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MũŻżſ ŦŶŧŸżſſLƆ ƉŸƅƌ żƁƇŸƅŸƆƇżƁź ƅŸƉżŸƊ ƂŹ ƇŻŸ 
album in NME, where he noted the 
misogynistic qualities of the songs, must be 
echoed. The negative vibes which permeate 
this record are very oppressive when careful 
attention is paid. śƈƇ ƌƂƈ ŷƂƁLƇ ŻŴƉŸ ƇƂ ſżƆƇŸƁ 
that carefully to realise that this is a very good 
first LP indeed. The main musical influence 
seems to be The Doors, no doubt because 
Greenfield grew up with their first three 
ŴſŵƈƀƆ, ŵƈƇ ŭŻŸ ŬƇƅŴƁźſŸƅƆ ŴƅŸƁLƇ ŴƆ ŶſŸŴƁ. 
Their vocal harmonies on the other hand are 
exemplary, and I have to confess to looking 
ŹƂƅƊŴƅŷ ƇƂ ƇŻŸżƅ ƁŸƋƇ Ŵſŵƈƀ. ŚƁŷ ƊŻŴƇLƆ Ŵſſ ƇŻżƆ 
ŶƅŴƃ ŴŵƂƈƇ ƅŴƇƆ?N 

 
-John Tobler, Zig Zag June 1977 

 
  

Rattus Norvegicus, the debut album by 
The Stranglers was released in April 1977. Not 
only was it one of the first British punk albums 
ever made, it was also the first ever hit record 
of its genre, reaching number 4 on the UK 
charts. This was a previously unprecedented 
achievement for such an unknown band. But 
while The Stranglers were successful, arguably 
the most commercially successful band of their 

 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

era, they were also one of the most 
misunderstood groups of their time. John 
ŭƂŵſŸƅƆL ƅŸƉżŸƊ żƁ ųżź ųŴź żƆ Ŵ ƃƅżƀŸ ŸƋŴƀƃſŸ 
of the way the media mislabelled and 
misjudged the band. He notes keyboard player 
ŝŴƉŸ ŠƅŸŸƁŹżŸſŷLƆ ſżžŸƁŸƆƆ ƇƂ ŭŻŸ ŝƂƂƅƆ 
organist Ray Manzarek and goes a little further  
by saying Greenfield grew up on their first 
ƇŻƅŸŸ ŴſŵƈƀƆ. šŸ ŶſŸŴƅſƌ ŷżŷƁLƇ ŷƂ ŻżƆ 
homework. The truth is that Greenfield was not 
even that aware of The Doors and had only 
heard a couple of their hits, namely Hello I 
Love You and Light my Fire. It was simply a case 
of parallel development and pure coincidence. 
In early jam sessions, Hugh Cornwell, original 
front man with the band, was shocked to see 
the likeness between Greenfield and Doors 
man Ray Manzarek. As a Doors fan, he was 
delighted. The Stranglers were often, in the 
early era especially, accused of ripping off The 
Doors. Hugh told Melody Maker in May 1977;  
MŢ ŷƂƁLƇ ƅƈƆŻ ŵŴŶž ŴŹƇŸƅ Ŵ źżź ŴƁŷ ƃƈƇ ƂƁ 
Strange Days for some new ideas to rip off. We 
do have the same line up as The Doors but 
Dave had never heard of them until he met us. 
šŸ ƊŴƆ ƀƂƅŸ żƁƇƂ ŲŸƆ ŴƁŷ ƆƇƈŹŹ ſżžŸ ƇŻŴƇ.N ŢƇ żƆ 
little wonder then, that The Stranglers were 
looked upon suspiciously by the media and the 
punk in crowd alike, when their lead singer was 
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mentioning Yes as an influence to their musical 
ƆƇƌſŸ. MũƅƂź ŻŴŷ ŵŸŶƂƀŸ Ŵ ŷżƅƇƌ ƊƂƅŷ żƁ 1977N, 
noted one Rick Wakemen, and punk was 
initially a reaction of the youth who were 
feeling at odds with the often emotionless and 
pointless musical ramblings of prog rock. Punk 
was DIY; it was angry, ŷżŷƁLƇ ŻŴƉŸ ƇƂ ŵŸ ƇƈƁŸŹƈſ 
and was all about expression, aggression and 
abolishing the old way. At first, when the word 
punk began to be associated with this exciting 
new musical movement, there seemed to be a 
real point in challenging the rules and 
conventions. But as Hugh Cornwell once 
ƁƂƇŸŷ, MƆƂƂƁ, ƇŻŸƅŸ ƊŸƅŸ ƇƂƂ ƀŴƁƌ ƅƈſŸƆ ƊżƇŻ 
ƊŻŴƇ ƃƈƁž ƊŴƆ ƆƈƃƃƂƆŸŷ ƇƂ ŵŸ.N ŢƇ Ŵſſ ŵŸŶŴƀŸ 
uniformed, rules were set in place and punk 
itself became a boring institution. It was 
inevitable it would soon self destruct. Johnny 
Rotten once said The Sex Pistols set out to 
destroy rock and roll and the rock star image 
inevitably attached to it.  They failed in the end 
but for a while a nation believed this punk rock 
was actually a dangerous form of incitement 
for some kind of urban chaos. 

