
playing a Punk top 20 on 210 was even 
funnier, when you consider this article 
from the time, with Neil Ffrench-Blake 
(left) making his views on punk music 
very clear!
B Denton



M Greenaway - Punk

Punks in Reading were around as early 
as 1975 . Reading was a hive of youth 
culture in the 70s and 80s . Teddy boys, 
Rockabillys, Punk Rockers, Skinheads, 
Mods. All had their own favourite pubs 
to go to and various clubs to frequent 
that played the music each culture 
loved , yes there was the occasional 
clash and fights between us all but the 
biggest issue and problem was with 
what we all called the Smoothies, folks 
that had no concept of youth culture, 
just enjoyed beating people up that 
were different. Reading Uni and the old 
Caribbean Club would have bands on 
to suit the styles of music at the time. 
Reading was a great place to be in the 
70s early 80s for that very reason.

J Dewhirst - Reading Youth

As an onlooker at the time, as I was a 
tiny bit too young for the punk scene, I 
remember seeing a group of punks in 
Broad Street frequently on Saturdays. 
People used to sidestep them, be quite 
wary. The older generation certainly 
didn’t seem impressed, especially after 
the infamous interview on teatime TV 
with the Sex Pistols. Someone told me 
subsequently that Liz Hurley was one 
of the ‘Reading Punks’ but I’ve no idea 
if this is accurate. I have more general 
memories of the town in the 70s.

M Gill - Reading Youth

I think Reading hosted the first punk 
wedding too and it was in the paper...

R Howard - Punk

I was fascinated by the punks in town 
and always looked forward to driving 
past The Star on Sunday night taking 
my granny home to Shinfield so I could 
see who was hanging around outside. 
A couple of years later I was old 
enough and brave enough to actually 
go inside. 

S Day - Punk

As a 15 year old this seemed 
something new and exciting, a little 
bit of rebellion against parents, the 
government and all they stood for and 
every old bigoted fogey who gave us 
a hard time. The music made you feel 
alive!

L Williams - Punk

It was Hong Kong garden for me. I took 
the record round to a friend's to play to 
the girls and they hated it as they were 
all into disco but my friend's dad said 
to me follow my own choices and not 
the crowd, so I did.
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S Owen - Punk

It was an explosion. It all happened 
so fast, nobody could do anything 
to stop it and for a short while the 
music industry was out of control. The 
authorities were suddenly powerless 
with all the independent labels 
springing up all over the place. It was 
an amazing time.

J Haste - Punk

The 1970’s were awful- bleak, 
depressing, pointless. I was 14, in 1976, 
listening to John Peel on my little 
transistor radio and I heard New Rose 
by The Damned. That was it for me. I 
had a difficult home life, hated school 
and I felt like nobody could see or hear 
me. Now I had a way of making people 
see me, whether they wanted to or 
not! I loved the music and I had finally 
found a tribe where I belonged.

D Holder - Punk

It was in 1976 after seeing ideas in the 
style magazines and press.

P Smith - Punk

I used to go to Bones pretty regularly, 
I still have my membership card 
somewhere, Kevin Sheeran is spot 
on with the bands that we both saw 
around town at that time, The Doomed 
(Damned) played Bones, as well as 
Adam and the Ants, 999 The Lurkers, 
Penetration, there was also later on 
Reading bands like General Accident, 
The Geisha Girls, early Punk days 
were in my mind a change of attitude 
towards music, I wasn’t into all the 
bondage stuff and looking like Sid, I did 
put green dye in my hair once and one 
guy at work never spoke to me again, 
there was also a pub on the canal The 
Star I think, big late 70’s punk hangout, 
Reading had a great music scene at 
The Target early 70’s but it really 

wasn’t a punk hang out, I had very long 
hair and flares when I used to go there, 
I turned up for the XTC gig and couldn’t 
get in, Reading Uni used to put on 
bands, but I think after trouble at some 
shows non students were banned, I did 
see The Smiths there but that would 
have been in the 80’s.



PLAY WELL 
WITH 
OTHERS?

Was it all love and harmony between different groups? 
Did the public live and let live? It doesn’t seem so
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Big girl in the red dress
She's just trying to impress us
And she's got the barley fever
But she doesn't make a sound

She's just hanging around
She's just hanging around
Down the court road early

With the Hustlers big and burly
There's a million of 'em selling

And the buyers can be found
They're just hanging around
They're just hanging around

Christ he told his mother
Christ he told her not to bother

Cos he's alright in the city
Cos he's high above the ground

He's just hanging around (hanging around)
He's just hanging around (hanging around)
He's just hanging around (hanging around)
He's just hanging around (hanging around)

One of 'em comes over
Got a monkey on his shoulder

And the monkey's getting grinner
But his eyes are on the ground

He's just hanging around
He's just hanging around

I'm moving to a coleheme
With the leather all around me

And the sweat is getting steamy
But their eyes are on the ground

They're just hanging around
They're just hanging around

Christ he told his mother
Christ he told her not to bother



The most famous violent occurrence in 
Reading between punks and the other 
cultures of the time was at Reading 
Festival in 1978. The festival was in 
its 17th year as Reading Festival and 
the line up had finally begun to have 
punk bands appearing with Sham 69, 
Penetration and The Jam performing 
on the Friday.

Sham 69 were wrapping up their 
set with a rendition of ‘If the Kids 
are United’ when there was a loss of 
control and fights began to break out 
in the crowd. In footage of the festival, 
you can see the crowd dancing and 
more and more people getting on 
the stage. Mark Hibberd, who I have 
interviewed later in this book, was 
actually on the stage just as the gig 
wound up and described his view of 
what happened. It seems to have been 
skinheads starting on the hippies with 
punks and onlookers getting dragged 
into the fray. The thing that I find most 
strange about this isn’t that there 
was a riot or disturbance at Reading 
Festival, or even a stage invasion or 
a fight but, Jimmy Pursey asking the 
audience to ‘show Reading punk isn’t 
dead’. It was 1978, punk was in its 
infancy still, it was the first time punk 
was at the festival, was this a well 
known trope already?

This was the line that allegedly started 
the fighting which led to around 20 
hospitalisations with one stabbing.

Peter at myvintagerock.com

The main event was Sham 69, who 
were excellent with Jimmy Pursey his 
usual cockney ‘boy on the streets’ self, 
and those anthems ‘What have we 
got?’, ‘Borstal Breakout’ and ‘If the Kids 
are United’. The Sham Army had come 
across to Reading in force, all braces, 
No 2 cuts, and Doc Martins, and ready 
to take on those hippies. We were right 
at the front, although we soon moved 
to the side of the crowd when the 
fights started. A bunch of skins climbed 
on to the stage, and Pursey tried to 
call order, pleading with the crowd 
to stop fighting to no avail. He was in 
tears, watching bedlam and violence 
all around him, and not being able to 
do anything to stop it. But that was 
the nature of a Sham gig at the time. 
Jimmy even brought Steve Hillage on 
stage to show that it was ok to mix 
with hippies, but that just annoyed 
the skins more. A nasty, frightening 
experience, which marred an excellent 
performance by Sham.

Sh
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I'm sitting in this cell for something I didn't do
And all I can think of is baby I think of you

Don't worry baby coming back for you
There's gonna be a borstal breakout
There's gonna be a borstal breakout
There's gonna be a borstal breakout
There's gonna be a borstal breakout

Well now I've got the chance I don't care about what I do
When I done them things I done them just for you

And now I'm getting out coming back for you
There's gonna be a borstal breakout
There's gonna be a borstal breakout
There's gonna be a borstal breakout
There's gonna be a borstal breakout
There's gonna be a borstal breakout
There's gonna be a borstal breakout
There's gonna be a borstal breakout
There's gonna be a borstal breakout

Well now I'm over the wall I'm nearly home
I'm coming through that door coming back for you

Now I'm nearly home nearly back for you
There's gonna be a borstal breakout
There's gonna be a borstal breakout
There's gonna be a borstal breakout
There's gonna be a borstal breakout



Reading Festival wasn’t just a one off, 
there are plenty of other accounts...

P McMichael - Reading Youth

I remember once when I was in broad 
Street mall, aka the butt's a lone punk 
walking through minding his own 
business, suddenly got chased by 
about ten skinheads, think he managed 
to get away, they did have quite a 
rivalry back then

M Quilty - Skinhead

Reading was great in 70s 80s. At the 
time we was skinheads loved fighting 
the mods and punks. The Star was the 
punks pub, we drank in the Britannia, 
Mostly we would have trouble around 
the central club, good old days

S Day - Punk

Punks didn’t have it easy, it was a 
regular occurrence to be abused 
verbally in the streets or physically 
attacked!

M Hibberd - Punk

Well we got down to the station to 
catch the train back to Reading and 
the Bracknell lot are waiting for us 
to go down and they got all bottles 
and bricks and they proceeded to rain 
bottles and bricks down on us

R Schnell - Skinhead

I remember that at Top Rank - and 
after the gig a huge pair of knackered 
DM's outside - One of my mates got 
ONE of his brand new 14 hole DM's 
nicked after the ANWL gig there - it 
didn't stop the skinheads beating 
people up in the gig though

M Greenaway - Punk

Punks in Reading were around as early 
as 1975 . Reading was a hive of youth 
culture in the 70s and 80s. Teddy boys, 
Rockabillys, Punk Rockers, Skin Heads, 
Mods. All had there own favourite pubs 
to go to and various clubs to frequent 
that played the music each culture 
loved, yes there was the occasional 
clash and fights between us all but the 
biggest issue and problem was with 
what we all called the Smoothies, folks 
that had no concept of youth culture, 
just enjoyed beating people up that 
were different.

R Schnell - Skinhead

The punk scene and society in general 
back then was pretty violent and things 
were really tribalistic - the skinheads 
were the most visible problem but 
there was a lot of inter town rivalry 
between different punks or punks 
linked with football crew and we used 
to get a lot of shit from the Mod revival 
twats too. Unfortunately some of the 
Reading punks had a bit of a bad rep 
for fighting in the 80's - I hung out in 
Bracknell too and that was a violent 
shit hole - if you were a punk back then 
you may as well have written 'punch 
me' on your forehead. It was only when 
I got a bit older and 
scarier looking and 
started fighting back 
that things got better 
in that respect A lot of 
the idiots in the punk 
scene lost interest 
by mid 80's anyway 
leaving those of us 
left to get on with it



When they kick at your front door
How you gonna come?

With your hands on your head
Or on the trigger of your gun

When the law break in
How you gonna go?

Shot down on the pavement
Or waiting on death row

You can crush us
You can bruise us

But you'll have to answer to
Oh, the guns of Brixton

The money feels good
And your life you like it well

But surely your time will come
As in heaven, as in hell

You see, he feels like Ivan
Born under the Brixton sun
His game is called survivin'

At the end of the harder they come
You know it means no mercy
They caught him with a gun
No need for the Black Maria
Goodbye to the Brixton sun

You can crush us
You can bruise us

But you'll have to answer to
Oh, the guns of Brixton

When they kick at your front door
How you gonna come?

With your hands on your head
Or on the trigger of your gun

You can crush us
You can bruise us99



FANZINES

Zines were a big part of punk, the homemade magazines 
were by the punks, for the punks, about the punks



101

Head away from the years
You're on the price list

Head away from the years
You're on the price list

Head away from the years
You're on the price list

Everything will stop your new changing
The grid will be filled

Go to Scotland, no obligation
We'll send you an invitation

We'll send you an inside shower
We'll send you an inside shower

It's on the market
You're on the price list

It's on the market
You're on the price list

It's on the market
You're on the price list

In the spring, who can say?
Please send me evenings and weekends

Shared by with the weeks
Please send me evenings and weekends
Please send me evenings and weekends
Please send me evenings and weekends
Please send me evenings and weekends
Please send me evenings and weekends
Please send me evenings and weekends
Please send me evenings and weekends
Please send me evenings and weekends
Please send me evenings and weekends
Please send me evenings and weekends
Please send me evenings and weekends
Please send me evenings and weekends
Please send me evenings and weekends



There were a couple available in Reading, this one 
is ‘Kiss This’. It mentions the relationship between 
the Reading punks and reggae and talks about the 
legendary Bones club as well as featuring the K9s.

I have also found another that has been 
recommended which is ‘Grinding Halt’. The issue 
I have found mentions General Accident as well 
as K9s which goes to show how prevalent the two 
bands were through the late 70s into the 80s.

Finally, there is ‘Stick the Smoke’ fanzine which I 
have only managed to find a few pages of, one of 
which has a review of local band ‘The Pierres’.

KISS THIS
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BONES



So, you've been to school for a year or two
And you know you've seen it all

In daddy's car, thinking you'll go far
Back east your type don't crawl

Playing ethnicky jazz to parade your snazz
On your five-grand stereo

Braggin' that you know, how the niggers feel cold
And the slums got so much soul

It's time to taste what you most fear
Right Guard will not help you here

Brace yourself, my dear
Brace yourself, my dear

It's a holiday in Cambodia
It's tough, kid, but it's life

It's a holiday in Cambodia
Don't forget to pack a wife

You're a star-belly snitch, you suck like a leech
You want everyone to act like you

Kiss ass while you bitch, so you can get rich
But your boss gets richer off you

Well, you'll work harder with a gun in your back
For a bowl of rice a day

Slave for soldiers till you starve
Then your head is skewered on a stake
Now you can go where people are one

Now you can go where they get things done
What you need, my son...
What you need, my son...
Is a holiday in Cambodia

Where people dress in black
A holiday in Cambodia

Where you'll kiss ass or crack
Pol Pot, Pol Pot
Pol Pot, Pol Pot

K9s
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GRINDING HALT
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GENERAL ACCIDENT 
AND K9s
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THE BANDS IN 
READING

Punk was taken up by lots of bands, it’s DIY ethos was 
happily replicated and it spawned countless acts. Here 

are just a few of the bigger bands from Reading but in no 
way is this a comprehensive list.
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Same old boring Sunday morning
Old man's out washing the car

Mum's in the kitchen cooking Sunday dinner
Her best meal, moaning while it lasts

Johnny's upstairs in his bedroom sitting in the dark
Annoying the neighbours with his punk rock electric guitar

This is the sound
This is the sound of the suburbs
This is the sound of the suburbs

Every lousy Monday morning
Heathrow jets go crashing over our home

Ten o'clock Broadmoor siren
Driving me mad, won't leave me alone

The woman next door just sits and stares outside
She hasn't come out once ever since her husband died

Youth Club group used to want to be free
Now they want Anarchy

They play too fast, they play out of tune
Practise in the singer's bedroom

Drum's quite good, the bass is too loud
And I can't hear the words

Saturday morning family shoppers
Crowding out the centre of town

Young blokes sitting on the benches
Shouting at the young girls walking around

Johnny stands there at his window looking at the night
I said, "Hey, what you listening to? There's nothing there"

That's right!
This is the sound of the suburbs
This is the sound of the suburbs

This is the sound
This is the sound
This is the sound
This is the sound



GENERAL 
ACCIDENT

“We met in 1977 and started 
rehearsing in the bassist’s garage, we 
were a garage band. We developed 
our own sound and started writing 
our songs. The guitarist John, is an 
incredible musician, his knowledge 
of musical structures allowed him to 
write punk with jazz chords, which 
gave another dimension. He would put 
together a song from a simple idea 
that one of us had expressed even a 
simple intro riff...We collectively wrote 
like that. Chris Broderick on bass, 
with a sound like a ball rolling on a 
parquet floor, deep and emphasising 
rhythm and melody. He too was an 
accomplished musician familiar with 
a variety of musical styles, Tramp 

had fronted a band, as lead singer 
of ‘The Soldiers Are Coming’ in West 
London, although as a young man he 
had experience managing an audience. 
We also had a strong backbone on 
the drums to lean on, we were going 
to be a good band. We had the right 
look, the right sound, the right songs, 
the right attitude, it was the right time, 
we were in the right place to make it 
happen... We started performing and 
very quickly we acquired an audience 
that grew from concert to concert. We 
were fast, furious and tight-knit. Soon 
we had bands following us, Whitley, 
Woodley, Reading, we were making 
sound and it was rumoured that we 
were the band to see...” Noddy

They were active between 1977 and 
1980 and released 1 single - ‘Computer 
Dating’ in 1980. They were regulars at 
the Target and Bones and had gained 
a significant following in Reading, 
the fans would follow when the band 
gigged outside of Reading and this 
drew attention from the police due to 
the violence and destruction left in 
the bands wake. Unfortunately, due 
to already being on the police radar 
and following a drug bust, the singer, 
Tramp, was arrested and sentenced to 
3 years for possession which led to the 
band breaking up shortly afterwards. 

