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      Now we’re gonna dance to a different song…

      

      The Damned are one of the most unfairly under-appreciated bands in rock history. Their pioneering efforts paved the way for much of the punk, indie and gothic rock to have emerged internationally over the past forty-plus years, producing a diverse and fascinating body of work, which reveals them to be one of the UK’s most enduringly creative bands. And yet, they rarely feature in critics’ lists of best albums or most important acts and are often reduced to little more than a footnote in punk rock discussions, while some of their notable contemporaries are regarded as serious art and afforded the according critical respect. While major-label acts, Sex Pistols and The Clash, led by their svengali managers, each presented a simple, bold and marketable image to the world – the Pistols as the shocking, spiky-haired nihilist urchins, The Clash as the socially conscious, culturally-aware rebel rockers – The Damned were a slightly more complex proposition; a mismatched group of characters, more difficult for the various small independent labels to package and promote. The band’s longevity has also, paradoxically, been a barrier to their acceptance into the broader rock canon. Whilst The Clash and (especially) the Pistols came and went in a blaze of glory, leaving behind a small but iconic body of work, The Damned’s fascinating – if haphazard – career path has created a sprawling, multi-faceted legacy that’s been difficult to pin down. Different groups of fans have their preferred version of the group, with some swearing by the raw punk assault of the band’s first two albums, some favouring the wider-ranging 1980s expansion into pop and psychedelia, and others remaining devoted to the slickly-packaged gothic Damned who found commercial success in that decade’s latter half.

      Whether or not critics ever get to grips with the band’s complex history, even a cursory study of their back catalogue reveals a veritable treasure trove of exciting and wildly inventive music, created by a revolving cast of unforgettable characters; a band who played a crucial role in punk’s development as both a musical style and identity and then shrugged off the straitjacket of that genre’s trappings, to follow an idiosyncratic artistic path, often completely oblivious to contemporary trends or critical and commercial expectations.

      The initial band line-up came together in 1976, emerging from London’s small, incestuous early proto-punk scene. Guitarist, Brian James (who changed his surname from Robertson to avoid being confused with the Thin Lizzy axeman) had been making loud, raw rock ‘n’ roll in the mould of The Stooges and MC5 for some years, notably with the charmingly-named Brussels-based combo, Bastard, before an advertisement in the Melody Maker led him to London SS – a glam/ punk outfit in the New York Dolls vein – which also featured Mick Jones (later of The Clash), and Tony James who would go on to form Generation X. Completing the line-up was a wild, energetic drummer named Christopher Millar: soon to be christened Rat Scabies, after the vermin that populated the band’s practice space and the skin condition from which he suffered. London SS never got beyond the rehearsal stage, but James and Scabies had formed a significant musical bond.

      Following the dissolution of London SS, Rat found his way into a new band being assembled by Sex Pistols manager Malcolm McLaren, which included future Pretenders frontwoman Chrissie Hynde on guitar, and was tentatively dubbed Masters of the Backside! In need of a bassist, Rat suggested one Ray Burns: a toilet cleaner and aspiring musician whom Scabies had befriended during a brief stint working at Croydon’s Fairfield Hall. With his long, curly locks shorn, Burns’ propensity for madcap recklessness soon earned him an ironic nickname, which became a whole new persona: Captain Sensible. McLaren’s concept was for the band to have two singers – one blonde and dressed entirely in white, the other with black hair and clad head to toe in black. The former was a hairdresser named Dave White, who exited show business after the inevitable demise of the Masters of the Backside. The latter was David Lett: an aspiring artist then working as a gravedigger, whose love of classic horror movies and the glamour of Hollywood’s golden age had inspired his formal, monochrome style – highly unusual in the gaudy 1970s when black clothing was generally reserved for funerals.

      McLaren renamed Lett ‘Dave Zero’, which fell off once the band fizzled out without playing a gig. However, when asked to sing in James, Scabies and Sensible’s new project (after Sid Vicious – who was also invited to audition – failed to turn up), Lett picked a new name for himself: Vanian (as in Transylvanian) – the perfect match for his vampiric demeanour. With the line-up in place, the band named themselves The Damned (possibly after Luchino Visconti’s 1969 film of the same name, or perhaps in reference to Wolf Rilla’s Village of the Damned (1960): an adaptation of John Wyndham’s The Midwich Cuckoos), and with Brian James acting as de facto leader and principal songwriter, they played their first gig on 6 July 1976 at London’s 100 Club, supporting Sex Pistols.