George Melly once dubbed The 
ŬƇƅŴƁźſŸƅƆ MƇŻŸ ŝŴŷŴżƆƇƆ ƂŹ ƇŻŸ ƃƈƁž ƅƂŶž 
ŵƂƂƀ.N ŰŻżſŸ Ţ ŴźƅŸŸ żƁ ƆƂƀŸ ƃŴƅƇ, ƃŴƅƇżŶƈſŴƅſƌ 
ƊżƇŻ ƇŻŸ ƆƈƅƅŸŴſ ŸſŸƀŸƁƇ ƂŹ ƇŻŸ ŵŴƁŷLƆ ƆƂƈƁŷ, 
ƂƁ ƇŻŸ ƊŻƂſŸ ŭŻŸ ŬƇƅŴƁźſŸƅƆL ƀƈƆżŶ ŻŴŷ ſżƇƇſŸ ƇƂ 
do with the nonsensical elements of dada; it 
was all so more thought out, planned and 
intricately put together. Even Melly once 
ƁƂƇŸŷ, MŭŻŸƌ ƊŸƅŸ ƇƂƂ ƃƅƂŹżŶżŸƁƇ ƇƂ ŵŸ ƃƈƁž.N 

If one thing is certain though, upon 
reflection, the Stranglers were never really 
considered a punk band. Even to this day 
ƃŸƂƃſŸ ŴƅŸ ŷŸŵŴƇżƁź ƇŻŸ KƊŸƅŸ ƇŻŸƌ Ƃƅ ƊŸƅŸƁLƇ 
ƇŻŸƌL ŴƅźƈƀŸƁƇ, ƂƉŸƅ 30 ƌŸŴƅƆ ƂƁ. ŭŻżƆ ƆŻƂƊƆ 
what an important band The Stranglers are, 
and how the mere mention of them can so 
often anger the stubborn punk puritans. 
MśŚŧŝ ŰŚŠŨŧ ţŮŦũŞūŬ!N  ŭŻŸƌ ŶŸƅƇainly 
had the attitude and the aggression, but they 
were admittedly a little too musically 
competent to fit the genre. People slap this on 
The Stranglers as if it were a flaw; musical 
competency? Ha, who needs it?! But after the 
punk era The Stranglers musical scope 
progressed to a ridiculously varied level, and 
even into the 1990s they were still scoring the 
odd hit single. To this day they sell out venues 
in their new line up, while their former 

frontman continues his varied, fruitful solo 
career; proving that for whatever reason they 
have out lived all their 77 contemporaries. The 
Stranglers have never fitted neatly into a 
genre, and it has never been fashionable to like 
ƇŻŸƀ. MŭŻŸƌ ƊŸƅŸ ƇŻŸ ŹżƅƆƇ ŵŴƁŷ żƇ ƊŴƆ ƈƁŶƂƂſ 
ƇƂ ſżžŸ ƊżƇŻ ƀƌ ƀŴƇŸƆ ŴƇ ƆŶŻƂƂſ,N ƆŴżŷ Phil 
ţƈƃżƇƈƆ. ŧƂƊŴŷŴƌƆ żƇLƆ ŭŻŸ ŬŸƋ ũżƆƇƂſƆ ŴƁŷ ŭŻŸ 
Clash that get the credit, but the truth is The 
Stranglers were doing it all before them and 
doing it better too. Ooh the controversy. I 
know some people reading this will not agree 
with me, but this is merely a view I have on the 
ŸƅŴ ƂŹ ƃƈƁž żƁ 77. Ţ ƊŴƆƁLƇ ƇŻŸƅŸ, Ţ ƊŴƆƁLƇ ŸƉŸƁ 
born, but in retrospect it is The Stranglers who 
stand out to me; as outsiders and the best of a 
bunch. 