Sadly, Tramp passed away in 2021.

Formed in 1976, the band consisted 
of Tramp (vocals), John (guitar), Chris 
Broderick (bass) & Noddy (drums)
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Left: homemade sticker for General Accident, 
below: homemade gig poster with handwritten 
relocation message. All really shows the DIY 
ethic behind punk



Press clippings from General Accident’s presence at the 210 
Radio Stations Battle of the Bands, appearance on the BBC 
show ‘Something Else’ (video on page 52) and their  
first gig at Bones.
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Mansfield Hall, Reading University Courtesy of Noddy from General Accident



K9s

Originally called ‘Rick Rodent And 
The Sewer Rats’ in 1976, they became 
well known due to their cover of ‘New 
Rose’ by The Damned and their on 
stage costumes - policemen, nurses, 
ballerinas, holiday makers to name a 
few… they were Bones regulars until it 
closed down. They were around for a 
relatively short time as they first broke 
up in 1978.

When 1979 rolled around, they 
reformed to put out a self-released 
single, ‘K9 Hassle / Idi Amin / Sweeney 
Todd’. Shortly after, they were offered 
a touring spot with The Damned and 
needed funding so they signed a 
contract with the local record shop, 
Quicksilver, in order to secure their 
place. Unfortunately, no money was 
put forward so the band had to cancel 
the tour and they broke up.

The other big band on the circuit at the 
time was the K9s, they formed in 1977, 
they were Rick Dellar (vocals), Greg 
Muden (guitar and vocals), Iain ‘Sprogg’ 
Aird (bass and vocals) and  
Kev Drain (drums)
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THE PIERRES

The George Hotel Courtesy of Suzanne Day

Formed of Michael Grant (vocals), Sid 
Ritchie (bass), Trevor Childs (guitar) and 
Paul Basten (drums)
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The Target Courtesy of Suzanne Day

Odd Fellows Hall Courtesy of Suzanne Day



NEON REDS
Neon Reds were a Woodley band 
consisting of Graham Pond (vocals), 
Michel Simmons (guitar), Geoff Polley 
(bass) and Matthew Oliver (drums)

Homemade sticker showing the DIY ethic behind punk
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Earley Cricket Club Courtesy of Steve Brockway



INTERVIEWS

Chatting to punks from Reading who were there 
when it all happened has been pretty eye opening and 

sometimes, stomach turning...
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Turn the wrong way your socks don’t change
Your shirt could too but the shoes are strange

Eyes are facing the other way
In backward talk you try to say

You’re so Inside Out
Inside Out Inside Out Inside Out

You’re so Inside Out
Inside Out Inside Out Inside Out

Living out instead of in
Drinking tea and paraffin

Thinks aloud but don’t say a word
It’s just my visions blurred

You’re so Inside Out
Inside Out Inside Out Inside Out

You’re so Inside Out
Inside Out Inside Out Inside Out

Holding head with foot in door
Camouflage or something more

Goes to sleep on waking up
Coffee without a cup
You’re so Inside Out

Inside Out Inside Out Inside Out
You’re so Inside Out

Inside Out Inside Out Inside Out



MARK 
HIBBERD 
FORMER 
PUNK
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[MH]: I got into punk in sixth form, one 
of my friends lived in London and he 
sent me a copy of The Damned New 
Rose which was one of the first punk 
records.

I used to go to Bones, this was right 
in the early days, it would have been 
‘77, there weren’t that many punks in 
Reading at that time, it was a small 
community.

[WM]: Was it?

[MH]: Yeah, in the early days it was 
yeah, it went to what I call plastic 
punk after that, the bondage stuff 
and that. I’ll tell you my story, my dad 
was long term unemployed and he 
had emphysema, so we were quite 
a poor family so punk was ideal for 
me because you could be the height 
of fashion dressed up in charity shop 
clothes as I say this was pre-bondage 
trousers, this that and the other. We 
would wear … tuxedo jackets you could 
buy one of those from a second hand 
shop and just decorate it with plastic 
watches and pins and badges.

[MH]: I saw the Jam at the Top Rank I 
think

[WM]: You saw The Jam at the Top 
Rank?

[MH]: Yeah! They were more New 
Wave but this was pre-Pistols…before 
the Bill Grundy thing…I saw Sham 69 
open up the festival in ‘78.

I became friends with the early punks 
but some of them went on to be 
skinheads but they went on to be a 
young part of the National Front which 
is something I don’t agree with at all… 
I treat people how they treat me, they 
were my friends and it’s sort of like it’s 
a conflict of interest because people 
who I deemed as friends who I met as 
punks, they went on to be skinheads 
and they went on to be quite nasty, you 
know?

[WM]: I’ve heard that

[MH]: The pubs at the time we used 
to use, The Target used to put punk 
bands on occasionally but they put 
a lot of music on…Bones used to be 
called, it was originally the Thing-A-
Me-Jig club, it was Bryans nightclub 
but on Wednesday night they used 
to have Bones or Punk City - I’m not 
sure what they called it but, it was out 
the back of Heelas, it did used to be a 
mortuary

[WM]: Ooooooh

[MH]: They converted it into a 
nightclub. I've got an older brother, I’m 
62 my older brother is 70 but he was 

around the town, he used to go to the 
Thing-A-Me-Jig club and I knew of it 
from there. The Top Rank also had The 
Stranglers? They were supported by 
the Beastie Boys I believe.

[WM]: I can’t imagine that…

[MH]: There was a group of us from 
Reading, we saw The Stranglers at 
Bracknell Sports Centre

[WM]: Nice…

[MH]: It was the really early days, it 
might have been the first time they 
played ‘No More Heroes’, I believe 
that to be true but I can’t verify it, 
but it’s in my memory, ‘we’ve got a 
new song, this is the first time we’re 
playing it’ but I was dressed up in all 
my punk gear and the Stranglers had 
an Angels following, the bikers? ‘Coz 
again, The Stranglers weren’t really a 
punk band, they just got swept up in it, 
you know?... as I was walking through 
the hall, these bikers were sort of 
whistling, and I was scared. I was 17 
you know? I got all my gear on and all 
these big men, they were probably in 
their twenties, early twenties but man I 
was scared.

[WM]: So, the (Hells) Angels were 
followers of The Stranglers?

[MH]: Well, I don’t know if they were 
Angels or they were bikers

[WM]: Yeah, but still…

[MH]: They were like the road crew 
to them? But they were there. They 
were definitely there… Do you know 

Bracknell at all?

[WM]: A little bit, not much

[MH]: Well you know the station, down 
below the road? Like a flyover? Well 
we got down to the station to catch the 
train back to Reading and the Bracknell 
lot are waiting for us to go down and 
they got all bottles and bricks and they 
proceeded to rain bottles and bricks 
down on us

[WM]: Jeeeeeez

[MH]: They ambushed us

[WM]: That doesn’t sound real, that's 
mental…



[MH]: Yeah, um, the Adverts were 
supposed to play in Reading, they did 
Gary Gilmour’s Eyes? I went with a 
great bandage over my eyes, I could 
see through it, but people used to go 
into The Mitre? I got barred from the 
Mitre and the George Hotel, same 
night…the guy wouldn’t let me into 
the Mitre because of the way I was 
dressed. This was on a separate 
occasion, I don’t know if they bought 
in a new landlord because it was like 
our local, we used to drink in the Boars 
Head, The Peacock, the Mitre but the 
Mitre became sort of a niche pub. You 
know the Mitre?

[WM]: Whereabouts is it?

[MH]: It’s West Street, you know 
Raffina cafe? On the corner, it's a 
Thai place now, it’s called corners or 
something like that… You know the 
George Hotel in Broad Street?

[WM]: Yeah

[MH]: They were the same brewery, 
or they were the same chain and I was 
in the… the guy wouldn’t let me in the 
Mitre cause of the way I was dressed 
and I went around to the George and 
the landlord said ‘I just seen you not 
get in the Mitre, I’m not gonna let you in 
here’

The Porter was one of the pubs as 
well, cause it all got muddled up 
with the football violence as well, if 
you imagine in the late 70s it was a 
very violent world. I mean, I used to 
have a season ticket to Reading at 

Madejski and it’s completely different, 
I used to go to Elm Park, I actually got 
arrested on Boxing Day, disgrace, but 
again, that’s another story… The punk 
movement almost split in two because 
some people were like Socialist 
workers and some people were 
National Front.

[WM]: So you had, like, basically 
fascists and sort of socialists, all mixed 
together under the same umbrella?

[MH]: You did but the fascists sort of 
moved on to become skinheads, they 
moved away from the punk movement 
and they became skinheads and 
that's why at so many concerts, you 
know like because punk pre-dates the 
Specials and that…

[WM]: Two-Tone?

[MH]: Yeah, two-tone by its very nature 
is black and white isn’t it? I mean if you 
search further back into skinheads… 
the skinheads used to follow, they 
were into reggae, it wasn’t so much 
trouble… skinheads have several 
iterations, starting with reggae, they 
were mixing with black people up in 
London. I was supposed to go on the 
Right to Work march with one of my 
friends that was a punk, but I didn't 
make it in the end because I had to 
go to work. I think what happened is, 
punk went on for quite a while but in 
the very early stages you had a break 
away, they weren’t friends, the socialist 
punks and the errr, I think what 
happened with the right-wing punks 

is they went on to be skinheads. The 
guys who I met in Reading were part of 
Ealing National Front, they moved up 
that way.

[WM]: I was watching that interview 
with the Sex Pistols…some of them in 
the background have got Swastikas 
on, whats with that? Is that a normal 
thing?

[MH]: It was part of the dress code 
because it was all about shock. I don’t 
think the ones with the Swastikas on…
you know the manager of the Pistols?

[WM]: Yeah, Malcolm McLaren

[MH]: He had a shop in Chelsea called 
Boy?...There was a T-shirt of a cowboy 
with his dick out

[WM]: Oh yeah I’ve seen that 

[MH]: So that was from Boy, I bought 
a t-shirt from there, but it had a, the 
logo was ‘the strength of a country 
relies on its youth’... but I used to wear 
that with a suit jacket. Once I was 
working I had the money to buy decent 
clothes. I used to go up to Johnsons 
in Kensington High Street and buy 
the David Bowie suits…I got my dad, 
because we were, there's no other way 
to put it, we were abjectly poor, I had to 
take him to the social services where 
they gave away free clothes, cause I 
was looking for punk stuff and I got a 
fantastic pair of trousers from there, 
cause it’s like the old gangster suits 
you know?

[WM]: Yeah?

[MH]: The suit I had was actually more 
like David Bowie, Brian Ferry kind of 
thing, what they called a zoot suit, I 
think that’s what they called them.

The violence went into football 
because Reading, traditionally, a lot of 
people from Reading support London 
clubs like Chelsea and Tottenham and 
Arsenal

[WM]: Yeah, like Millwall?

[MH]: Not so much, there were a 
few Millwall supporters around but 
Millwall was more of a statement, ‘I’m 
madder than you are’ you know? I 
know a couple of those boys and umm, 
there was a guy who knocked around 
the town called F**** D**** and you 
wouldn’t want to meet him on a dark 
night, he was huge. He’s got a brother 
called E***** and E***** was a great... 
I didn’t really know Frank, he wasn’t, 
he didn’t talk a lot. Tended to grope. 
But E***** was a smashing guy, we 
actually ended up in court on the same 
day, that did it for me.

Football in those days was horrible 
I mean, I do feel that Hillsborough 
was a direct result of that, you know? 
Football fans were treated like animals 
because some of them that went were 
animals.

[WM]: Just want to fight?

[MH]: Nasty people yeah. I think the 
people that were Socialist workers 
actually were, maybe had a genuine 
care for people.
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[WM]: Do you think a lot of this is 
about politics then?

[MH]: I don’t think on the right wing 
no. But from the right wing it was just 
about violence. It was so hypocritical 
because one of the guys, one of our 
good friends, was a mixed race guy. He 
actually had his um 18th or his 21st, 
must have been 21st at Elm Park when 
Elm Park was still going and there 
were guys from the National Front 
there. A mixed race guys birthday 
party. How does that work? I think it 
was just a badge to fight under.

[WM]: So they didn’t believe in it, they 
just wanted a punch up?

[MH]: Yeah, it’s an affiliation and I think 
in those days, it's what football was, an 
affiliation of like minded idiots. A lot of 
people that go to football, especially 
nowadays, they don’t go there for 
violence, they go there you know, for 
bonding.

[MH]: In 1978 we were at the festival 
and Sham 69 opened the festival. We 
were on the stage, when Sham 69 
finished we were on the stage and the 
hippies, cause Sham 69 were more um, 
a skinhead band anyway

[WM]: You were on the stage?

[MH]: After they finished, yeah. You can 
see it on YouTube. The Hippies started 
throwing stuff at the skinheads and I’m 
just a kid running around clucking like 
a chicken with no head. But as we’re 
running through the crowds and the 
hippies there was this big fat skinhead 
jumping on this hippie's head, so as I 
went past I pushed him off. I don’t like 
to see people get hurt.

[WM]: So you’ve got the Hippies, the 
skinheads, the punks, National Front…

[MH]: Socialist workers party, right to 
work movement, it was all going on at 
that time.

[WM]: Did you hang out at The Star?

[MH]: Yeah, I’ve been there a few 
times. We used to get blues from there. 
That was the place to go to score 
blues, The Star. It wasn’t a pub that I 
personally frequented a lot because 
they tell me that Liz Hurley from 
Basingstoke used to go there as well, 
have you heard that story? Yeah, it’s 
a common story that Liz Hurley in her 
teenage years used to come in from, 
well she's a Basingstoke girl I believe.

We saw a band there (at Bones) called 
Cumberland Sausage, they were shit. 
They were proper shit. A lot of bands 
jumped on the bandwagon just for 
the money. And I was there in the 
crowd, there were guys there and they 
were peeing in pints and things and 
slinging them over the band because 
they were so crap…it wasn’t me, it was 
guys I know that were doing it. And 
this Cumberland Sausage, it hit him 
straight in the face and he thought it 
was beer and started drinking it.

[WM]: UGH

[MH]: And he started having a go at 
me so I started having a go at him 
back and have a fight with him and 
um, there's a tap on my back and it 
was one of the bouncers, a guy called 
T** D***** was one of the bouncers 
around the town and he's massive and 
I looked around and I said, ‘time for 
me to go T** isn’t it?’ and he said ‘yes 
Mark’, luckily I knew his brother. I used 
to carry around a cassette tape around 

with me in those days with all my punk 
stuff on, I’m a kid, I’m 17/18, I’m a kid 
so I said ‘can I go and get my cassette?’ 
and he said ‘yeah’, but he was a nice 
guy, some want to take advantage 
don’t they. I’ve been naughty, he 
chucked me out.

We were kids, punk was great for the 
under 20s. If you look at the later stuff, 
you know when they started wearing, 
you know having fights at the Kings 
Road with the Teds and they’ve all got 
haircuts and the bondage stuff and that 
it went from being a youth movement 
to a fashion movement in my eyes. It 
almost became high fashion.
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[ND]: I would say this but, we was 
the biggest and best band in Reading, 
y’know what I mean? We packed 
out all the clubs, down at the Target 
the landlord used to love having us 
because by 9 o’clock he’d have to 
shut the doors because the place was 
packed to capacity. He couldn’t let 
anyone else in, none of the other bands 
were doing that down there.

[WM]: That’s mental

[ND]: Yeah, it was good, we was a good 
band, a good tight band. We were, we 
did everything a local band could do 
you know what I mean? In that we got 
a following straight away

[WM]: Yeah?