      Over forty years later, the band have been through numerous incarnations exploring different musical directions, with quite a roll-call of musicians passing through their ranks. Yet somehow, with the vast majority of their contemporaries either long since split up or having accepted the easy money of the nostalgia circuit, The Damned remain a creative force, still producing new music, evolving artistically, and playing to crowds now encompassing several generations. As Dave Vanian told GQ magazine in 2019: ‘I think the best is yet to come. There’s a lot of things I still want to attempt. I never think, ‘Oh, I’ve done it now, I can just sit back and play ‘New Rose’’’.

      Even so, while a handful of The Damned’s songs have passed into the broader mainstream consciousness, most accounts of the band tend to focus largely on the more outrageous aspects of their personalities and their

      legendary debauchery and bad behaviour, with little serious attention paid to their hugely impressive body of work. Hopefully, this book will serve as a small step towards redressing that injustice and establishing The Damned as one of the truly great British rock bands, and not just a punk footnote.
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            Damned Damned Damned (1977)

          

        

      

    

    
      Personnel:

      Dave Vanian: vocals

      Brian James: guitar, vocal

      Captain Sensible: bass, vocals

      Rat Scabies: drums, vocals

      Producer: Nick Lowe

      Engineer: Bazza (Barry Farmer)

      Recorded at Pathway Studios, London

      Record label: Stiff Records

      Release date: 18 February 1977 (UK), 16 April 1977 (US)

      Highest chart position: UK: 36

      Running time: 31:32

      Current edition: 2017 BMG Records CD/LP

      

      Even if the Damned had never released another LP – a scenario which probably seemed entirely plausible to the band themselves at the time – 1977’s Damned Damned Damned would be more than enough to secure their place in the rock pantheon. The very first UK punk LP, in a mere 31 breathless minutes it captured the power, vibrancy, attitude and sheer fun of this new music. Furthermore, for all the band’s chaotic slapstick nihilism and deliberately trashy aesthetic, there was real musical substance here: timeless rock ‘n’ roll played with an urgency and skill that suggested there might be more to punk than the ‘gobbing and safety pins’ image which Malcolm McLaren had gleefully cultivated, and the tabloid press had eagerly lapped.

      Preceding the LP – in October 1976 – The Damned’s debut single (and the first single by a UK punk band) ‘New Rose’ was a short, sharp cocktail of primal power chords, raging hormones and amphetamine frenzy, which was about as striking an opening statement as any band ever made. The effect was compounded on the B-side: a joyful ransacking of the Beatles classic, ‘Help’, transforming the original’s easy swing into a freewheeling speed-freak cacophony. This wilfully sacrilegious (if in this case, not entirely unaffectionate) treatment of the previous generation’s established idols was to become something of a calling card for the first wave of British punk rockers, with many recording their own withering covers of pop classics, in order to thumb their noses at the old guard; as The Clash sang: ‘No Elvis, Beatles or The Rolling Stones, in 1977’.

      Like the ‘New Rose’ single, Damned Damned Damned was produced by fellow Stiff Records alumnus, Nick Lowe: a veteran of the London pub rock circuit as a member of Brinsley Schwartz. It is quite probable that primarily, convenience and cost considerations motivated the choice of Lowe as producer. Indie label Stiff, could not offer the lavish budgets afforded to some of The Damned’s major label contemporaries, and getting the album finished quickly and with a minimum of fuss, was definitely a priority. However, whatever the initial reasoning, Lowe’s appointment turned out to be an inspired choice. Although his own records are generally immaculately crafted polished power pop gems, here Lowe captures the fury and spontaneity of the early Damned to perfection, leaving all rough edges fully intact, channelling the sound into a fiercely-compressed midrange roar which tears out of your speakers. A sleeve instruction notes that the LP is ‘Made to be played loud at low volume’, and sure enough, even at neighbour-friendly levels, there’s still a thrilling sensation of everything edging into the red on the mixing desk, and everyone clamouring to be heard through the glorious din. Unlike most modern rock records, there’s precious little separation between instruments and few overdubs; Vanian’s vocals are double-tracked throughout, and James is allowed a second guitar track so he can add some rhythm chords to underpin his leads, but that’s it. It creates the impression that you’re listening to a very loud band playing live in a very small room, and it’s thoroughly exhilarating. As Sensible says: ‘It would have been a tragedy to overproduce it. It sounds raw and rancid and gnarled. To spruce it up would have been a mistake’.