 Starting the magazine with the fact that 
The Stranglers were the outsiders of an 
ƂƈƇƆżŷŸƅLƆ ƀƈƆżŶŴſ ƀƂƉŸƀŸƁƇ żƆ ƉŸƅƌ ŹżƇƇżƁź 
indeed. In 77 they sold more records than all 
the other punk groups put together and in 
those speedy 12 months racked up over 100 
gigs, two hit albums, three top ten hit singles, 
rabid media frenzy and international 
controversy. All this is down, in some great 
part, to their seminal masterpiece of 1977, 
Rattus Norvegicus, the album that established 
them and embedded their unique music into 
ƇŻŸ ƁŴƇżƂƁLƆ ƃƆƌŶŻŸ; Ŵ źƅżƇƇƌ, źƅƂƇƇƌ, ŹżſƇŻƌ ƃƈƁž 
album that has stood the test of time and 
slipped into almost mythical status. Of course 
their success was capitalised on quickly with a 
second LP, No More Heroes later in the year. 

The Stranglers could have been global 
superstars, for sure; they had the talent, the 
drive and the star quality just right for world 
ŷƂƀżƁŴƇżƂƁ. śƈƇ ƇŻżƁźƆ ŴƅŸƁLƇ ŴſƊŴƌƆ ƇŻŴƇ 
simple are they? Put four very different and 



very eccentric characters together and the 
results are bound to be spectacular, turbulent 
and at times far from perfect. All the great 
bands of the 20th Century owed much of their 
success to their media images. The Beatles 
were lovable mop tops, trusted by parents, 
ideal role models for their kiddies but a little 
bit whacky too; their charm was utterly 
irresistible. Of course, it is always the more 
flawed bands that are the most interesting; 
would The Kinks have been half as prolific and 
dynamic without the love- hate (or should I say 
hate P hate) relationship between Ray and 
Dave, the Davies brothers? Would The Velvet 
Underground have been so interesting to later 
generations had they stuck to the norm of 
popular music and not alienated half the 
concert goers in 1960s America?  

We can look back now on the years of 

punk and dissect the era as much as we like. 
The tales that tie in with The Stranglers are 
endlessly fascinating; they are infamous for 
their somewhat hostile behaviour, especially 
towards journalists, which may have something 
to do with the fact that they have been ignored 
in all the most influential books of this period 
of music history. They were feared by some, 
ŻŴƇŸŷ ŵƌ ƂƇŻŸƅƆ, ŵƈƇ żŷƂſżƆŸŷ ŵƌ ƆƂ ƀŴƁƌ. MŭŻŸ 
ŷżƅƇƌ Ƃſŷ ƀŸƁ ƂŹ ƃƈƁž ƅƂŶžN. ŬƂ ƊŻƌ ƇŻŸƁ ŻŴƉŸ 
they been pushed to one side, ignored, almost 

snipped out of the punk story? Why the 
establishment has so shamelessly chosen to 
ignore them is to be forever debated among 
those who love them and hate them. Why has 
rock buried one of its true survivors while 
applauding their far inferior contemporaries? 
Well, there are a number of reasons for this, 
some justified, some not so justified. All of this 
and more can be explored and perhaps 
understood in the early era of the band. In this 
book, I will examine the time when The 
Stranglers formed, became a part of the punk 
phenomenon, when Rattus Norvegicus began 
to take shape and was unleashed on the public, 
and when the band became labelled sexist 
thugs by the media with the release of their No 
More Heroes album. At the same time I will try 
and put them back in the story, using any 
methods that I am capable of. This is an in 
depth look at a legendary period in British rock 
when, for a short while, Britain was dominated 
by four aggressive eccentrics in dirty clothes. 
No band had previously done what The 
Stranglers did and no one has done it since; 
they are, in a word, unique. I will hopefully 
reignite some żƁƇŸƅŸƆƇ żƁƇƂ ƃƈƁžLƆ ſƂƆƇ ŻŸƅƂŸƆ 
to those who are unaware of their importance 
ŴƁŷ ƆŻŸŷ ƁŸƊ ſżźŻƇ ƂƁ ƂƁŸ ƂŹ ƅƂŶžLƆ ƀƂƆƇ ƈƁŷŸƅ 
rated, brilliant bands. I love the Stranglers and 
Ţ Ŵƀ ƁƂƇ źƂżƁź ƇƂ ƃƅŸƇŸƁŷ Ţ ŷƂƁLƇ. ŬƂ żŹ ƇŻżƆ 
book seems a little biased, that is perhaps 
ŵŸŶŴƈƆŸ żƇ żƆ, ŴƇ ſŸŴƆƇ Ŵ ſżƇƇſŸ ŴƁƌƊŴƌ. ŬƇƅŴƁźſŸƅƆL 
anoraks are not likely to find out a lot of new 
stuff here, perhaps a few new views from 
people who there and myself, but the part time 
fan or even the younger ones will be 
astonished by the tale that follows. So, I 
suggest putting on their first three albums 
ƊŻżſŸ ƌƂƈLƅŸ ƅŸŴŷżƁź ƇŻżƆ; ƇŻŴƇLſſ źŸƇ ƌƂƈ żƁ ƇŻŸ 
mood alright. I would like to thank Martin 
Booth for letting me use his previously unseen 
images of The Stranglers at Barbarellas in 
Birmingham, 1977 and Klaus Hitscher for his 
photos too; also thanks to the people who took 
time in answering my questions in interviews; 
Barry Cain, Martin Rushent, Tim Lott, Chris 
Twomey, Alan Edwards. 
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IN THE BEGINNING  
 