[ND]: We used to have to hire coaches 
to get people to come and see us you 
know what I mean, to accommodate 
all the kids, 3 coaches at a time…we 
packed out all the pubs, sold out all the 
pubs and clubs…there was an old punk 
club down in Reading called Bones we 
used to play down there, we used to 
headline down there…we got on the 
radio, we got on telly

[WM]: You got on telly?

[ND]: Yeah we got on a programme 
called ‘Something Else’? Cause they 
did a programme about Reading

[WM]: Oh yeah?

[ND]: Something Else, it was a BBC 
programme, it was right during that 
youth TV thing, y’know?

[WM]: Cool, that’s got to be on 
YouTube

[ND]: The programme used to go to 
each town and get in touch with the 
kids from that town, from the BBC 
y’know and see if there was enough 
interest in making that programme 
from and about that town, and it went 
all over the country

The Clash played on it, loads of bands 
played on it. Each town it would go 
to, kids would be asked, ok, you can 
choose all the subject matter for the 
programme and you make the whole 
programme with the assistance of the 
BBC and you can choose a local band 
and a national band so when it come 
down to Reading this programme, the 
kids chose us and The Specials so we 
supported The Specials on Something 
Else.

[WM]: Wow, how was that?

[ND]: Ah it was great, yeah, it was 
brilliant, great day out. We all went 
up to the BBC studios, ransacked 
the studios, wrecked the place a bit. 
Driving around on those electric carts 
and all that.

[WM]: You were well away

[ND]: Yeah, we were well there was us 
really at the time, there was us and the 
K9s that were, at the really early days 
of the punk stuff there was only really 
those 2 bands then later, there was a 
lot more to come but, really by 1979 
punk was over really.

[WM]: Yeah I get the feeling that, after 
that it got a bit diluted down didn’t it?

[ND]: Yeah and Ska was the new 
kid on the block with The Specials, 
Madness, The Selektor and The Beat 
and all that, that was the next thing 
that come along y’know? But really by 
about 1979, certainly by 1980, it was 
over really, we went from the ferocity 
and the raw pure energy of bands like 
The Pistols and The Clash to fucking 
Depeche Mode within about 4 weeks or 
the New Romantic shite.

[WM]: I find it interesting though, when 
you look at Siouxsie and the Banshees, 
hung about with The Pistols when they 
first started and now they are more of 
a New Romantic kind of band aren’t 
they?

[ND]: Yeah, but at the time when we 
started and down Bones…Bones was 
the only punk club outside of London. 
That’s why all the punk bands come 
down to Reading. Because there 
was nowhere else for them to play, 
especially after the Pistols got banned 
playing everywhere…bands like 
Generation X, 999, Siouxsie and the 
Banshees, The Lurkers, Penetration, 
but none of them were signed then, 
so they were all like, like they were an 
unsigned band from Bromley and we 
were an unsigned band from Reading, 
y’know what I mean? We supported 
The Lurkers and 999 we supported 
loads of them but at the time, they 
were from Bromley, we were from 
Reading sort of thing.

Now, of course punks become this big 
thing and everyone writes about it and 
this that and the other, a lot of people 
have become household names but at 
the time, they weren’t. Prior to them 
becoming household names they have 
become now.

The thing is, you’ve got to put it into 
context of what was about at the time, 
music had sort of… Prog Rock was the 
dominant, it was really at the birth of 
all those sort of stadium rock bands, 
you had bands like Emerson Lake and 
Palmer and Yes and Genesis, all that 
sort of public schoolboy rock, y’know 
what I mean?

[WM]: Yeah!

[ND]: I went to see Genesis in 1975 I 
think it was, it might have be ‘76… they 
were brilliant musically, brilliant. They 
were great musicians, but it was self 
indulgent, the guitarist did this long 
wailing 20 minute guitar solo with his 
back to the audience it was all sort of 
‘oh ya ya ya’

[WM]: You just don’t need it do you?

[ND]: No, it was all so self indulgent 
and all that, 17 timings and all that sort 
of stuff…suddenly punk come along 
and you had this 16 year old kid on 
stage he couldn’t even sing, it didn’t 
matter. Just belting out a load of tunes, 
it was crap but it was good!



[WM]: He was doing what he wanted 
to do?

[ND]: Yeah, exactly, raw, pure energy. 
Bought it all right back down to street 
level, music. Anyone could get into a 
band. In fact, the whole period was 
very, very much DIY. You made your 
own fashion, you didn’t buy it, you 
made your own jacket. You went down 
the charity shop, bought a jacket, 
stencilled it up or whatever you wanted 
to do with it…I knew that E**** S**** 
guy, who made, he got his own fanzine 
going. So there was kids who like 
journalism and instead of going, trying 
to get a job on some newspaper they 
just made their own fanzines, there 
was loads of that going on.

[WM]: You could do whatever you 
wanted?

[ND]: Yeah and you did it, you created 
it, it was non-corporate and that was 
the thing, one of the big things about 
it, because it was all home-grown and 
homemade

[WM]: You’re not being told what to 
like, you just like it and you do it

[ND]: Yeah and it blew all the 
big corporations out of the water 
because they had no control over it. 
It was totally…so kids that were into 
journalism, like I say, if you’re into 
journalism and writing and all that 
then you just produced your own 
fanzine, you just went around and 
reviewed all the bands yourself

[WM]: It’s funny that all these bands 
came from not wanting to be part of 
this corporate thing then the corporate 
side still managed to repackage it and 
sell it back to the kids again?

[ND]: It is weird, yeah. There was a 
small period of time probably only 
about a year or 2 where the big 
corporations and big business had no 
control over it. That’s why they started 
to sign up anybody and everybody. You 
know, try and get some money out of 
this, this is what the people wanted 
and they weren’t in on it.

[WM]: In 90 days at EMI, the owners 
didn’t know how to control the Sex 
Pistols, it’s interesting that the A&R 
guys wanted them but the guys in 
charge couldn’t handle them

They had no control because these 
bands hadn’t gone to them, cap in hand 
‘oh, can we have a record deal?’ We 
don’t want a record deal. Fuck you and 
your records. We will knock out our 
own singles 500 at a time. It wasn’t 
meant to be, at the time, it wasn’t 

meant to be a big thing. Nobody was 
really meant to last. Nobody wanted to 
make a living out of it.

[WM]: It was a way to kill time?

[ND]: Well, yeah, just way of doing it, it 
can be done sort of thing

[WM]: See if you can?

[ND]: Yeah, you’re doing it because 
you can sort of thing and there was an 
insatiable desire from kids, y’know sort 
of young kids at the time, teenage kids, 
young teenage kids to see and hear 
new music and there was an insatiable 
desire from people to play it.

Well there was a fanzine back in the 
day, it might be Grinding Halt...well, 
S****** had one called Grinding Halt, 
he was a budding young journalist, 
um, nice fella, he knows a lot of music 
journalists now, his mate did the 
biography for Radiohead, there’s a 
funny little story...

General Accident played at errr, I don’t 
know how we managed it, there was 
always fights following us around, 
a lot of trouble really, the places 
we played got trashed and all that. 
It was a good laugh. But somehow 
we managed to get a gig at a public 
school in Abingdon. We went out there 
and played and about half an hour 
through the set a teacher come out, 
we had an argument with the teacher, 
I thumped the teacher right in the face, 
he went down and then that was it, 
a riot ensured…about 6 or 7 of these 

riot trucks pulled up with their cages 
down and they escorted us out of the 
country, the band, they escorted us 
out of the county, Well allegedly, the 
members of Radiohead were there, in 
the crowd. They went on to say that we 
were the reason they started the band.

[WM]: What about the Caribbean Club, 
that gets mentioned a lot?

[ND]: The punk movement in Reading 
was quite mixed up with the reggae 
movement in the town, the Caribbean 
used to do reggae punk night, you 
know the Bob Marley song ‘Punky 
Reggae Party’? The two went together. 
There was a punk night there and 
we was one of the only, I think it was 
only us, well it was me and Tramp the 
singer who smoked and instead of 
playing for money the landlord paid 
us with a big load of weed. Upset the 
other guys because they didn’t smoke 
but we was happy.
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[Interviewer]: My special guests in 
the studio are a local band, probably 
no strangers to you either as well, 
they are called General Accident and 
welcome to Nod, you can nod if you like 
and to Tramp, what do tramps do?

[Tramp]: Well, we hang around parks

[Interviewer]: Nice of you to come in 
out of the cold today. How are you, ok?

[ND & Tramp]: Yeah we’re fine

[Interviewer]: Good, now look, before 
I joined Radio 210, there was a band 
competition that was sponsored by 
radio 210 and you came third yeah?

[ND & Tramp]: Yeah

[Interviewer]: What happened on that 
night? Tell us all bout what happened 
on that night

[Tramp]: Well, nothing really, we just 
came in third. It went well, it went quite 
well. It went better than we expected, 
let’s put it like that. There was a lot of 
trouble unfortunately.

[ND]: A bit of violence

[Tramp]: Yeah it was unfortunate, very 
unfortunate.

[Interviewer]: A bit of a riotous 
evening?

[ND & Tramp]: Yeah

[Interviewer]: Good fun. Were you 
very disappointed or was it very stiff 
competition?

[Tramp]: No not really, we weren’t 
disappointed

[ND]: We thought it was a fix. Slightly.

Awkward murmuring

[Interviewer]: So anyway, how long 
have you been together?

[Tramp]: 18 months now, yeah about 
18 months now

[Interviewer]: And this single that 
we are going to play shortly called 
‘Computer Dating’ isn’t your first is it?

[Tramp]: Yeah it is the first yeah

[Interviewer]: Very first one? Ok ok. 
You record it locally at a local studio?

[ND]: Yeah, sun(?) studios

[Interviewer]: Right, are there very 
many bands in the area working locally 
and producing records, locally?

[Tramp]: Errrr, yeah there’s quite a 
few actually, the Reading band scene 
is looking pretty good actually at the 
moment. Not a lot that’s doing much as 
far as single go, I think, but it’s looking 
pretty good.

[Interviewer]: That really is the 
ultimate I guess, get a single together 
at a local studio

[Tramp]: Yeah, it gives you something 
to show for the band

[Interviewer]: Right what do you do, 
you get 1000 pressed and produced do 
you? Or what?

[Tramp]: Yeah, we got 1500 of these 
pressed and if they sell, we shall get 
us some more pressed.

[Interviewer]: Right

[Tramp]: But it all depends, y’know

[Interviewer]: Is there a very lively, 
local band scene around in the Reading 
and the surrounding areas?

[Tramp]: Yeah, it’s quite good actually, 
quite a good scene.

[Interviewer]: You don’t have any 
difficulty finding venues to play at?

[ND]: Well that’s the main trouble, lots 
of bands rehearsing, the unfortunate 
thing is there’s not a lot of places to 
play actually in Reading, you’ve got to 
rehearse up to a certain standard then 
crack on up to London. Which is the 
main, obviously, the main centre.

[Interviewer]: Are there any prospects 
of, as you say, cracking on up to 
London?

[ND]: Yeah, hopefully

[Tramp]: Yeah we’ve got several gigs 
lined up in the next month and we are 
hoping to do a sort of 3 over 3 a week 
stint in London



[ND]: A lot of Reading bands tend to 
stay in the Reading rut, they play the 
Target on a Saturday night and leave it 
as that. Which is what we tended to do 
in the past

[Interviewer]: But now you’ve started 
to break out?

[Tramp]: Yeah, we were sort of 
apathetic before in fact we almost 
called the band General Apathy but we 
couldn’t be bothered

[Interviewer]: Yeah, how did you come 
by the name, the most unlikely name, 
although I guess, current names… 
General Accident, how did you come 
across that?

[ND]: Um, just basically had to choose 
for the competition didn’t we? The 
Woodley one?

[Tramp]: Oh yeah, yeah. There was 
no, sort of, not with the insurance 
company in mind. I don’t really know 
actually I can’t really remember how 
we came up with that

[ND]: Kind of just an accident the way 
we met, and errr…

[Interviewer]: Ok well anyway, the new 
single we’ve got is called ‘Computer 
Dating’ and we will talk directly to Nod 
and Tramp directly after we’ve heard it.

[‘Computer Dating’ plays]

[Interviewer]: The new single and the 
first by a band, a local band from the 
Reading area called General Accident 
and that’s called ‘Computer Dating’, 
any particular reason for choosing 
‘Computer Dating’?

[Tramp]: Mainly because it was the 
most commercial thing we had at the 
time. It was the most acceptable thing 
that could be put on a single. The 
others were a bit too long…

[Interviewer]: Not as immediate in 
terms of reaction when listening to it 
for the first time?

[ND & Tramp]: Yeah

[Interviewer]: It is fairly immediate, 
it does get straight into you straight 
away

[Tramp]: We’re writing what, well, 
what we think is better stuff now, more 
commercial stuff and that. I mean if 
we had the choice again to go in again, 
what we might do actually, the next 
one will definitely be better

[Interviewer]: It’s actually one of the 
most popular songs out of the set is it?

[Tramp]: It was yeah

[ND]: That’s the main reason we chose 
it

[Tramp]: Yeah, it is better live, I mean, 
the sound isn’t too good on that, the 
production and it goes on a bit too long

[Interviewer]: Could have done with a 
bit more production I thought actually, 
a more solid sound to it

[Tramp]: Well, we produced it 
ourselves you see and none of us 
really have any studio experience

[Interviewer]: So if there’s a producer 
listening… You never know, you never 
know, you never know, that’s what it’s 
all about. Something else I was going 
to say to you, about that, which has 
actually slipped my mind, oh yeah, I 
know what it was - there is actually, 
you have, your style of music is 
keeping with a style of music which is 
really making it, I do feel

[ND]: New Wave?

[Interviewer]: Yeah, well, not 
necessarily New Wave

[Tramp]: Joe Jackson, The Police?

[Interviewer]: Yeah, very much so, 
unfortunately it’s so competitive and 
imagined

[Tramp]: A lot of people have said that 
errr, when we originally got going that 
you played the Bones club, which is 
like a punk club, most of the bands are 
playing very sort of raw record bash 
sort of punk and we came along with a 
sort of the upstroke reggae type fill-ins 
and errr, this was before Joe Jackson 
had even appeared.

[ND]: Well I don’t know about that

[Tramp]: Well, a lot of people have said 
that

[Interviewer]: I went to see Joe 
Jackson 4 years ago in Gosport

[Tramp]: We’ve been labelled as a 
punk band but we’ve never really were, 
we never were a punk band, we never 
played punk music

[Interviewer]: Right well, ok, so when 
can we next see you in this area?

[Tramp]: 15th of February at the 
Target

[Interviewer]: Right. And those singles 
will no doubt be on sale at your gigs in 
the future yeah?

[Tramp]: And Quicksilver records

[Interviewer]: Right well, Nod and 
Tramp thank you very much for coming 
in nice talking to you, ok Bye bye

[ND & Tramp]: Bye bye



139

I'm lying in a hospital,
I'm pinned against the bed.

A stethoscope upon my heart,
A hand against my head.

They're peeling off the bandages.
I'm wincing in the light.

The nurse is looking anxious,
And she's quivering in fright...

I'm looking through Gary Gilmore's eyes.
The doctors are avoiding me.

My vision is confused.
I listen to my earphones,

And I catch the evening news.
A murderer's been killed,

And he donates his sight to science.
I'm locked into a private ward.

I realize that I must be...
Looking through Gary Gilmore's eyes.
Looking through Gary Gilmore's eyes.

I smash the light in anger.
Push my bed against the door.
I close my lids across my eyes,

And wish to see no more.
The eye receives the messages,

And sends them to the brain.
No guarantee the stimuli must be perceived the same...

When looking through Gary Gilmore's eyes.
Gary don't need his eyes to see.

Gary and his eyes have parted company.