      Ever since the Ramones first stood against a brick wall, looking surly in leather jackets and ripped jeans, the ‘band as a gang’ image has been de rigueur for punk groups. Indeed since the early days of rock, it’s been standard behaviour for bands to present themselves with a unified style and attitude.

      Not so for The Damned. From day one, it was clear that this was a group of four quite distinct personalities, none of whom were willing to compromise in any way to fit in any better with the other three, and the sleeve of their debut LP captures this perfectly. The front cover image was taken by Peter Kodick, who had the inspired idea of staging a custard pie fight for the shoot. The used shot shows the four band members just after all the pies have flown, and immediately reveals something about each personality: Captain Sensible, particularly layered with goo, smiles benignly towards the camera, eyes hidden by his trademark novelty kids’ sunglasses; Rat Scabies grins impishly as he slurps pie remnants from the Captain’s hair, Scabies’ own unkempt ginger mop matted with cream; Dave Vanian looks like the victim of a zombie massacre, eyes rolled back in his skull, exposed neck dripping with a viscous red substance which is very likely jam, but which at first glance could almost be mistaken for blood; and Brian James lurks to the right of the picture, as splattered as the rest, but somehow still managing to exude an air of insolent slack-jawed cool, behind a pair of oversized shades. All in all, the image – against a stark black background with the band’s name in yellow block capitals – harnesses a bold, unlikely combination of classic rock ‘n’ roll rebellion, horror movie menace and sheer silliness: seemingly disparate elements which would combine to make the band unique, but also eventually threaten to tear it apart.

      The band’s contrasting styles were ever more apparent on Erica Echenberg’s rear cover live shot (at least, they were once the sleeves were printed with the right image: a supposed printing error meant that initial copies of the LP bore a photo of contemporary punky pub-rockers, Eddie and the Hot Rods, on the back. In fact, this was a sneaky ploy by Stiff to ensure that these first copies were quickly snapped up as collector’s items). Although Rat is largely concealed behind his kit, we still get a clear idea of the striking sight that would have greeted attendees at an early Damned gig. On the right, Brian James is every bit the outlaw guitar hero, with his lank black hair, bare chest and carefully poised Gibson SG, very much in the mould of Johnny Thunders, Wayne Kramer or Keith Richards. In centre stage, Dave Vanian, suited in funereal black, looms vampirically toward the audience, with glossy slicked-back hair and heavily-shadowed eyes to match. The photograph’s hand-coloured finish compounds Vanian’s ghostly pallor by tinting the other members a healthy pink, while the singer is left in stark monochrome. To the left – turned away from the audience whilst apparently executing a flamboyant high kick – Captain Sensible still makes an impression, mainly due to his choice of a stage attire being a nurse’s uniform, helped by his bright shock of orange hair (Ironically, the Captain was somewhat disgruntled that the chosen image didn’t show his face, hence the little black-and-white image pasted into the photo on the side of Vanian’s monitor speaker).

      Released in February 1977, Damned Damned Damned climbed to number 36 in the UK chart: a respectable showing for the still-fledgeling Stiff Records, who had yet to sign such future big-hitters as Madness, Elvis Costello and Ian Dury. The release came at a time when tabloid hysteria surrounding punk was running high, sparked by the Sex Pistols’ infamously foul-mouthed appearance on the Today TV show in December 1976 and further fuelled by the Anarchy tour later that month. This tour featured a dream bill – Sex Pistols, The Clash, The Damned, and former New York Doll, Johnny Thunders, and his new troupe of punk-tinged rock n’ rollers, The Heartbreakers – and should have been the perfect chance for UK punk’s leading lights to take the new music to all corners of the country, making it a national phenomenon rather than a London-based cult. Sadly, if inevitably, the whole enterprise was dogged by cancellations, bans, protests and controversy, and only seven of around twenty planned dates went ahead. Making matters worse, Malcolm McLaren fired The Damned from the tour before it could even limp to a conclusion, allegedly for agreeing to play a show in Derby after the Pistols had been forbidden to perform. This experience seemed to confirm The Damned’s exclusion from punk’s ‘inner circle’ and must have ended 1976 on a sour note for them.