MŧƂŵƂŷƌ ƊŴƁƇŸŷ ŭŻŸ ŬƇƅŴƁźſŸƅƆ!N 

                                      -Ian Grant 

Brian Duffy was clearly having, what is 
commonly known as, a mid life crisis. Married 
and with several successful businesses to his 
ÎÁÍÅȟ ÉÔ ÃÌÅÁÒÌÙ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÍ 
anymore. In 1973, at the age of 35, he owned a 
fleet of ice cream vans and an off license 
situated in Guildford; he was also married to 
his second wife Helena. Having previously been 
a jazz drummer as far back as the 1950s, Duffy 
had always had a fondness for the instrument 
and was keen to return to the old skins one 
day. In his younger years he had dabbled with 
the piano and the violin before moving on to 
drums. He had some minor success on the 
cabaret and jazz scene of the 50s, at one point 
ÅÖÅÎ ÄÒÕÍÍÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ *ÕÌÉÅ !ÎÄÒÅ×Óȭ ÍÕÍȟ 
Barbara, who lived nearby in Walton on 
Thames. Although he was into the jazzier style, 
Jet recalls the moment he first heard rock and 
roll on the radio. For the youth it was exciting, 
ÂÕÔ *ÅÔȭÓ ÄÁÄȟ ÌÉËÅ ÍÏÓÔ ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓ ÁÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÉÍÅȟ 
hated this noisy new craze. He was often heard 
ÙÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÏÕÔȟ Ȱ4ÕÒÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÒÁÃËÅÔ ÄÏ×ÎȦȱ "Ù ÔÈÅ 
early 70s, a predictable existence in business 
had ensued, but in the autumn of his years he 
had had enough of married life and decided to 
start a band.  

Ȱ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÈÁÓ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ 
better thÁÎ ÔÈÉÓȦ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÔÈÁÔȢ 
4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÙ ) ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÒÔ Á ÂÁÎÄȢȱ  

At first he drummed for the odd group 
here and there but felt no real mental or 
creative connection to any of the musicians he 
encountered. His offbeat ideas obviously 
needed more off beat people to bounce around 
with. Here was a middle aged man, clear to the 
fact that he was going against conventions by 
even considering a serious career in music at 
his age, given the fact most pop stars were in 
their early 20s when they made it. He would 
search for almost a year before he found the 
perfect partner to match his musical interests.  
 Coming over from Sweden with two 
American draft dodgers and a Swede was one 
Hugh Cornwell, a biochemistry graduate and 
musician who was desperate to get his group, 
Johnny Sox, off the ground but was having little 
success. His guitar style was quirky and his 
manners were odd; a true English eccentric. 
Perfect. 