Above: The Queen tours the new 210 studio, 1976
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DOWN THE LOCAL



The distant echo
Of faraway voices boarding faraway trains

To take them home to
The ones that they love and who love them forever

The glazed, dirty steps
Repeat my own and reflect my thoughts

Cold and uninviting, partially naked
Except for toffee wrappers and this morning’s papers

Mr. Jones got run down
Headlines of death and sorrow, they tell of tomorrow

Madmen on the rampage
And I’m down in the tube station at midnight, oh

I fumble for change, and pull out the Queen
Smiling, beguiling

I put in the money and pull out a plum
Behind me

Whispers in the shadows, gruff blazing voices
Hating, waiting

“Hey boy” they shout, “Have you got any money?”
And I say, “I’ve a little money and a takeaway curry

I’m on my way home to my wife
She’ll be lining up the cutlery, you know she’s expecting me

Polishing the glasses and pulling out the cork”
I’m down in the tube station at midnight, oh

I first felt a fist, and then a kick
I could now smell their breath

They smelt of pubs, and wormwood scrubs
And too many right wing meetings

My life swam around me
It took a look and drowned me in its own existence

The smell of brown leather
It blended in with the weather

Filled my eyes, ears, nose and mouth, it blocked all my senses
Couldn’t see, hear, speak any longer

DOWN THE LOCAL



WHERE 
WERE ALL 
THE PUNKS?

There were plenty of drinking establishments and venues 
around in Reading during the 1970s, a lot more than 

today. So where were the hangouts?
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Nothin’ for us in Belfast
The Pound’s so old it’s a pity

OK, there’s the trident in Bangor
Then walk back to the city

We ain’t got nothin’ but they don’t really care
They don’t even know you know

Just want our money
And we can take it or leave it

What we need
An Alternative Ulster

Grab it and change it it’s yours
Get an Alternative Ulster

Ignore the bores and their laws
Get an Alternative Ulster
Be an anti-security force
Alter your native Ulster

Alter your native land
Take a look where you’re livin’

You got the Army on your street
And the RUC dog of repression

Is barking at your feet
Is this the kind of place you wanna live?

Is this where you wanna be?
Is this the only life we’re gonna have?

What we need is
An Alternative Ulster

Grab it and change it it’s yours
Get an Alternative Ulster

Ignore the bores and their laws
Get an Alternative Ulster
Be an anti-security force
Alter your native Ulster

Alter your native land
They say they’re a part of you



The Star was 
punk HQ, 
certainly for us 
at least...

Noddy - General Accident
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There were so many 
bars and clubs in  
Reading but where were 
the punk venues?
It wasn’t until I started this research 
that I realised the majority of venues 
are actually lost now.

Here is a list of the most important 
venues and pubs to the punk scene in 
the late 1970s:

1.	 The Star
2.	 Bones
3.	 Caribbean Club
4.	 The Target
5.	 Top Rank
6.	 Captains Cabin
7.	 Ye Boars Head
8.	 Britannia Tap
9.	 Coopers Arms

There were more after the 1970s but 
these were the originals.

1.

2.

3.

4.

5.

6.

7.

8.

9.



Closed down for redevelopment in the 1980s, currently, 
Grosvenor Casino occupies the land formerly belonging 
to the centre of the punk scene in Reading.

THE STAR
LONDON STREET

K Fletcher - Punk

I remember The Star Inn (long gone) 
at the end of Starlane, right between 
the Helping Hand Shop and Duke St 
Bridge. I was very little but I loved 
going past with my mum and looking 
in to see all the amazing clothes and 
hairstyles, with music to match blaring 
out!

A Wakefield - Reading Youth

Ah yes The Star – we played darts 
against them, and I popped in for a 
drink now and then with some of their 
darts teams as mates

It had 2 bars - the rear was ‘normal’ for 
the time but the front was full of pin-
ball machines and a known hang out 
for punks – I knew a few of them

You could hardly see in other due to 
the cigarette and ‘other’ smoke’

Great place though back then

D Duffin - Mod

I used to hate catching the traffic 
lights on red, on Duke Street bridge 
especially at closing time, and me 
being a Mod on my Lambretta, it used 
to be a nightmare. Especially the night 
I was pulled over by the police right 
outside The Star as it kicked out, jeez 
a night I would like to forget, especially 
as I was made to push my scooter 
home as the exhaust was noisy. Plus 
they didn’t have a plastic bag for me to 
blow into, so they erred on the side of 
caution. Glad they didn’t have one, let’s 
put it this way having the wee taken 
out of you by punks and skinheads, and 
pushing a Lambretta all modded up 
soon sobers you up 

R Howard - Punk

I remember winning a few free pints 
getting the pinball high score in The 
Star which Clive grudgingly gave me

A Brown - Punk

all the pubs had a no boots , no leather 
jacket policy (apart from The Star)
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The Star is dead, long live 
The Star graffiti on the 
upper front window
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A R P Lazarus - Punk

The Star (opposite where the Oracle 
is now, on the other side of the bridge) 
was the Punk and Skinhead hangout 
of choice from the late 70s until it was 
demolished in the mid-80s. I always 
remember the alleyway stinking of old 
hops. It was featured in one episode 
of the fly-on-the-wall documentary 
‘Police’, when it was raided after 
allegations of drug use/dealing. After 
The Star’s demise (popular graffiti at 
the time being ‘The Star is dead, long 
live The Star’), the punk and skinhead 
community (briefly without pub and 
bemoaning the fact in the local press, 
there must be a cutting somewhere) 
started hanging out in The Rising Sun 
before settling in The Coopers for the 
remainder of the 80s.

S Walker - Reading Youth

The Star in 1973/4 was the place to 
score all the drugs - acid Microdots 
I remember particularly and the 
Caribbean club a wonderful melting 
pot of music and cultures. 

J Butterfield - Punk

I used to be a regular here on a 
Saturday night and a Sunday lunchtime 
in 1976/1977. It used to be a real 
bohemian crowd there: artists, small 
firm owners, homosexual, students, 
philosophers, drunks, lonely old and 
neglected ones, and lots of fun-loving 
people. It was also multi-cultural. That 
such a group of people could ever fit 
together, which it did. At the time, I 
like many, found it to be a very good 
place to be, be it that the outside and 
inside were not modern, pretty, or well 
looked after.

It was run by an elderly German 
woman, Paula, and her live-in barman/
boyfriend. She had a strong German 
accent and a high-pitched skitter-
scatter laugh, was quick witted, loved 
dirty jokes, was a mother hen, and 
always in for a laugh. This in contrast 
to her son Clive who would spend 
much of his time be-moaning the 
clientele.

By the doorway was a juke box and I 
can remember spending a lot of time 
playing Fleetwood Mac’s: Go your Own 
Way, Thin Lizzy’s: Don’t Believe a Word, 
Peter Gabriel’s Solsbury Hill and Ace’s 
How Long there. At the time I lived in a 
small apartment on South Street, so it 
was convenient. I was also just starting 
up my first job after completing 
university.

I took my first and only LSD trip there. 
I can also remember Paula’s boyfriend 
locking up many times after closing 
time on a Saturday night and groups 
of us staying on to party till the early 
morning. It was a place to get up and 
dance, boogie, and just do your thing. 
Everyone was welcomed and welcome 
there.

I’m totally wired.
Can’t you see?

I’m totally wired.
Can’t you see?

My butterfly stomach
Growls growls

I drank a jar of coffee
Then I took some of these

And now I’m totally wired.
Life leaves you surprised.

Slaps you in the eyes
And I was a communist

A rich man would bail me.
The opposite applies.

The morning light
Another fresh fight

Another row
Right right right right
And I’m totally wired.

You don’t have to be weird to be wired
You don’t have to be an American to be strange

You don’t have to be strange to be strange
You don’t have to be weird to be weird.

I’m totally wired.
My heart and I agree.

I’m always worried.



Closed down and replaced by the Purple Turtle which 
is also on Minster Street, Bones was knocked down and 
replaced by The Oracle.

BONES
MINSTER STREET

S Buller - Reading Youth

My sister was a punk in the 70’s. She 
was also going out with Gary Newman. 
They used to hang out in The star pub 
which I believe was in Duke street, and 
a place called ‘Bones’ which I believe 
was behind John Lewis, on the other 
side of the road. It was called Bones 
as it used to be a mortuary. I’ll see if I 
can find a better picture but….. Reading 
Town Hall also had a whole exhibition 
around 10 years ago now, where I 
found the pic. My sister Tina and Gary 
Newman

P Smith - Punk

I used to go to Bones pretty regularly, 
I still have my membership card 
somewhere, Kevin Sheeran is spot 
on with the bands that we both saw 
around town at that time, The Doomed 
(Damned) played Bones, as well as 
Adam and the Ants, 999 The Lurkers, 
Penetration, there was also later on 
Reading bands like General Accident, 
The Geisha Girls, early Punk days 
were in my mind a change of attitude 
towards music, I wasn’t into all the 
bondage stuff and looking like Sid, I did 
put green dye in my hair once and one 
guy at work never spoke to me again, 
there was also a pub on the canal The 
Star I think, big late 70’s punk hangout

K Sheeran - Punk

I think Gary Numan (then a member 
of Tubeway Army) played at Bones but 
I missed that gig; I saw both the Jam 
and the Stranglers at Reading Top 
Rank in the autumn of ‘77, although the 
Adverts later cancelled a gig there.

G Cosslett - Punk

I remember Bones on a Sunday night, 
copious amounts of beer and brandy

R Cheeseman - Reading Youth

saw Brian Auger and Julie Driscoll play 
at the Thingamajig… I am not certain 
but I think possibly 1968/69/70.

P Judd - Punk

There was only 2 proper hangouts 
star and bones then as sue says plus 
Caribbean club

D Wheeler - Punk

There was club called Bones where I 
saw Siouxsie and the Banshees,999 
and others. There is a wealth of punk 
history tied to the town.
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Delinquents playing at Bones
Courtesy of Soo Toombs

Tubeway Army in 1978, Gary Newman shown here 14th March 1978
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I was sayin' let me out of here before I was
Even born, it's such a gamble when you get a face

It's fascinatin' to observe what the mirror does
But when I dine it's for the wall that I set a place

I belong to the blank generation and
I can take it or leave it each time, well

I belong to the generation but
I can take it or leave it each time

Triangles were fallin' at the window as the doctor cursed
He was a cartoon long forsaken by the public eye

The nurse adjusted her garters as I breathed my first
The doctor grabbed my throat and yelled, "God's consolation prize!"

I belong to the blank generation and
I can take it or leave it each time, well

I belong to the generation but
I can take it or leave it each time

To hold the T.V. to my lips, the air so packed with cash
Then carry it up flights of stairs and drop it in the vacant lot

To lose my train of thought and fall into your arms' tracks
And watch beneath the eyelids every passing dot

I belong to the blank generation and
I can take it or leave it each time, well

I belong to the generation but
I can take it or leave it each time

I belong to the blank generation and
I can take it or leave it each time, well

I belong to the generation but
I can take it or leave it each time

The Urge in 1978 Bones gig, unknown act
Courtesy of Soo Toombs



Siouxsie & the Banshees at Bones poster, 5th April 1978

Bones posters, February & March 1978
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General Accident at Bones newspaper advert, December 1978



Initially opened by Huntley & Palmers as a social club, it 
became the Caribbean Club in 1971. It went on to become 
the Paradise Club and then the After Dark club but was 
eventually closed down when its licence was revoked for 
‘noise complaints’ by the neighbours.

CARIBBEAN CLUB
LONDON STREET

T Dyer - Punk

…is that the Upstarts gig from the 
Caribbean Club. It must have been 
in June, as I remember having a 
Maths O level exam the day after. Mr 
Pursey turned up, so I naturally got his 
autograph. No selfies in those days. I 
reckon ‘79.

D Wheeler - Punk

The Caribbean Club on London street 
and Reading uni student union were 
all places you could see bands. There 
was club called Bones where I saw 
Siouxsie and the Banshees, 999 and 
others. There is a wealth of punk 
history tied to the town.
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LONDON STREET
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Closed due to health and safety regulations for fire 
safety and now used for bin storage for Broad Street 
Mall. Opened in 1971 along with The Butts Centre, it 
used to host gigs up to 5 days a week for punks, hippies, 
skinheads, depending on the band playing.

THE TARGET
HOSIER STREET

G Dormer - Reading Youth

I think the target pub in the Butts 
was a fav for Punks? I went there one 
Saturday night to see a band gig and it 
was full of them with a punk band. We 
didn’t stay longer than 5 minutes!

G Brake - Barman

I don’t know if this helps, I used to 
work evenings at the Target pub in 
the 1970s. It was a cellar bar in the 
basement of The Butts Centre, now 
the Broad Street Mall. It had live 
music every night with folk, rock and 
punk bands. I served Ian Gillan one 
night who came down with reps from 
his record label. I posted an album 
‘Reading Recall down the Target’ which 
has photos of Rikki and The Last Days 
of Earth… a popular and talented punk 
band.

K Sheeran - Reading Youth

Reading had a thriving gig scene back 
then in the mid to late 70s and catered 
for a lot of musical styles from punk to 
prog rock. I saw XTC play at the Target 
(a pub downstairs behind the Butts 
Centre) although they weren’t strictly 
punk

P Smith - Reading Youth

Reading had a great music scene at 
The Target early 70’s but it really 
wasn’t a punk hang out, I had very long 
hair and flares when I used to go there, 
I turned up for the XTC gig and couldn’t 
get in, Reading Uni used to put on 
bands, but I think after trouble at some 
shows non students were banned, I did 
see the Smiths there but that would 
have been in the 80’s
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OTHER 
IMPORTANT 
PLACES FOR 
THE 1970s 
YOUTH SCENE

Skinheads, hippies, mods... with so many different types 
of youth cultures, there was always going to be some 

overlap in where they hung out. Here are a few places 
that were important to pretty much everyone at the time
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Billy rapped all night ‘bout his suicide
How he’d kick it in the head when he was 25

Don’t wanna stay alive when you’re 25
Wendy’s stealing clothes from unlocked cars

Freddy’s got spots from ripping off stars from his face
Funky little boat race

The television man is crazy
Saying we’re juvenile delinquent wrecks

Man I need a TV when I’ve got T. Rex
Hey brother you guessed I’m a dude

All the young dudes
Carry the news

Boogaloo dudes
Carry the news

All the young dudes
Carry the news

Boogaloo dudes
Carry the news

Now Jimmy looking sweet though he dresses like a queen
He can kick like a mule

It’s a real mean team
We can love

Oh we can love
And my brother’s back at home
With his Beatles and his Stones

We never got if off on that revolution stuff
What a drag

Too many snags
Well I drunk a lot of wine

And I’m feeling fine
Gonna race some cat to bed

Is this concrete all around
Or is it in my head

Oh brother you guessed I’m a dude



Closed to become a Mecca bingo hall and subsequently 
knocked down for the redevelopment of Station Hill. 
The Top Rank Suite was opened on Station Hill in 1967, 
though it hosted gigs, it wasn’t specifically for the punks 
or youth cultures.

TOP RANK
STATION HILL

D Wheeler - Punk

The Top Rank in station hill used to 
put on quite a few bands, I saw The 
Damned there a couple of times

J Saunders - Reading Youth

I saw Hazel O’Connor at Top Rank, 
1978/1979 - a lot of the audience were 
spitting & gobbing, and one went in her 
mouth. She nearly threw up, then said 
that anymore spitting & she’d walk off! 
There wasn’t and she didn’t!

M Gill - Reading Youth

Paul Smith I remember Bones and I 
saw Hazel O’Connor at the top rank, 
though I do not remember the gobbing! 
I like Sue Owen was disco all the way.

K Sheeran - Punk

Also the Top Rank was a great venue 
for the post-punk scene that developed 
in late 70s’/early 80s. I saw Killing 
Joke (as dark and angry as any 
punk band), OMD, Squeeze, Teardrop 
Explodes, Undertones, Tenpole Tudor 
and loads of others there.
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1977
The Stranglers at the Top Rank Ticket stub from the Damned 

playing in 1981
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Top Rank as the Mecca Bingo Hall The current redevelopment of Station Hill

1990 2021



Today, the Captains Cabin is a Peri-Peri Chicken takeaway 
restaurant. It was formerly a watering hole for anyone 
from locals to punks to hippies.

CAPTAINS CABIN
WEST STREET

P M S Pitt - Skinhead

When I was 16-17 ,1976, I used the 
Captains Cabin, as I was a young 
skinhead, that’s gone as well, after Brit 
closed Osborn Arms and then Red lion 
and Red cow next to St Giles Church, 
and then wherever we could until 
kicked out again.
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Ye Boar’s Head Inn in Friar Street had been on that site 
since at least 1760 but was demolished in 2003 to make 
way for 2 hotels and flats. It was next to the ABC cinema 
which was also demolished. It served as a drinking place 
rather than a venue.