      However, with Damned Damned Damned, they launched into 1977 in spectacular form, getting one over on their contemporaries, releasing what was not only indisputably the first UK punk LP, but also a startlingly powerful musical statement; one which must have left the Pistols feeling both peeved to be beaten to the punch, and a little intimidated (although I’m sure they would never have admitted any such thing). With The Damned’s audience rapidly growing from a small group of local oddballs to a real national following, the momentum seemed unstoppable. Nothing could possibly go wrong ... could it?

      

      ‘Neat Neat Neat’ (Brian James)

      The story of British punk on LP begins with one of the meanest riffs the genre has ever produced, played on a bass guitar. In the key of F#, with syncopated slurs up from the F a semitone below, leaping up a minor third to A toward the end of each phrase, it clearly echoes the 1950s rebel twang of Eddie Cochran and Duane Eddy but sped-up and scuzzed-up for the sleazy 1970s.

      The Captain plays his Hofner violin bass with a fat mid-heavy tone on the cusp of slipping into overdrive, with none of the percussive clank we’re used to hearing in many modern bass tones. Notably, rather than playing the riff on the instrument’s low E string for the most bassy effect, Sensible chooses to take it up an octave into standard guitar range. It has been suggested that the Captain played bass like he was playing lead guitar, and I can see how one would arrive at that conclusion. But I think it’s fairer to say his style combined both bass and rhythm guitar duties, filling up enough sonic space to allow Brian James to take lead breaks without leaving the band sounding empty. The violin bass was the perfect instrument for this, with its warm-but-punchy tone and short-scale length, which made nimble runs and string bends far more manageable than they would be on a full-scale bass (albeit with some intonation niggles and loss of sustain as a trade-off). It may also be worth mentioning that Paul McCartney used the same model in The Beatles’ early years when his bold melodic approach redefined the role of bass guitar in pop music. Sensible may not have revered Macca, but perhaps by coincidence, the Captain ended up using the same instrument to surprisingly similar effect.

      After we’ve heard the riff twice, a couple of snare flams set us off and running, with a feral howl from Vanian and some spiky Chuck Berry double- stops from James. The verses cool off slightly, chugging along ominously on that low F#, with an aggressively accented A chord highlighting each line’s last word. Vanian’s singing here (and on the rest of the LP) immediately marks him out as one of punk’s most distinctive vocalists. The rich matinee idol croon heard on many of the group’s later records isn’t quite there yet, but there’s already a hint of a deeper, more dramatic vocal quality than one might expect to hear from a mere punk singer; and while the obligatory rebel sneer is definitely present, it’s a little more ‘young Brando’ and less ‘cockney street urchin’ than most of Vanian’s peers in the UK scene.

      The lyrics may not make the most sense, but Vanian snarls them with such authority that it never occurs to us to question them. On closer inspection, verse one introduces our narrator: self-proclaimed ‘kinda mystery man’; the object of his interest, a ‘baby doll’, in a dangerous world where the ‘distant man ... can’t uphold his distant laws’. With three snare hits punctuating the shout of ‘Neatneatneat!’, the band powers into the chorus, cranking up the volume and jumping up to A major. Now the lyrics switch focus to the aforementioned ‘baby doll’, who is clearly in peril and seeking protection, but ‘Can’t afford no gun at all’ and ‘Ain’t got no name to call’. Verse two elaborates on the anarchic state of affairs alluded to earlier, where there’s ‘no crime if there ain’t no law’. To our ‘mystery man’, this situation clearly presents an opportunity for some nefarious activity, as he’s ‘Feelin’ fine in her restless time / My mind’s on when she falls asleep’. Rather than him wanting to convey any misogyny, I suggest that James’ intention was simply to evoke the romanticized Hollywood image of the lawless Wild West and the compelling menace of the horror movie stalker. His words may not stand up to literary scrutiny, but, when sung by Vanian, they do a great job of conveying a sense of nihilistic rebellion and insolent cool.

      Released as The Damned’s second single, on the same day as its parent LP, ‘Neat Neat Neat’ has been a fan favourite and a Damned live set staple from the very beginning to the present day. It still stands as one of the greatest songs the genre has produced and is one of the finest album openers I can think of.