Hugh was born in Kentish town in 1949 
to a middle class family. He attended William 
Ellis School where he had befriended a certain 
Richard Thompson, future founder of folk 
ÒÏÃËÅÒÓ &ÁÉÒÐÏÒÔ #ÏÎÖÅÎÔÉÏÎȢ Ȱ%ÖÅÎ ÔÈÅÎ ÈÅ 
×ÁÓ ÁÍÁÚÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÉÔÁÒȟȱ (ÕÇÈ ÓÁÉÄȢ 
Thompson taught Hugh how to play bass for 
their band, Emile and the Detectives. They 
played a few gigs, perhaps most impressively 
supporting Helen Shapiro. But when Hugh 
stayed on for his A levels, Richard left school 
and went off to form the legendary Fairport 
Convention. They lost touch with each other 
and have only recently met up again, some 40 
years later.  
 His early musical interests were in the 
many eclectic styles echoing around his 
childhood home; a dad into classical and a 
brother into jazz. As a teenager Hugh would 
often sneak out to the Marquee, the legendary 
London venue, taking in such great acts as the 
Yardbirds; a mixed palette of musical 
consciousness indeed and perhaps a part of the 
reason he became so musically off beat in his 
later styles. While at Bristol University, where 
he was studying Biochemistry, Hugh often 
busked with his acoustic guitar, playing 
renditions of Beatles and Hendrix tracks. He 
ÅÖÅÎ ÐÌÁÙÅÄ ÉÎ +ÅÉÔÈ &ÌÏÙÄȭÓ ÒÅÓÔÁÕÒÁÎÔÓ ÆÏÒ Á 
while, beginning a great friendship with the 
late, wine loving TV legend. It was upon 



graduating that Hugh went to Lund University 
in Sweden to fill out a research post and where 
his interest in Biochemistry soon began to dim 
in favour of music. He formed a band, Johnny 
Sox and played various Swedish festivals. While 
in Sweden, Hugh had befriended a bank robber 
named Kai Hanson, who was the bÁÎÄȭÓ ȰÆÁÉÒÙ 
ÇÏÄ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȱ ÌÉËÅ ÆÉÇÕÒÅȠ ÎÏÔ ÏÎÌÙ ÄÉÄ ÈÅ ÇÉÖÅ 
them stolen notes to fill up their tank, he also 
gave them their tour van in the first place. It 
seems that hints of danger and notoriety were 
around Hugh well before the formation of The 
Stranglers. The band was at this point called 
Johnny Sox, but over the next couple of years 
this group would slowly mutate into The 
Stranglers. When Hugh and the band came over 
to England they met up with the ambitious 
Brian Duffy, now calling himself Jet Black, who 
auditioned for Johnny Sox.  

Ȱ) ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÕÄÉÔÉÏÎȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ 
ÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á ÓÑÕÁÔ ÉÎ #ÁÍÄÅÎ 4Ï×ÎȢȟȱ ÒÅÃÁÌÌÅÄ 
*ÅÔȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÉÒ ÄÒÕÍÍÅÒ ÈÁÄ ÑÕÉÔ ÁÎÄ ) ÄÉÄ Á 
ÒÅÈÅÁÒÓÁÌȢ ) ÓÁÉÄ Ȭ×ÈÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÌÉÖÅ 
down in Guildford with me? I have got this 
huge building, I can put you all up, we got 
ÒÅÈÅÁÒÓÁÌ ÒÏÏÍÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÕÆÆȭȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÏÎÌÙ ×ÈÅÎ ) 
said I had an off license that they agreed that it 
would be a good idea to move to Guildford. 
After two weeks it became obvious no one in 
the band had any real ambition at all except for 
(ÕÇÈȢȱ *ÅÔ ÌÉËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÐÉÒÉÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÐ ÂÕÔ 
admitted their distinct lack of professionalism 
as a unit was a problem. But he was more than 
ÉÎÓÐÉÒÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÅØÃÉÔÅÄ ÂÙ (ÕÇÈȭÓ ÅÎÅÒÇÙȟ 
enthusiasm and ambition for music. They got 
on like a house on fire. Although Jet was a fair 
bit older than Hugh, the two of them had much 
in common and shared a quirky interest in 
their musical outlook and sense of humour. 
They began jamming together as a unit, but it 
was becoming clear that the other band 
members were feeling alienated by Jet and 
(ÕÇÈȭÓ ÏÂÖÉÏÕÓ ÃÌÏÓÅÎÅÓÓȢ (ÕÇÈ ÈÁÓ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ 
original goal was to get in on the burgeoning 
pub rock scene, a plan he shared with Jet. 

In typically tongue in cheek fashion, 
Hugh recalled the line up formation in Zig Zag 
Magazine.  