YE BOAR’S HEAD
FRIAR STREET

1890s 1950s 2000s 2021
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Situated at the crossroads on Caversham Road and 
Stanshaw Road, it was demolished in the 1980s (by my 
father-in-law actually) and subsequently became an office 
block. It hosted gigs and had more of a reputation as a 
skinhead hangout.

BRITANNIA TAP
CAVERSHAM ROAD

S Walker - Reading Youth

The Britannia Tap had a set of 
turntables where you could kind of 
establish a residency on different 
nights of the week . I helped a bit on 
Tuesdays when a mate played Zydeco, 
The Clash, Louisiana Swamp Pop, Early 
R&B Etc …

S Osborne - Reading Youth

The Britannia Tap was one of a 
number of homes for the itinerant 
Monday Club which used to put on 
regular gigs.
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PART SEVEN

NO FUTURE?



NO FUTURE?

Right now
I am an antichrist

And I am an anarchist
Don't know what I want
But I know how to get it

I want to destroy passerby
'Cause I wanna be anarchy

No dogsbody
Anarchy for the U.K.

It's coming sometime and maybe
I give a wrong time, stop a traffic line

Your future dream is a shopping scheme
'Cause I, I wanna be anarchy

In the city
How many ways to get what you want

I use the best, I use the rest
I use the NME
I use anarchy

'Cause I wanna be anarchy
It's the only way to be

Is this the MPLA?
Or is this the UDA?
Or is this the IRA?

I thought it was the UK
Or just another country

Another council tenancy
I wanna be anarchy

And I wanna be anarchy
Know what I mean?

And I want to be an anarchist
I get pissed, destroy



THE LEGACY 
OF PUNK IN 
READING

What actually happened after 1979? And is anything left 
to see of punk? Did it carry on in Reading?
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The era of punk was over after 
1979 due to the over saturation and 
commercialisation of the genre thanks 
to the record industry becoming aware 
of the scene and finding bands that 
would emulate its sound under the 
control of the record industry. The 
Sex Pistols had created such a storm 
with their infamous 90 days at EMI and 
their uncontrollability, they had tapped 
into the attitude of the youth and the 
men in suits could see that there was 
money to be made. After the Pistols 
were sacked, they were picked up by 
Virgin who were keen to increase their 
popularity with the kids, many other 
bands were also picked up by rival 
companies to try to get their punk 
pounds by copying the Sex Pistols 
fame. Due to this, we entered into 
the era of post-punk and the massive 
schism and deluge of different styles 
and evolutions of punk. 

To name a few there was; 

New Wave 
Blondie, 
Martha and the Muffins, 
The Psychedelic Furs

Goth 
The Cure, 
The Damned, 
Killing Joke

Neo-psychedelia 
Siouxsie and the Banshees,  
Echo & the Bunnymen, 
Soft Boys

Avant-funk 
A Certain Ratio, 
Talking Heads

New romantics 
Adam & the Ants, 
Spandau Ballet, 
Ultravox

Synthpop 
Kraftwerk,  
New Order,  
Depeche Mode

But all in all, punk ran deeper. For 
example, if Ian Curtis hadn’t seen The 
Sex Pistols then arguably Joy Division 
wouldn’t have happened. Without 
them, Factory Records wouldn’t have 
happened. Madchester wouldn’t have 
happened. Primal Scream, New Order, 
Happy Mondays, Oasis, Pulp, Blur, 
none of this would have happened if it 
wasn’t for the small cunning Malcolm 
McLaren and co with their eyes on all 
that is disruptive to the mainstream.

In Reading, the punk scene had split 
too, The Star and Bones were on 
their way to being closed down and 
bulldozed and the punks needed 
somewhere to call their own.

They had moved onto the Coopers 
Arms, as did a lot of other cultures 
along with Cherries Wine Bar (where 
General Accident, Geisha Girls and 
others played), Caribbean Club 
(as the Paradise Club), The Turks 
Head, Target, The Rising Sun and 
New Yorker. All of which have now 
disappeared, leaving only The Purple 
Turtle left as a reminder that once 
upon a time, the youth actually went 
out and did something to change the 
world they lived in. 

The Purple Turtle is the spiritual 
descendant of Bones, Greg of K9s was 
the manager of the bar along with 
Danny, who was Kev's replacement 
in The Geisha Girls which was the 
descendant of the K9s. 

This was probably one of the most 
frequented of the new places 
that would take over from the 
predecessors, it seemed the more 
new people came into the scene, the 
more disparate the original punk of the 
1970s became.

When it came to it, I have heard that 
punk just became a fashion statement 
that was built upon by the subsequent 
groups, the original punks as with 
the mods before them, evolved into 
more extreme politics such as the 
National Front or they moved away 
or just got on with their lives. The 
one thing that is very clear is that 
punk most definitely made a mark 
on the town, the riots at Reading 
Festival with Sham 69s appearance 
still gets discussed, the anecdotes 
about the Butts Centre having a bar 
underground and punks being chased 
by policemen through the centre, the 
architecture of the Grosvenor Casino 
is a reminder of The Stars entryway, 
Reading punk Johnny Deluxe (RIP) put 
on an exhibition at Reading Museum 
called ‘Rip it up’ about the punk scene 
in the 1970s in 2007, local bands are 
still cropping up with a punk sound - 
although a lot more polished - like The 
Amazons and Pete and the Pirates, and 
most importantly, the original punks 
still get together, they still talk about 
punk and they are still as loud as they 
ever were. They found their tribe and 
when you talk to them about it, you 
can see the impact those 3 years really 
made on them and those who knew 
them.
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To the center of the city where all roads meet, waiting for you
To the depths of the ocean where all hopes sank, searching for you

I was moving through the silence without motion, waiting for you
In a room with a window in the corner, I found truth

In the shadowplay, acting out your own death, knowing no more
As the assassins all grouped in four lines, dancing on the floor

And with cold steel, odor on their bodies mad a move to connect
But I could only stare in disbelief as the crowds all left

I did everything, everything I wanted to
I let them use you for their own ends

To the center of the city in the night, waiting for you
To the center of the city in the night, waiting for you

R Schnell - Punk

Saw a few punk bands at the 
Caribbean Club in the mid 80’s - or was 
it called the Paradise club by then?? I 
knew about Cherry’s and the 5 bar but 
I never went to either

P Underhill - Goth

The was the New Yorker, down Queens 
Walk (side of the Butts Centre) us 
Goths/acid punks were there in mid 
80s

T Daisy - Punk

5s and treats and the Caribbean were 
my hang outs when I was 15ish in the 
early 80s the new Yorker was after 
5s . Then went on to the rising sun 
with the back bar being the skins and 
the old punks and the front bar being 
mainly the younger crowd (me) and the 
Turks and the Butler then later the old 
turtle. I only went to the star and the 
target a few times as was very young 
then . Good memories . Also used to 
go to the dove but that was much later 
remember going there just before it 
closed and the manager used to just 
buy a few crates of beer from wherever 
then sell from behind the bar . Anyone 
remember the raves at the now Tesco’s 
site and the old old aldervalley bus 
station in the 80s

K Sheeran - Punk

Also the Top Rank was a great venue 
for the post-punk scene that developed 
in late 70s’/early 80s. I saw Killing 
Joke (as dark and angry as any 
punk band), OMD, Squeeze, Teardrop 
Explodes, Undertones, Tenpole Tudor 
and loads of others there.

R Schnell - Punk

I first became aware of punk in 79 aged 
13 but only really got into it in the early 
80s - I grew up in a violent household 
so came to despise authority early on 
so punk fitted me like a glove.

R Schnell - Punk

the younger punks used to drink in the 
Target and Rising sun - also the Turks 
head in the late 80’s [although I got 
refused service in there for allegedly 
‘being on the convoy’ [which I wasn’t! 
haha]

R Howard - Punk

The Granby was at the junction and 
quite alternative. There was also 
Treats in Kings Rd opposite where 
the central library is now and the 
New Yorker/5s bar that attracted the 
alternative crowd in the early 80s



The honorary new home of the punks after the closure of 
the Star

COOPERS ARMS
BUTTER MARKET

A R P Lazarus - Punk

Between 1986 and 1989, The Coopers 
was an extremely busy pub as 
subcultures (punk, goth, skinhead, 
psychobilly, crusty etc) flourished 
in Reading. However a change of 
management brought in a ‘no torn 
trousers’ dress code (in strict terms 
the dress code was actually worded 
‘no torn pants’ as the new manager 
was an American with precious little 
understanding of British subcultures 
and their associated profitability) which 
abruptly terminated The Coopers’ 
previously roaring trade. After that, 
the Reading ‘alternative’ scene shifted 
briefly back to The Mitre… before 
Danny and Greg opened The Purple 
Turtle on its original site pretty much 

opposite where The Star had once 
reigned supreme. Since then The 
Purple Turtle (in both incarnations) 
seems to have kept its crown as the 
‘edgy’ hangout of choice.



183

1
9

7
6

2
0

2
1



APPENDIX

BIBLIOGRAPHY 
ETC



185

BIBLIOGRAPHY 
ETC



Page 4:
If the Kids are United / Sham 69
Dave Guy Parsons and Jimmy 
Pursey
1978

Page 9:
Eighties / Killing Joke
Jaz Coleman, Paul Ferguson, Paul 
Raven and Kevin Walker
1984 © Universal Music Publishing 
Group

Page 13:
Cities In Dust / Siouxsie & the 
Banshees
Susan Ballion, Peter Edward Clarke 
and Steven Severin
1985 © Domino Publishing Co. Ltd., 
Dreamhouse Music

Page 21:
Chinese Rocks / Johnny Thunders 
& The Heartbreakers
Dee Dee Ramone and Richard Hell
1977 © BMG Rights Management, 
Warner Chappell Music, Inc

Page 27:
Germ Free Adolescents / X-Ray 
Spex
Marianne Joan Elliott-Said (Poly 
Styrene)
1978

Page 43:
God Save the Queen / Sex Pistols
Glen Matlock, John Lydon, Paul 
Cook and Steve Jones
1977 © Universal Music Publishing 
Group, Warner Chappell Music, Inc

Page 55:
Everybody’s Happy Nowadays / 
Buzzcocks
Peter Shelley
1979 © Universal Music Publishing 
Group

Page 69:
No More Heroes / The Stranglers
Brian John Duffy, David Greenfield, 
Hugh Alan Cornwell and Jean 
Jacques Burnel
1977 © Universal Music Publishing 
Group

Page 72:
The Kids are Alright / The Who
Pete Townshend
1965

Page 73:
Special Brew / Bad Manners
Paul Robert Hyman, Robert Farren 
David, Brian Tuitt, Charles Stewart 
Martin, Andrew Marcus Absent 
Marson, Alan Sayag, Christopher 
Kane, Douglas Trendle and Louis 
Cook
1980 © Magnet Music Ltd

Page 74:
Fire / Arthur Brown
Liam Howlett, Peter Ker, Vincent 
Crane, Arthur Brown, Michael 
Finesilver, Pablo Gad and Daddy 
Freddy
1968 © Universal Music Publishing 
N.v., Bucks Music Group Limited, 
Onward Music Ltd, Just Isn’t Music 
Ltd

Page 75:
You Can’t Go Where the Roses Go / 
Marianne Faithfull
1967

Page 76:
Let’s Do It Again / Crunch
Curtis Mayfield
1974 © Warner-tamerlane 
Publishing Corp.

Page 77:
Human Fly / The Cramps
Lux Interior and Ivy Rorschach
1983 © Illegal Songs

Page 79:
Sheena is a Punk Rocker / The 
Ramones
Joey Ramone, John Cummings, 
Douglas Colvin and Thomas Erdelyi
1977 © Wb Music Corp., Taco Tunes

Page 81:
Shot By Both Sides / Magazine
Howard Devoto and Peter Shelley
1978 © Complete Music Ltd.

Page 87:
New Rose / The Damned
Brian James
1977 © Rock Music Co. Ltd.

Page 89:
Making Plans for Nigel / XTC
C Moulding
1979 © Bmg Vm Music Ltd

Page 95:
Hanging Around / The Stranglers
Brian John Duffy, David Greenfield, 
Hugh Alan Cornwell and Jean 
Jacques Burnel
1977 © Universal Music Publishing 
Group

Page 97:
Borstal Breakout / Sham 69
Dave Guy Parsons and Jimmy 
Pursey
1978

Page 99:
The Guns of Brixton / The Clash
John Mellor, Geoffrey Jones 
Michael, Paul Simonon Gustave and 
Topper Headon
1979 © Nineden Ltd

Page 101:
Return the Gift / Gang of Four
Andrew Gill, Dave Allen, Hugo H. 
Burnham and Jon King
1979 © BMG Rights Management

Page 105:
Holiday in Cambodia / Dead 
Kennedys
Jello Biafra, East Bay Ray, Klaus 
Flouride and Bruce Slesinger
1979 © Decay Music, Bmg Vm 
Music Limited, Bmg Vm Music Ltd

Page 115:
Sound of the Suburbs / The 
Members
Carroll Lightowers
1979 © BMG Rights Management 
US, LLC

Page 127:
Inside Out / 999
Nick Cash and Guy Days
1980

Page 139:
Gary Gilmore’s Eyes / The Adverts
Timothy Smith
1978 © Warner Chappell Music, Inc

Page 141:
Down in the Tube Station at 
Midnight / The Jam
Paul John Weller
1978 © Universal Music Publishing 
Group

Page 143:
Alternative Ulster / Stiff Little 
Fingers
Gordon Ogilvie and Jake Burns
1978

Page 149:
Totally Wired / The Fall
Craig Scanlon, Stephen Hanley, 
Marc Riley and Mark E. Smith
1982

Page 153:
Blank Generation / Richard Hell 
and the Voidoids
Richard Hell
1977 © Warner Chappell Music, Inc

Page 165:
All the Young Dudes / Mott the 
Hoople
David Bowie
1972 © Tintoretto Music, Chrysalis 
Music Ltd

Page 177:
Anarchy in the UK / Sex Pistols
Glen Matlock, John Lydon, Paul 
Thomas Cook and Stephen Philip 
Jones
1977 © Warner Chappell Music, Inc

Page 181:
Shadowplay / Joy Division
Bernard Sumner, Ian Kevin Curtis, 
Peter Hook and Stephen Paul David 
Morris
1979 © Universal Music Publishing 
Group

SONGS IN THIS BOOK

Listen to the playlist on Spotify by scanning the 
QR code or just search for ‘Punk City’



187

The images in this book are used thanks to 
the generosity of the following people:

Gordon Brake

Nod D. Rummer

Suzanne Day

Steve Brockway

Debbie Walsh

Soo Tombs

and thanks to everyone in The Star 
Facebook group for pointing me in the 
right direction and allowing me to question 
them extensively.