      

      ‘Fan Club’ (Brian James)

      After the free-wheeling first track has slammed to an abrupt halt, ‘Fan Club’ takes the pace down several notches, opening with a slithery string-bending minor-key riff from James, setting up the song’s smoky mid-tempo groove. The verse anchors itself to a three-chord pattern in B, with James’ guitar adding the gnarly dissonance of a flattened 5th (the ‘Devil’s interval’ so beloved of metalheads everywhere!). Over this, Vanian paints a picture of a jaded star observing his fawning audience with a mixture of pity and contempt (‘Waiting for an autograph, well you must be mad / Standing in the pissing rain must be a drag’), until in verse three, the pity and contempt are turned inwards, as the star acknowledges himself as ‘The freak that’s on display’: putting on a show for the public while entertaining suicidal thoughts in private, needing a haze of intoxicants to block out the pain. It’s a remarkably cynical tale of the bleak consequences of accepting rock ‘n’ roll’s Faustian pact, especially from a band who were only just getting their first glimpse of success. But Vanian puts it across convincingly, in a world-weary half-sung drawl ranging from an angry snarl to a defeated murmur, as our protagonist wonders why he feels sad ‘for my fan club’, as the tumult of the chorus suddenly gives way to silence. It’s a powerful second track, well-placed after ‘Neat Neat Neat’, showing that The Damned are just as capable of creating atmosphere and tension as they are of dealing in raw power and velocity.

      

      ‘I Fall’ (Brian James)

      If ‘Fan Club’ shows us that – even at this early stage – The Damned understand how to use dynamics, ‘I Fall’ finds them with their foot firmly back on the gas, with all thought of subtlety out the window. One of several of the LP’s songs which began life with James’ former group, Bastard, ‘I Fall’ is a brisk, unrelenting rocker, clocking in at a lean 2:05, with not a second wasted. The verses find James alternating between A and C, blending chugging power chords with sharp, stabbing little lead breaks, while Sensible’s propulsive bass riff keeps an underlying A pedal note going throughout. Beneath all this, Scabies provides some serious Keith Moon-style sturm und drang, taking the song from a simmer to a boil, with a wash of ride cymbal and a continuous barrage of cascading tom fills.

      The lyrics don’t amount to much beyond a fairly generic evocation of frustration and darkness, littered with one or two clunky phrases. But Vanian spits them out with faultless conviction, and with vocal harmonies on the middle eight, a great dumb shout-along chorus (just the title repeated over and over, naturally) and a furious, stinging solo from James, the overall effect is very convincing. Apparently, this was Sensible’s preferred choice for a first single, over ‘New Rose’. For me, it’s not in the same class, but if this is not one of the LP’s most remarkable tracks, it only goes to show how high the standard is overall.

      

      ‘Born To Kill’ (Brian James)

      The lyrics set the menacing tone. Our protagonist is a bad guy! He commits crimes! He is – as he repeatedly reminds us – born to kill! And that’s about it, apart from a couple of references to potential sexual involvement with an unspecified woman, which seem thrown in as an afterthought. It’s left to Dave Vanian to make something substantial of this rather thin material, and to his credit, he does a great job, eschewing the aggressive approach the violence- themed lyrics might seem to invite, instead adopting an insouciant mid-Atlantic drawl which is somehow much more effective. The casual, almost bored tone in which he relates his apparent psychosis turns a song that could easily have been little more than a howling cliché into something rather more chilling.

      Musically, it’s another juggernaut, building on another so-stupid-it’s-genius two-chord riff, interspersing nifty ‘In the Midnight Hour’-style descending sequences between the verse lines. Rat and the Captain, as ever, provide a mixture of rock-solid foundation and wild pyrotechnics. The track fades out at around the two-and-a-half-minute mark, with James blasting out frantic runs at the top end of the fretboard, as Scabies pounds his kick drum eight-to-the-bar.

      

      ‘Stab Yor Back’ (Rat Scabies)

      At a mere 60 seconds in length, Scabies’ sole Damned Damned Damned songwriting contribution doesn’t mess about. It opens with the wind-tunnel whoosh of a huge heavily-phased drum fill and then takes us on a short, fast, bumpy ride. We lurch straight into the chorus, which is simply the title repeated over the power chords, E, B and C#, underpinned by Scabies’ eight- to-the-bar bass drum, which continues throughout the track’s brief duration.

      At the time, it was rare to hear this technique from punk drummers, most of whom would tend to emphasise only beats one and three of the bar with the kick drum, providing a snare back-beat on two and four. By hitting the kick on every half-beat, Scabies provides a much more intense, pummelling accompaniment, betraying the influence of double kick drum pioneers such as Keith Moon and Ginger Baker, as well as contemporary heavy rock/metal players, like Motorhead’s Phil Taylor.

      The verses allow Vanian to bellow a few more threats to the song’s unknown target (‘Never gonna live till you’re twenty-nine!’), while some mock-villainous laughter over the final chorus tells us the lads may not be taking this entirely seriously. It’s a somewhat throwaway but very enjoyable track, with a bluntness, brevity and aggression anticipating the early-1980s hardcore movement.

      Interestingly, ‘Stab Yor Back’ appears twice on the ‘Neat Neat Neat’ B-side – in its original form, and as a rearranged instrumental version entitled ‘Singalonga Scabies’!

      

      ‘Feel the Pain’ (Brain James)

      A spidery, dissonant guitar lick and an atmospheric swell of cymbals set the scene, letting us know we’re moving into distinctly different territory, plunging headlong into the darkness so far only hinted at. Like a punk Vincent Price, Dave Vanian – drenched in spooky echo and clearly in his element – moans, whispers and coos his way through verses laden with creepy, enigmatic and sadomasochistic imagery, relishing the serpentine sibilance of lines like ‘Your starched white lips, intravenous she drips’. The band gathers momentum, falling into step on a C minor chord, as Vanian lets his developing baritone croon loose on the chorus, commanding us to ‘Feel the pain, it leaves no stain’, before we’re back to the verse’s eerie hush. It’s a remarkably restrained performance from a band not exactly renowned for their subtlety, with everyone holding back, allowing Vanian’s ghoulish persona free reign.

      While most of the LP is clearly sonically indebted to proto-punk garage rockers, The Stooges, MC5 and New York Dolls, there’s something quite different going on here. There are clear echoes of the darker, more downbeat moments of The Doors and The Velvet Underground, Alice Cooper’s less arty ‘shock rock’, and the over the top Gothic melodrama of Hammer horror movies. In short, this song effectively invents the goth rock movement in a single stroke. The track serves as a diversion from the up-tempo rock that dominates the LP elsewhere. But in years to come, Vanian, in particular, would continue to develop this aspect, until, by the mid-1980s, it would come to define the band, for better or for worse.

      

      ‘New Rose’ (Brian James)

      Just in case ‘Feel the Pain’s more downbeat approach lulled anyone into a false sense of security, The Damned opted to commence side two with the very first example of British punk rock on record and an absolutely storming high-octane classic to boot. The ‘New Rose’ single pipped Sex Pistols’ ‘Anarchy In The UK’ at the post by some five weeks, and in doing so, left an indelible mark on the genre, establishing a sound at once harnessing rock ‘n’ roll’s primitive power and energy, and setting new standards of attitude, velocity and aggression. Indeed, for all Johnny Rotten’s stunningly obnoxious lyrics, after hearing ‘New Rose’, some may have found the Pistols’ debut a little sedate in comparison.

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    




















































  



OEBPS/images/sbpot51-the-damned-16pp-cmyk_page_01.jpg
Above: The moody,
magnificent young
Damned, ready to
take on the world in
1976

Left: The Damned hit
the ground running
with New Rose, the
first ever UK punk
single, and still one of
the most exhilarating
records ever released.





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        Introduction
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        1. Damned Damned Damned (1977)
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        2. Music for Pleasure (1977)
      


      		
        3. Machine Gun Etiquette (1979)
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        4. The Black Album (1980)
      


      		
        5. Strawberries (1982)
      


      		
        6. Phantasmagoria (1985)
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        7. Anything (1986)
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        8. Not of This Earth/I’m Alright Jack & the Bean Stalk (1995)
      


      		
        9. Grave Disorder (2001)
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        10. So, Who’s Paranoid? (2008)
      


      		
        11. Evil Spirits (2018)
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        12. Damned collections, Live albums and More
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/sbpot51-the-damned-16pp-cmyk_page_02.jpg
Right: The
nsky-inspircd

troubled second LE,
Music For Pleasure.
(Stiff Records)

Left: The front cover
of Damned, Damned,
Damned perfecily
capturing the
slapstick anarchy of
the band’s early years.
(Stiff Record's)






OEBPS/images/logo.png
SONICBOND





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
on frack ...

\

THE DAMNED

Damned

every album, every song

Morgan Brown