P
H

O
TO

G
R

A
P

H
Y

B
O

O
K

S
 A

N
D

 
R

EF
ER

EN
CE

S

Websites:
punk77.co.uk

getreading.co.uk

ukrockfestivals.com

readingmuseum.org.uk

merl.reading.ac.uk

closedpubs.co.uk

concertarchives.org

museumofyouthculture.com

popmatters.com

readingchronicle.co.uk

pubwiki.co.uk

disorderareyouexperienced.blogspot.com

archive.org

Books:
No Future: Punk, Politics and British 
Youth Culture, 1976–1984
Matthew Worley

978-1316625606

Cambridge University Press

21 September 2017

24 Hour Party People
Tony Wilson

978-1447228943

Macmillan

21 June 2012

When Reading Really Rocked: The Live 
Music Scene In Reading 1966-1976
Adrian Moulton, Mike Warth, Austin 
Matthews

978-1909747654

Two Rivers Press

21 November 2020

Lonely Boy: Tales from a Sex Pistol
Steve Jones

978-0099510536

Windmill Books

5 October 2017

Sex Pistols: 90 Days At EMI
Brian Southall

978-1785585791

Omnibus Press

17 August 2017

Historic England: Reading: Unique Images 
from the Archives of Historic England
Marion Field

978-1445684239

Amberley Publishing

15 July 2018

Reading: A history
Joan Dils

978-1859362341

Carnegie Publishing Ltd

15 October 2019



for once in my life i’ve got something to say i want to say it now for now is today a love has been given so why not enjoy so let’s all grab and let’s all enjoy if the kids are united then we’ll never be divided if the kids are united then we’ll never be divided just take a look around you what do you see kids with feelings like you and me understand him, he’ll understand you for you are him, and he is you if the kids are united then we’ll never be divided if the kids are united then we’ll 
never be divided if the kids are united then we’ll never be divided if the kids are united then we’ll never be divided i don’t want to be rejected i don’t want to be denied then its not my misfortune that i’ve opened up your eyes freedom is given speak how you feel i have no freedom how do you feel they can lie to my face but not to my heart if we all stand together it will just be the start if the kids are united then we’ll never be divided if the kids are united then we’ll never be 
divided eighties, i’m living in the eighties eighties, i have to push, i have to struggle eighties, get out of my way, i’m not for sale no more eighties, let’s kamikaze ‘til we get there and we sang you do it this way eighties, by day we run by night we dance, we do eighties, i’m in love with the coming race eighties, i’ve got the best, i’ll take all i can get eighties, i’m living for the eighties eighties, i’m living in the eighties, i push eighties, i’m living eighties, i’m living in the eighties, i 
struggle eighties, i’m living eighties, i’m living eighties, i’m living in the eighties eighties, i’m living in the eighties, i push eighties, push, push, struggle eighties, i’m living eighties, eighties, i’m living eighties, i’m living in the eighties, i push water was running, children were running you were running out of time under the mountain, a golden fountain were you praying at the lares shrine? but ohh, oh your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend we 
found you hiding, we found you lying choking on the dirt and sand your former glories and all the stories dragged and washed with eager hands but ohh, oh your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh your city lies in dust, my friend your city lies in dust water was running, children were running we found you hiding, we found you lying water was running, children were running we found you hiding, we found you lying your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, 
my friend hot and burning in your nostrils pouring down your gaping mouth your molten bodies, blanket of cinders caught in the throes and ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city somebody called me on the phone they said, “hey, is dee dee home? do you wanna take 
a walk? you wanna go cop? you wanna go get some chinese rocks? i’m living on a chinese rock all my best things are in hock i’m living on a chinese rock everything is in the pawn shop, it is the plaster’s falling off the wall my girlfriend’s crying in the shower stall it’s hot as a bitch, i shoulda been rich now, i’m just digging a chinese ditch i’m living on a chinese rock all my best things are in hock i’m living on a chinese rock everything is in the pawn shop, it is ooh, aah, ooh, aah 
the plaster’s falling off the wall my girlfriend’s crying in the shower stall it’s hot as a bitch, i shoulda been rich now, i’m just digging a chinese ditch i’m living on a chinese rock i’m living on a chinese rock i’m living on a chinese rock i’m living on a chinese rock i’m living on a chinese rock i’m living on a chinese rock i know you’re antiseptic your deodorant smells nice i’d like to get to know you but you’re deep frozen like the ice he’s a germ free adolescent cleanliness is her 
obsession cleans her teeth ten times a day scrub away scrub away scrub away the s.r. way... you may get to touch her if your gloves are sterilised rinse your mouth with listerine blow disinfectant in her eyes her phobia is infection she needs one to survive it’s her built-in protection without fear she’d give up and die god save the queen the fascist regime they made you a moron a potential h bomb god save the queen she’s not a human being and there’s no future and england’s 
dreaming don’t be told what you want don’t be told what you need there’s no future no future no future for you god save the queen we mean it man we love our queen god saves god save the queen ‘cause tourists are money and our figurehead is not what she seems oh god save history god save your mad parade oh lord god have mercy all crimes are paid oh when there’s no future how can there be sin we’re the flowers in the dustbin we’re the poison in your human machine 
we’re the future your future god save the queen we mean it man we love our queen god saves god save the queen we mean it man there’s no future in england’s dreaming god save the queen no future no future no future for you no future no future no future for me no future no future no future for you i was so tired of being upset always wanting something i never could get life’s an illusion, love is a dream but i don’t know what it is everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s 
happy nowadays i was so tired of being upset always wanting something i never could get life’s an illusion, love is a dream but i don’t know what it is ‘cause everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s happy nowadays life’s an illusion, love is the dream but i don’t know what it is everyone’s saying things to me but i know it’s okay, okay everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s happy nowadays life’s an illusion, love is 
a dream life’s an illusion, love is the dream life’s the illusion, love is a dream life’s the illusion, love is the dream everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s happy nowadays, days bet you are tired of being upset always wanting something you never can get life’s no illusion, love’s not a dream now, i know just what it is everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s happy nowadays whatever happened to leon trotsky? he got an ice pick that made his ears burn whatever happened 
to dear old lenin? the great elmyra and sancho panza? whatever happened to the heroes? whatever happened to the heroes? whatever happened to all of the heroes? all the shakespearoes? they watched their rome burn whatever happened to the heroes? whatever happened to the heroes? no more heroes any more no more heroes any more whatever happened to all of the heroes? all the shakespearoes? they watched their rome burn whatever happened to the heroes? whatever 
happened to the heroes? no more heroes any more no more heroes any more no more heroes any more no more heroes any more i don’t mind other guys dancing with my girl that’s fine, i know them all pretty well but i know sometimes i must get out in the light better leave her behind with the kids, they’re alright the kids are alright sometimes, i feel i gotta get away bells chime, i know i gotta get away and i know if i don’t  i’ll go out of my mind better leave her behind with 
the kids, they’re alright the kids are alright i know if i go things would be a lot better for her i had things planned, but her folks wouldn’t let her i don’t mind other guys dancing with my girl that’s fine, i know them all pretty well but i know sometimes i must get out in the light better leave her behind with the kids, they’re alright the kids are alright sometimes, i feel i gotta get away bells chime, i know i gotta get away and i know if i don’t, i’ll go out of my mind better leave her 
behind with the kids, they’re alright the kids are alright, the kids are alright, the kids are alright i love you, yes i do ‘cos i know that you love me too i love you, yes i do gona spend all my money on you everyday when i say, that i’m not gona take anymore its ok, don’t go away, i feel bad when you’re closing the door i love you need some more, to restore all the feeling that i get from you i want more, give me more, all i want is a barrell of you i love you, yes i do ‘cos i know that 
you love me too i love you, yes i do gona spend all my money on you woh woh woh woh i don’t care, when they stare, at the way that i’m always with you we’re a pair, it’s not fair when they say we’re a special brew! woh woh woh woh i love you hey... hey... hey... hey hey... hey... hey... hey hey... hey... hey... hey hey... hey... hey... hey everyday, when i say, that i’m not gona take anymore it’s ok, dont go away, i feel bad when you’re closing the door need some more, to restore all 
the feeling that i get from you i want more, give me more, all i want is a barrell of you woh woh woh woh woh woh woh i love you, yes i do cos i know that you love me too! i am the god of hellfire and i bring you fire, i’ll take you to burn fire, i’ll take you to learn i’ll see you burn you fought hard and you saved and earned but all of it’s going to burn and your mind, your tiny mind you know you’ve really been so blind now’s your time, burn your mind you’re falling far, too far behind 
oh no, oh no, oh no! you’re gonna burn fire, to destroy all you’ve done fire, to end all you’ve become i’ll feel you burn you’ve been living like a little girl in the middle of your little world and your mind, your tiny mind you know you’ve really been so blind now’s your time, burn your mind you’re falling far, too far behind oooh fire, i’ll take you to burn fire, i’ll take you to learn you’re gonna burn you’re gonna burn you’re gonna burn, burn, burn, burn, burn, burn, burn, burn, burn, 
burn, burn fire, i’ll take you to burn fire, i’ll take you to learn fire, i’ll take you to bed fire, i’ll take you, fire today i saw the roses die, the ones that we picked out. and i turned around to cry, i could not help myself. i know where the roses go who do what they should do, and baby, you won’t go where the roses go if you can’t be true. today i saw the roses die, the ones that we picked out. as i stood there i could see i could not help them now. i know where the roses go who do what 
they should do, and baby, you won’t go where the roses go if you can’t be true. don’t you want to walk where the flowers play beneath the sky of gold, where the little white doves fly by the hour singing our love will never grow cold ? oh, today i saw the roses die, the ones that we picked out. and i hoped that you could tell what it was all about. i know where the roses go who do what they should do, and baby, you won’t go where the roses go if you can’t be true. you won’t go 
there if you can’t be true. you can’t go there if you can’t be true. you won’t go there if you can’t be true ... do it again, do it (do it) let’s do it again (do it) mmm (do it again, do it again) gonna do it again (do it) do it, do it let’s do it again (do it) do it again sometimes the rain groovin’ when i hear the sound like you and me, baby gettin’ down with the sounds around oh, the smell of the mornin’ flower as we pass away the hour i wanna do it again, do it again do it (do it) let’s do it in 
the mornin’ sweet breeze in the summer time feeling your sweet face all laid up next to mine sweet love in the midnight good sleep, come mornin’ light no worries ‘bout nothin’ just gettin’ good, just gettin’ good just gettin’ good love do it, do it again do it again (do it) do it now i like you, lady so fine with your pretty hair if you don’t mind my compliments just diggin’ on the clothes you wear  just a man now don’t you fear i can love you now i brought you here i wanna do it again 
(do it) (do it, do it) i wanna do it again ooh, oh, ho, hey, do it again do it (woo, hoo, hoo, hoo) do it like a hammer on a clock love began to rock give the sister love and pride feel good and satisfied i’m not a girl that could linger but i feel like a butterfinger i wanna do it again, do it again do it, do it let’s do it in the mornin’ sweet breeze in the summer time feeling your sweet face all laid up next to mine sweet love in the midnight good sleep, come mornin’ light no worries ‘bout 
nothin’ just gettin’ good, just gettin’ good just gettin’ good love oh, hey, do it again, do it again it again, do it again do it (woo, hoo, hoo) do it, do it do it, do it, do it again do it again (woo, hoo, hoo), do it again do it again, do it again, do it again (woo, hoo, hoo) mmm... (woo, hoo, hoo) oh, hey (woo, hoo, hoo) do it again, do it again well i’m a human fly i-i spell f-l-y i say “buzz buzz buzz” a-and it’s just becuz i-i’m a human fly a-and i don’t know why i got 96 tears and 96 eyes i got a 
garbage brain that’s drivin’ me insane and i don’t like the ride so push that pest aside and baby i won’t care ‘cuz baby i don’t scare ‘cuz i’m a reborn maggot using germ warfare rock! i-i’m a human fly i-i spell f-l-y i-i say “bzz bzz bzz” a-and it’s just becuz i’m a unzipped fly a-and i don’t know why and i don’t know why but i say bzzzzzzz rock tonight, and i say bzzzzzzz rocket ride, and i say bzzzzzzz but i don’t know why aw, i just don’t know why well the kids are all hopped up 
and ready to go they’re ready to go now they got their surfboards and they’re going to the discotheque au go go but she just couldn’t stay she had to break away well new york city really has it all oh yeah, oh yeah. sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now. sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now. she’s a punk punk, a punk rocker punk punk, a punk rocker punk punk, a punk rocker. well the kids are all 
hopped up and ready to go they’re ready to go now they got their surfboards and they’re going to the discotheque au go go but she just couldn’t stay she had to break away well new york city really has it all oh yeah, oh yeah. sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now. sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now. she’s a punk punk, a punk rocker punk punk, a punk rocker punk punk, a punk rocker. sheena is 
a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now this and that, they must be the same what is legal is just what’s real what i’m given to understand is exactly what i steal i wormed my way into the heart of the crowd i wormed my way into the heart of the crowd i was shocked to find what was allowed i 
didn’t lose myself in the crowd shot by both sides on the run to the outside of everything shot by both sides they must have come to a secret understanding new offenses always in my nerves they’re taking my time by force they all sound the same when they scream as a matter of course i wormed my way into the heart of the crowd i wormed my way into the heart of the crowd i was shocked to find what was allowed i didn’t lose myself in the crowd shot by both sides on the 
run to the outside of everything shot by both sides they must have come to a secret understanding “why are you so edgy, kid?” asks the man with the voice one thing follows another you live and learn, you have no choice i wormed my way into the heart of the crowd i wormed my way into the heart of the crowd i was shocked to find what was allowed i didn’t lose myself in the crowd didn’t lose myself in the crowd didn’t lose myself in the crowd i was shocked to find what was 
allowed didn’t lose myself in the crowd well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way shot by both sides i don’t ask who’s doing the shooting shot by both sides we must have come to a secret understanding she really going out with him? i got a feeling inside of me it’s kind of strange like a stormy sea i don’t know why i don’t know why 
i guess these things have got to be i gotta new rose i got it good guess i knew that i always would i can’t stop to mess around i got a brand new rose in town see the sun see the sun it shines don’t get too close or it’ll burn your eyes don’t you run away that way you can come back another day i got a new rose i got it good guess i knew that i always would i can’t stop to mess around i got a brand new rose in town i never thought this could happen to me this is strange why should 
it be i don’t deserve somebody this great i’d better go or it’ll be too late i got a feeling inside of me it’s kind of strange like a stormy sea i don’t know why i don’t know why i guess these things have got to be i got a new rose i got her good guess i knew that i always would i can’t stop to mess around i got a brand new rose in town we’re only making plans for nigel we only want what’s best for him we’re only making plans for nigel nigel just needs that helping hand and if young 
nigel says he’s happy he must be happy he must be happy he must be happy in his world we’re only making plans for nigel he has his future in a british steel we’re only making plans for nigel nigel’s whole future is as good as sealed yeah and if young nigel says he’s happy he must be happy he must be happy he must be happy in his world nigel is not outspoken but he likes to speak and loves to be spoken to (in his world) nigel is happy in his world (in his world) nigel is happy 
in his world (in his world) we’re only making plans for nigel we only want what’s best for him we’re only making plans for nigel nigel just needs this helping hand and if young nigel says he’s happy he must be happy he must be happy he must be happy in his world we’re only making plans for nigel we only want what’s best for him we’re only making plans for nigel nigel just needs this helping hand we’re only making plans for nigel he has his future in a british steel steel, steel, 
steel, steel, steel we’re only making plans for nigel nigel, nigel, nigel, ... big girl in the red dress she’s just trying to impress us and she’s got the barley fever but she doesn’t make a sound she’s just hanging around she’s just hanging around down the court road early with the hustlers big and burly there’s a million of ‘em selling and the buyers can be found they’re just hanging around they’re just hanging around christ he told his mother christ he told her not to bother cos 
he’s alright in the city cos he’s high above the ground he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) one of ‘em comes over got a monkey on his shoulder and the monkey’s getting grinner but his eyes are on the ground he’s just hanging around he’s just hanging around i’m moving to a coleheme with the leather all around me and the sweat is getting 
steamy but their eyes are on the ground they’re just hanging around they’re just hanging around christ he told his mother christ he told her not to bother cos he’s alright in the city cos he’s high above the ground he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) christ he told his mother christ he told her not to bother cos he’s alright in the city cos he’s 
high above the ground he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around i’m sitting in this cell for something i didn’t do and all i can think of is baby i think of you don’t worry baby coming back for you there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna 
be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout well now i’ve got the chance i don’t care about what i do when i done them things i done them just for you and now i’m getting out coming back for you there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be 
a borstal breakout well now i’m over the wall i’m nearly home i’m coming through that door coming back for you now i’m nearly home nearly back for you there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout when they kick at your front door how you gonna come? with your hands on your head or on the trigger of your gun when the law break in how you gonna go? shot down on the 
pavement or waiting on death row you can crush us you can bruise us but you’ll have to answer to oh, the guns of brixton the money feels good and your life you like it well but surely your time will come as in heaven, as in hell you see, he feels like ivan born under the brixton sun his game is called survivin’ at the end of the harder they come you know it means no mercy they caught him with a gun no need for the black maria goodbye to the brixton sun you can crush us you 
can bruise us but you’ll have to answer to oh, the guns of brixton when they kick at your front door how you gonna come? with your hands on your head or on the trigger of your gun you can crush us you can bruise us yes, even shoot us but oh-the guns of brixton shot down on the pavement waiting in death row his game is called survivin’ as in heaven as in hell you can crush us you can bruise us but you’ll have to answer to oh, the guns of brixton head away from the years 
you’re on the price list head away from the years you’re on the price list head away from the years you’re on the price list everything will stop your new changing the grid will be filled go to scotland no obligation we’ll send you an invitation we’ll send you an inside shower we’ll send you an inside shower it’s on the market you’re on the price list it’s on the market you’re on the price list it’s on the market you’re on the price list in the spring who can say? please send me evenings 
and weekends shared by with the weeks please send me evenings and weekends so, you’ve been to school for a year or two and you know you’ve seen it all in daddy’s car, thinking you’ll go far back east your type don’t crawl playing ethnicky jazz to parade your snazz on your five-grand stereo braggin’ that you know, how the niggers feel cold and the slums got so much soul it’s time to taste what you most fear right guard will not help you here brace yourself, my dear brace 
yourself, my dear it’s a holiday in cambodia it’s tough, kid, but it’s life it’s a holiday in cambodia don’t forget to pack a wife you’re a star-belly snitch, you suck like a leech you want everyone to act like you kiss ass while you bitch, so you can get rich but your boss gets richer off you well, you’ll work harder with a gun in your back for a bowl of rice a day slave for soldiers till you starve then your head is skewered on a stake now you can go where people are one now you can go 
where they get things done what you need, my son... what you need, my son... is a holiday in cambodia where people dress in black a holiday in cambodia where you’ll kiss ass or crack pol pot, pol pot pol pot, pol pot pol pot, pol pot pol pot, pol pot, pol pot, pol pot pol pot, pol pot, pol pot, pol pot pol pot, pol pot, pol pot, pol pot pol pot, pol pot, pol... and it’s a holiday in cambodia where you’ll do what you’re told a holiday in cambodia where the slums got so much soul pol pot! 
same old boring sunday morning, old men out washing their cars mum’s in the kitchen cooking sunday dinner, herberts still moaning for food and johnnys upstairs in his bedroom sitting in the dark annoying the neighbours with his punk rock electric guitar this is the sound, this is the sound of the suburbs this is the sound of the suburbs rock groups just wanna be free, yeah they want anarchy! the drums are quite good, the bass is too loud and i can’t hear the words this is the 
sound of the suburbs- until the end where it goes turn the wrong way your socks don’t change your shirt could too but the shoes are strange eyes are facing the other way in backward talk you try to say you’re so inside out inside out inside out inside out you’re so inside outinside out inside out inside out living out instead of in drinking tea and paraffin thinks aloud but don’t say a word it’s just my visions blurred you’re so inside out inside out inside out inside out you’re so 
inside out inside out inside out inside out the distant echo - of faraway voices boarding faraway trains to take them home to the ones that they love and who love them forever the glazed, dirty steps - repeat my own and reflect my thoughts cold and uninviting, partially naked except for toffee wrapers and this morning’s papers mr. jones got run down headlines of death and sorrow - they tell of tomorrow madmen on the rampage and i’m down in the tube station at midnight i 
fumble for change - and pull out the queen smiling, beguiling i put in the money and pull out a plum behind me whispers in the shadows - gruff blazing voices hating, waiting “hey boy” they shout “have you got any money?” and i said “i’ve a little money and a take away curry i’m on my way home to my wife she’ll be lining up the cutlery you know she’s expecting me polishing the glasses and pulling out the cork” and i’m down in the tube station at midnight i first felt a fist, and 
then a kick i could now smell their breath they smelt of pubs and wormwood scrubs and too many right wing meetings my life swam around me it took a look and drowned me in its own existence the smell of brown leather it blended in with the weather it filled my eyes, ears, nose and mouth it blocked all my senses couldn’t see, hear, speak any longer and i’m down in the tube station at midnight i said i was down in the tube station at midnight the last thing that i saw as i lay 
there on the floor was “jesus saves” painted by an atheist nutter and a british rail poster read “have an awayday - a cheap holiday - do it today!” i glanced back on my life and thought about my wife cause they took the keys - and she’ll think it’s me and i’m down in the tube station at midnight the wine will be flat and the curry’s gone cold i’m down in the tube station at midnight don’t want to go down in a tube station at midnight i’m lying in a hospital, i’m pinned against the bed. 
a stethoscope upon my heart, a hand against my head. they’re peeling off the bandages. i’m wincing in the light. the nurse is looking anxious, and she’s quivering in fright... i’m looking through gary gilmore’s eyes. the doctors are avoiding me. my vision is confused. i listen to my earphones, and i catch the evening news. a murderer’s been killed, and he donates his sight to science. i’m locked into a private ward. i realize that i must be... looking through gary gilmore’s eyes. 
looking through gary gilmore’s eyes. i smash the light in anger. push my bed against the door. i close my lids across my eyes, and wish to see no more. the eye receives the messages, and sends them to the brain. no guarantee the stimuli must be perceived the same... when looking through gary gilmore’s eyes. gary don’t need his eyes to see. gary and his eyes have parted company. i was sayin’ let me out of here before i was even born, it’s such a gamble when you get a face 
it’s fascinatin’ to observe what the mirror does but when i dine it’s for the wall that i set a place i belong to the blank generation and i can take it or leave it each time, well i belong to the generation but i can take it or leave it each time triangles were fallin’ at the window as the doctor cursed he was a cartoon long forsaken by the public eye the nurse adjusted her garters as i breathed my first the doctor grabbed my throat and yelled, “god’s consolation prize!” i belong to the 
blank generation and i can take it or leave it each time, well i belong to the generation but i can take it or leave it each time to hold the t.v. to my lips, the air so packed with cash then carry it up flights of stairs and drop it in the vacant lot to lose my train of thought and fall into your arms’ tracks and watch beneath the eyelids every passing dot i belong to the blank generation and i can take it or leave it each time, well i belong to the generation but i can take it or leave it each 
time i belong to the blank generation and i can take it or leave it each time, well i belong to the generation but i can take it or leave it each time billy rapped all night ‘bout his suicide how he’d kick it in the head when he was 25 don’t wanna stay alive when you’re 25 wendy’s stealing clothes from unlocked cars freddy’s got spots from ripping off stars from his face funky little boat race the television man is crazy saying we’re juvenile delinquent wrecks man i need a tv when 
i’ve got t. rex hey brother you guessed i’m a dude all the young dudes carry the news boogaloo dudes carry the news all the young dudes carry the news boogaloo dudes carry the news now jimmy looking sweet though he dresses like a queen he can kick like a mule it’s a real mean team we can love oh we can love and my brother’s back at home with his beatles and his stones we never got if off on that revolution stuff what a drag too many snags well i drunk a lot of wine and 
i’m feeling fine gonna race some cat to bed is this concrete all around or is it in my head oh brother you guessed i’m a dude all the young dudes carry the news boogaloo dudes carry the news all the young dudes carry the news boogaloo dudes carry the news right now i am an antichrist and i am an anarchist don’t know what i want but i know how to get it i want to destroy passerby ‘cause i wanna be anarchy no dogsbody anarchy for the u.k. it’s coming sometime and maybe 
i give a wrong time, stop a traffic line your future dream is a shopping scheme ‘cause i, i wanna be anarchy in the city how many ways to get what you want i use the best, i use the rest i use the nme i use anarchy ‘cause i wanna be anarchy it’s the only way to be is this the mpla? or is this the uda? or is this the ira? i thought it was the uk or just another country another council tenancy i wanna be anarchy and i wanna be anarchy know what i mean? and i want to be an anarchist 
i get pissed, destroy to the center of the city where all roads meet, waiting for you to the depths of the ocean where all hopes sank, searching for you i was moving through the silence without motion, waiting for you in a room with a window in the corner, i found truth in the shadowplay, acting out your own death, knowing no more as the assassins all grouped in four lines, dancing on the floor and with cold steel, odor on their bodies mad a move to connect  but i could only 
stare in disbelief as the crowds all left i did everything, everything i wanted to i let them use you for their own ends to the center of the city in the night, waiting for you to the center of the city in the night, waiting for you
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for once in my life i’ve got something to say i want to say it now for now is today a love has been given so why not enjoy so let’s all grab and let’s all enjoy if the kids are united then we’ll never be divided if the kids are united then we’ll never be divided just take a look around you what do you see kids with feelings like you and me understand him, he’ll understand you for you are him, and he is you if the kids are united then we’ll never be divided if the kids are united then we’ll 
never be divided if the kids are united then we’ll never be divided if the kids are united then we’ll never be divided i don’t want to be rejected i don’t want to be denied then its not my misfortune that i’ve opened up your eyes freedom is given speak how you feel i have no freedom how do you feel they can lie to my face but not to my heart if we all stand together it will just be the start if the kids are united then we’ll never be divided if the kids are united then we’ll never be 
divided eighties, i’m living in the eighties eighties, i have to push, i have to struggle eighties, get out of my way, i’m not for sale no more eighties, let’s kamikaze ‘til we get there and we sang you do it this way eighties, by day we run by night we dance, we do eighties, i’m in love with the coming race eighties, i’ve got the best, i’ll take all i can get eighties, i’m living for the eighties eighties, i’m living in the eighties, i push eighties, i’m living eighties, i’m living in the eighties, i 
struggle eighties, i’m living eighties, i’m living eighties, i’m living in the eighties eighties, i’m living in the eighties, i push eighties, push, push, struggle eighties, i’m living eighties, eighties, i’m living eighties, i’m living in the eighties, i push water was running, children were running you were running out of time under the mountain, a golden fountain were you praying at the lares shrine? but ohh, oh your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend we 
found you hiding, we found you lying choking on the dirt and sand your former glories and all the stories dragged and washed with eager hands but ohh, oh your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh your city lies in dust, my friend your city lies in dust water was running, children were running we found you hiding, we found you lying water was running, children were running we found you hiding, we found you lying your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, 
my friend hot and burning in your nostrils pouring down your gaping mouth your molten bodies, blanket of cinders caught in the throes and ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city lies in dust, my friend ohh, oh, your city somebody called me on the phone they said, “hey, is dee dee home? do you wanna take 
a walk? you wanna go cop? you wanna go get some chinese rocks? i’m living on a chinese rock all my best things are in hock i’m living on a chinese rock everything is in the pawn shop, it is the plaster’s falling off the wall my girlfriend’s crying in the shower stall it’s hot as a bitch, i shoulda been rich now, i’m just digging a chinese ditch i’m living on a chinese rock all my best things are in hock i’m living on a chinese rock everything is in the pawn shop, it is ooh, aah, ooh, aah 
the plaster’s falling off the wall my girlfriend’s crying in the shower stall it’s hot as a bitch, i shoulda been rich now, i’m just digging a chinese ditch i’m living on a chinese rock i’m living on a chinese rock i’m living on a chinese rock i’m living on a chinese rock i’m living on a chinese rock i’m living on a chinese rock i know you’re antiseptic your deodorant smells nice i’d like to get to know you but you’re deep frozen like the ice he’s a germ free adolescent cleanliness is her 
obsession cleans her teeth ten times a day scrub away scrub away scrub away the s.r. way... you may get to touch her if your gloves are sterilised rinse your mouth with listerine blow disinfectant in her eyes her phobia is infection she needs one to survive it’s her built-in protection without fear she’d give up and die god save the queen the fascist regime they made you a moron a potential h bomb god save the queen she’s not a human being and there’s no future and england’s 
dreaming don’t be told what you want don’t be told what you need there’s no future no future no future for you god save the queen we mean it man we love our queen god saves god save the queen ‘cause tourists are money and our figurehead is not what she seems oh god save history god save your mad parade oh lord god have mercy all crimes are paid oh when there’s no future how can there be sin we’re the flowers in the dustbin we’re the poison in your human machine 
we’re the future your future god save the queen we mean it man we love our queen god saves god save the queen we mean it man there’s no future in england’s dreaming god save the queen no future no future no future for you no future no future no future for me no future no future no future for you i was so tired of being upset always wanting something i never could get life’s an illusion, love is a dream but i don’t know what it is everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s 
happy nowadays i was so tired of being upset always wanting something i never could get life’s an illusion, love is a dream but i don’t know what it is ‘cause everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s happy nowadays life’s an illusion, love is the dream but i don’t know what it is everyone’s saying things to me but i know it’s okay, okay everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s happy nowadays life’s an illusion, love is 
a dream life’s an illusion, love is the dream life’s the illusion, love is a dream life’s the illusion, love is the dream everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s happy nowadays, days bet you are tired of being upset always wanting something you never can get life’s no illusion, love’s not a dream now, i know just what it is everybody’s happy nowadays everybody’s happy nowadays whatever happened to leon trotsky? he got an ice pick that made his ears burn whatever happened 
to dear old lenin? the great elmyra and sancho panza? whatever happened to the heroes? whatever happened to the heroes? whatever happened to all of the heroes? all the shakespearoes? they watched their rome burn whatever happened to the heroes? whatever happened to the heroes? no more heroes any more no more heroes any more whatever happened to all of the heroes? all the shakespearoes? they watched their rome burn whatever happened to the heroes? whatever 
happened to the heroes? no more heroes any more no more heroes any more no more heroes any more no more heroes any more i don’t mind other guys dancing with my girl that’s fine, i know them all pretty well but i know sometimes i must get out in the light better leave her behind with the kids, they’re alright the kids are alright sometimes, i feel i gotta get away bells chime, i know i gotta get away and i know if i don’t  i’ll go out of my mind better leave her behind with 
the kids, they’re alright the kids are alright i know if i go things would be a lot better for her i had things planned, but her folks wouldn’t let her i don’t mind other guys dancing with my girl that’s fine, i know them all pretty well but i know sometimes i must get out in the light better leave her behind with the kids, they’re alright the kids are alright sometimes, i feel i gotta get away bells chime, i know i gotta get away and i know if i don’t, i’ll go out of my mind better leave her 
behind with the kids, they’re alright the kids are alright, the kids are alright, the kids are alright i love you, yes i do ‘cos i know that you love me too i love you, yes i do gona spend all my money on you everyday when i say, that i’m not gona take anymore its ok, don’t go away, i feel bad when you’re closing the door i love you need some more, to restore all the feeling that i get from you i want more, give me more, all i want is a barrell of you i love you, yes i do ‘cos i know that 
you love me too i love you, yes i do gona spend all my money on you woh woh woh woh i don’t care, when they stare, at the way that i’m always with you we’re a pair, it’s not fair when they say we’re a special brew! woh woh woh woh i love you hey... hey... hey... hey hey... hey... hey... hey hey... hey... hey... hey hey... hey... hey... hey everyday, when i say, that i’m not gona take anymore it’s ok, dont go away, i feel bad when you’re closing the door need some more, to restore all 
the feeling that i get from you i want more, give me more, all i want is a barrell of you woh woh woh woh woh woh woh i love you, yes i do cos i know that you love me too! i am the god of hellfire and i bring you fire, i’ll take you to burn fire, i’ll take you to learn i’ll see you burn you fought hard and you saved and earned but all of it’s going to burn and your mind, your tiny mind you know you’ve really been so blind now’s your time, burn your mind you’re falling far, too far behind 
oh no, oh no, oh no! you’re gonna burn fire, to destroy all you’ve done fire, to end all you’ve become i’ll feel you burn you’ve been living like a little girl in the middle of your little world and your mind, your tiny mind you know you’ve really been so blind now’s your time, burn your mind you’re falling far, too far behind oooh fire, i’ll take you to burn fire, i’ll take you to learn you’re gonna burn you’re gonna burn you’re gonna burn, burn, burn, burn, burn, burn, burn, burn, burn, 
burn, burn fire, i’ll take you to burn fire, i’ll take you to learn fire, i’ll take you to bed fire, i’ll take you, fire today i saw the roses die, the ones that we picked out. and i turned around to cry, i could not help myself. i know where the roses go who do what they should do, and baby, you won’t go where the roses go if you can’t be true. today i saw the roses die, the ones that we picked out. as i stood there i could see i could not help them now. i know where the roses go who do what 
they should do, and baby, you won’t go where the roses go if you can’t be true. don’t you want to walk where the flowers play beneath the sky of gold, where the little white doves fly by the hour singing our love will never grow cold ? oh, today i saw the roses die, the ones that we picked out. and i hoped that you could tell what it was all about. i know where the roses go who do what they should do, and baby, you won’t go where the roses go if you can’t be true. you won’t go 
there if you can’t be true. you can’t go there if you can’t be true. you won’t go there if you can’t be true ... do it again, do it (do it) let’s do it again (do it) mmm (do it again, do it again) gonna do it again (do it) do it, do it let’s do it again (do it) do it again sometimes the rain groovin’ when i hear the sound like you and me, baby gettin’ down with the sounds around oh, the smell of the mornin’ flower as we pass away the hour i wanna do it again, do it again do it (do it) let’s do it in 
the mornin’ sweet breeze in the summer time feeling your sweet face all laid up next to mine sweet love in the midnight good sleep, come mornin’ light no worries ‘bout nothin’ just gettin’ good, just gettin’ good just gettin’ good love do it, do it again do it again (do it) do it now i like you, lady so fine with your pretty hair if you don’t mind my compliments just diggin’ on the clothes you wear  just a man now don’t you fear i can love you now i brought you here i wanna do it again 
(do it) (do it, do it) i wanna do it again ooh, oh, ho, hey, do it again do it (woo, hoo, hoo, hoo) do it like a hammer on a clock love began to rock give the sister love and pride feel good and satisfied i’m not a girl that could linger but i feel like a butterfinger i wanna do it again, do it again do it, do it let’s do it in the mornin’ sweet breeze in the summer time feeling your sweet face all laid up next to mine sweet love in the midnight good sleep, come mornin’ light no worries ‘bout 
nothin’ just gettin’ good, just gettin’ good just gettin’ good love oh, hey, do it again, do it again it again, do it again do it (woo, hoo, hoo) do it, do it do it, do it, do it again do it again (woo, hoo, hoo), do it again do it again, do it again, do it again (woo, hoo, hoo) mmm... (woo, hoo, hoo) oh, hey (woo, hoo, hoo) do it again, do it again well i’m a human fly i-i spell f-l-y i say “buzz buzz buzz” a-and it’s just becuz i-i’m a human fly a-and i don’t know why i got 96 tears and 96 eyes i got a 
garbage brain that’s drivin’ me insane and i don’t like the ride so push that pest aside and baby i won’t care ‘cuz baby i don’t scare ‘cuz i’m a reborn maggot using germ warfare rock! i-i’m a human fly i-i spell f-l-y i-i say “bzz bzz bzz” a-and it’s just becuz i’m a unzipped fly a-and i don’t know why and i don’t know why but i say bzzzzzzz rock tonight, and i say bzzzzzzz rocket ride, and i say bzzzzzzz but i don’t know why aw, i just don’t know why well the kids are all hopped up 
and ready to go they’re ready to go now they got their surfboards and they’re going to the discotheque au go go but she just couldn’t stay she had to break away well new york city really has it all oh yeah, oh yeah. sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now. sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now. she’s a punk punk, a punk rocker punk punk, a punk rocker punk punk, a punk rocker. well the kids are all 
hopped up and ready to go they’re ready to go now they got their surfboards and they’re going to the discotheque au go go but she just couldn’t stay she had to break away well new york city really has it all oh yeah, oh yeah. sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now. sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now. she’s a punk punk, a punk rocker punk punk, a punk rocker punk punk, a punk rocker. sheena is 
a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker sheena is a punk rocker now this and that, they must be the same what is legal is just what’s real what i’m given to understand is exactly what i steal i wormed my way into the heart of the crowd i wormed my way into the heart of the crowd i was shocked to find what was allowed i 
didn’t lose myself in the crowd shot by both sides on the run to the outside of everything shot by both sides they must have come to a secret understanding new offenses always in my nerves they’re taking my time by force they all sound the same when they scream as a matter of course i wormed my way into the heart of the crowd i wormed my way into the heart of the crowd i was shocked to find what was allowed i didn’t lose myself in the crowd shot by both sides on the 
run to the outside of everything shot by both sides they must have come to a secret understanding “why are you so edgy, kid?” asks the man with the voice one thing follows another you live and learn, you have no choice i wormed my way into the heart of the crowd i wormed my way into the heart of the crowd i was shocked to find what was allowed i didn’t lose myself in the crowd didn’t lose myself in the crowd didn’t lose myself in the crowd i was shocked to find what was 
allowed didn’t lose myself in the crowd well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way well, i wormed my way shot by both sides i don’t ask who’s doing the shooting shot by both sides we must have come to a secret understanding she really going out with him? i got a feeling inside of me it’s kind of strange like a stormy sea i don’t know why i don’t know why 
i guess these things have got to be i gotta new rose i got it good guess i knew that i always would i can’t stop to mess around i got a brand new rose in town see the sun see the sun it shines don’t get too close or it’ll burn your eyes don’t you run away that way you can come back another day i got a new rose i got it good guess i knew that i always would i can’t stop to mess around i got a brand new rose in town i never thought this could happen to me this is strange why should 
it be i don’t deserve somebody this great i’d better go or it’ll be too late i got a feeling inside of me it’s kind of strange like a stormy sea i don’t know why i don’t know why i guess these things have got to be i got a new rose i got her good guess i knew that i always would i can’t stop to mess around i got a brand new rose in town we’re only making plans for nigel we only want what’s best for him we’re only making plans for nigel nigel just needs that helping hand and if young 
nigel says he’s happy he must be happy he must be happy he must be happy in his world we’re only making plans for nigel he has his future in a british steel we’re only making plans for nigel nigel’s whole future is as good as sealed yeah and if young nigel says he’s happy he must be happy he must be happy he must be happy in his world nigel is not outspoken but he likes to speak and loves to be spoken to (in his world) nigel is happy in his world (in his world) nigel is happy 
in his world (in his world) we’re only making plans for nigel we only want what’s best for him we’re only making plans for nigel nigel just needs this helping hand and if young nigel says he’s happy he must be happy he must be happy he must be happy in his world we’re only making plans for nigel we only want what’s best for him we’re only making plans for nigel nigel just needs this helping hand we’re only making plans for nigel he has his future in a british steel steel, steel, 
steel, steel, steel we’re only making plans for nigel nigel, nigel, nigel, ... big girl in the red dress she’s just trying to impress us and she’s got the barley fever but she doesn’t make a sound she’s just hanging around she’s just hanging around down the court road early with the hustlers big and burly there’s a million of ‘em selling and the buyers can be found they’re just hanging around they’re just hanging around christ he told his mother christ he told her not to bother cos 
he’s alright in the city cos he’s high above the ground he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) one of ‘em comes over got a monkey on his shoulder and the monkey’s getting grinner but his eyes are on the ground he’s just hanging around he’s just hanging around i’m moving to a coleheme with the leather all around me and the sweat is getting 
steamy but their eyes are on the ground they’re just hanging around they’re just hanging around christ he told his mother christ he told her not to bother cos he’s alright in the city cos he’s high above the ground he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) christ he told his mother christ he told her not to bother cos he’s alright in the city cos he’s 
high above the ground he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around (hanging around) he’s just hanging around i’m sitting in this cell for something i didn’t do and all i can think of is baby i think of you don’t worry baby coming back for you there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna 
be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout well now i’ve got the chance i don’t care about what i do when i done them things i done them just for you and now i’m getting out coming back for you there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be 
a borstal breakout well now i’m over the wall i’m nearly home i’m coming through that door coming back for you now i’m nearly home nearly back for you there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout there’s gonna be a borstal breakout when they kick at your front door how you gonna come? with your hands on your head or on the trigger of your gun when the law break in how you gonna go? shot down on the 
pavement or waiting on death row you can crush us you can bruise us but you’ll have to answer to oh, the guns of brixton the money feels good and your life you like it well but surely your time will come as in heaven, as in hell you see, he feels like ivan born under the brixton sun his game is called survivin’ at the end of the harder they come you know it means no mercy they caught him with a gun no need for the black maria goodbye to the brixton sun you can crush us you 
can bruise us but you’ll have to answer to oh, the guns of brixton when they kick at your front door how you gonna come? with your hands on your head or on the trigger of your gun you can crush us you can bruise us yes, even shoot us but oh-the guns of brixton shot down on the pavement waiting in death row his game is called survivin’ as in heaven as in hell you can crush us you can bruise us but you’ll have to answer to oh, the guns of brixton head away from the years 
you’re on the price list head away from the years you’re on the price list head away from the years you’re on the price list everything will stop your new changing the grid will be filled go to scotland no obligation we’ll send you an invitation we’ll send you an inside shower we’ll send you an inside shower it’s on the market you’re on the price list it’s on the market you’re on the price list it’s on the market you’re on the price list in the spring who can say? please send me evenings 
and weekends shared by with the weeks please send me evenings and weekends so, you’ve been to school for a year or two and you know you’ve seen it all in daddy’s car, thinking you’ll go far back east your type don’t crawl playing ethnicky jazz to parade your snazz on your five-grand stereo braggin’ that you know, how the niggers feel cold and the slums got so much soul it’s time to taste what you most fear right guard will not help you here brace yourself, my dear brace 
yourself, my dear it’s a holiday in cambodia it’s tough, kid, but it’s life it’s a holiday in cambodia don’t forget to pack a wife you’re a star-belly snitch, you suck like a leech you want everyone to act like you kiss ass while you bitch, so you can get rich but your boss gets richer off you well, you’ll work harder with a gun in your back for a bowl of rice a day slave for soldiers till you starve then your head is skewered on a stake now you can go where people are one now you can go 
where they get things done what you need, my son... what you need, my son... is a holiday in cambodia where people dress in black a holiday in cambodia where you’ll kiss ass or crack pol pot, pol pot pol pot, pol pot pol pot, pol pot pol pot, pol pot, pol pot, pol pot pol pot, pol pot, pol pot, pol pot pol pot, pol pot, pol pot, pol pot pol pot, pol pot, pol... and it’s a holiday in cambodia where you’ll do what you’re told a holiday in cambodia where the slums got so much soul pol pot! 
same old boring sunday morning, old men out washing their cars mum’s in the kitchen cooking sunday dinner, herberts still moaning for food and johnnys upstairs in his bedroom sitting in the dark annoying the neighbours with his punk rock electric guitar this is the sound, this is the sound of the suburbs this is the sound of the suburbs rock groups just wanna be free, yeah they want anarchy! the drums are quite good, the bass is too loud and i can’t hear the words this is the 
sound of the suburbs- until the end where it goes turn the wrong way your socks don’t change your shirt could too but the shoes are strange eyes are facing the other way in backward talk you try to say you’re so inside out inside out inside out inside out you’re so inside outinside out inside out inside out living out instead of in drinking tea and paraffin thinks aloud but don’t say a word it’s just my visions blurred you’re so inside out inside out inside out inside out you’re so 
inside out inside out inside out inside out the distant echo - of faraway voices boarding faraway trains to take them home to the ones that they love and who love them forever the glazed, dirty steps - repeat my own and reflect my thoughts cold and uninviting, partially naked except for toffee wrapers and this morning’s papers mr. jones got run down headlines of death and sorrow - they tell of tomorrow madmen on the rampage and i’m down in the tube station at midnight i 
fumble for change - and pull out the queen smiling, beguiling i put in the money and pull out a plum behind me whispers in the shadows - gruff blazing voices hating, waiting “hey boy” they shout “have you got any money?” and i said “i’ve a little money and a take away curry i’m on my way home to my wife she’ll be lining up the cutlery you know she’s expecting me polishing the glasses and pulling out the cork” and i’m down in the tube station at midnight i first felt a fist, and 
then a kick i could now smell their breath they smelt of pubs and wormwood scrubs and too many right wing meetings my life swam around me it took a look and drowned me in its own existence the smell of brown leather it blended in with the weather it filled my eyes, ears, nose and mouth it blocked all my senses couldn’t see, hear, speak any longer and i’m down in the tube station at midnight i said i was down in the tube station at midnight the last thing that i saw as i lay 
there on the floor was “jesus saves” painted by an atheist nutter and a british rail poster read “have an awayday - a cheap holiday - do it today!” i glanced back on my life and thought about my wife cause they took the keys - and she’ll think it’s me and i’m down in the tube station at midnight the wine will be flat and the curry’s gone cold i’m down in the tube station at midnight don’t want to go down in a tube station at midnight i’m lying in a hospital, i’m pinned against the bed. 
a stethoscope upon my heart, a hand against my head. they’re peeling off the bandages. i’m wincing in the light. the nurse is looking anxious, and she’s quivering in fright... i’m looking through gary gilmore’s eyes. the doctors are avoiding me. my vision is confused. i listen to my earphones, and i catch the evening news. a murderer’s been killed, and he donates his sight to science. i’m locked into a private ward. i realize that i must be... looking through gary gilmore’s eyes. 
looking through gary gilmore’s eyes. i smash the light in anger. push my bed against the door. i close my lids across my eyes, and wish to see no more. the eye receives the messages, and sends them to the brain. no guarantee the stimuli must be perceived the same... when looking through gary gilmore’s eyes. gary don’t need his eyes to see. gary and his eyes have parted company. i was sayin’ let me out of here before i was even born, it’s such a gamble when you get a face 
it’s fascinatin’ to observe what the mirror does but when i dine it’s for the wall that i set a place i belong to the blank generation and i can take it or leave it each time, well i belong to the generation but i can take it or leave it each time triangles were fallin’ at the window as the doctor cursed he was a cartoon long forsaken by the public eye the nurse adjusted her garters as i breathed my first the doctor grabbed my throat and yelled, “god’s consolation prize!” i belong to the 
blank generation and i can take it or leave it each time, well i belong to the generation but i can take it or leave it each time to hold the t.v. to my lips, the air so packed with cash then carry it up flights of stairs and drop it in the vacant lot to lose my train of thought and fall into your arms’ tracks and watch beneath the eyelids every passing dot i belong to the blank generation and i can take it or leave it each time, well i belong to the generation but i can take it or leave it each 
time i belong to the blank generation and i can take it or leave it each time, well i belong to the generation but i can take it or leave it each time billy rapped all night ‘bout his suicide how he’d kick it in the head when he was 25 don’t wanna stay alive when you’re 25 wendy’s stealing clothes from unlocked cars freddy’s got spots from ripping off stars from his face funky little boat race the television man is crazy saying we’re juvenile delinquent wrecks man i need a tv when 
i’ve got t. rex hey brother you guessed i’m a dude all the young dudes carry the news boogaloo dudes carry the news all the young dudes carry the news boogaloo dudes carry the news now jimmy looking sweet though he dresses like a queen he can kick like a mule it’s a real mean team we can love oh we can love and my brother’s back at home with his beatles and his stones we never got if off on that revolution stuff what a drag too many snags well i drunk a lot of wine and 
i’m feeling fine gonna race some cat to bed is this concrete all around or is it in my head oh brother you guessed i’m a dude all the young dudes carry the news boogaloo dudes carry the news all the young dudes carry the news boogaloo dudes carry the news right now i am an antichrist and i am an anarchist don’t know what i want but i know how to get it i want to destroy passerby ‘cause i wanna be anarchy no dogsbody anarchy for the u.k. it’s coming sometime and maybe 
i give a wrong time, stop a traffic line your future dream is a shopping scheme ‘cause i, i wanna be anarchy in the city how many ways to get what you want i use the best, i use the rest i use the nme i use anarchy ‘cause i wanna be anarchy it’s the only way to be is this the mpla? or is this the uda? or is this the ira? i thought it was the uk or just another country another council tenancy i wanna be anarchy and i wanna be anarchy know what i mean? and i want to be an anarchist 
i get pissed, destroy to the center of the city where all roads meet, waiting for you to the depths of the ocean where all hopes sank, searching for you i was moving through the silence without motion, waiting for you in a room with a window in the corner, i found truth in the shadowplay, acting out your own death, knowing no more as the assassins all grouped in four lines, dancing on the floor and with cold steel, odor on their bodies mad a move to connect  but i could only 
stare in disbelief as the crowds all left i did everything, everything i wanted to i let them use you for their own ends to the center of the city in the night, waiting for you to the center of the city in the night, waiting for you