"It happened by accident. There was this 
band that came from Sweden, who shall be 
nameless. They were a four piece which 
included two American deserters, one Swedish 
national and an English deserter. We came 
across to Britain to do pub gigs but blew them 

out because they weren't any good. Well, the 
drummer got draft-dodging blues and split 
back to Sweden, then this amazing piece of 
flesh here (pointing to Jet Black) said 'Come 
down to Guilford and rehearse, and we'll get it 
really good'. So the band moved down to 
Guilford ɀ the Swedish national, the American 
deserter and me ɀ and started rehearsing with 
Jet. It was taking months getting it together and 
they didn't realise the amount of time it takes 
to get started. They suddenly realised maybe 
they should be getting into better things and 
split, leaving me and Jet with a place to live and 
a rehearsal room". 

One day, before taking off back to his 
homeland, draft dodging Chicago Mike had 
hitched a ride from a paint truck driver, a 
young man with a shaved head and a baby face. 
His name was JJ. Burnel.  

** "ÕÒÎÅÌȡ Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ×ÁÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÂÁÃË ÆÒÏÍ 
karate, which has been and remains my lifelong 
passion. I was in my van driving along the old 
A3 in Kingston and I stopped to give this long-
haired, American guy a lift to Guildford. He 
happened to be the lead singer of a band, who'd 
come over from Sweden with a few other guys. 
They were living above this off licence, owned 
by Jet Black. Jet had then become their 
drummer and had moved everyone into his off 
licence. That's ÈÏ× ) ÍÅÔ (ÕÇÈ ÁÎÄ *ÅÔȢȱ 

After the draft dodgers returned to the 
US when Carter gave them amnesty and the 
Swede returned to live with his family, Hugh 

javascript:;


and Jet were left alone. It was an odd scenario, 
but to make matters even stranger, Hugh had 
moved into the off license where Jet lived with 
his wife. It was clear Helena was not too happy 
about having this strange unemployed 
musician living in their home.  
 Bored and depressed one day about the 
lack of progress with the band, Hugh paid JJ a 
visit. He had his address, so he took round a 
bottle of wine and as the two men got drunker, 
Hugh asked JJ if he would be interested in 
joining the band with him and Jet. Although he 
could play classical guitar, JJ had never 
considered a serious musical career; in fact he 
wanted to move to the USA to become a Harley 
Davidson mechanic and had an avid interest in 
Karate, planning eventually to go to Japan to 
ÏÂÔÁÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÂÌÁÃË ÂÅÌÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÐÏÒÔȢ (ÕÇÈȡ Ȱ) ÓÁÉÄȟ 
Ȭ3ÔÉÃË ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅ ËÉÄ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÂÕÙ 
your own Harley DavidsÏÎȢȭ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÌÅÆÔ ÈÉÓ ÊÏÂ 
and broke his arm in karate when he turned up, 
×ÈÉÃÈ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÇÏÏÄ ÓÔÁÒÔȢ 4ÈÅÎ ×Å 
started rehearsing like mad in this scout hut 
ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ 'ÕÉÌÄÆÏÒÄȢȱ 

Born to French restaurateur parents in 
Notting Hill, 1952, Jean Jacques had grown into 
a defensive, aggressive young adult after being 
bullied at school, hence his eventual fondness 
for the art of self defence. As a teen he changed 
his name to John, as to avoid the inevitable 
prejudice that would be garnered by his French 
heritage. At school he was a member of the 
debating society, The British League of Youth, 
ruffling the feathers of his teachers and being 
labelled a trouble causer. School friend Brian 
#ÒÏÏË ÒÅÃÁÌÌÅÄ **ȭÓ ÒÅÂÅÌÌÉÏÕÓ ÎÁÔÕÒÅȟ ÒÅÃÏÕÎÔÉÎÇ 
an incident that could have come right out of 
,ÉÎÄÓÁÙ !ÎÄÅÒÓÏÎȭÓ )ÆȢȢȟ ×ÈÅÎ ** ÂÒÏËÅ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ 
school weaponry department and held two 
people up at gun point. He was an outsider, a 
loner; generally what The Stranglers were to 
become in their years at the forefront of 
popular music. 

JJ and Hugh instantly connected as 
ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȢ Ȱ7Å ×ÅÒÅ ÌÉËÅ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒÓȟȱ ** ÈÁÓ ÓÉÎÃÅ 
ÓÁÉÄȢ ȰHugh was a few years older than me and I 
looked up to him, and he taught me a lot of 
things. He was more worldly than me, and 
musically more advanced." It has been 
documented that during the most rebellious 
phase of his teenage years JJ was involved with 
the Hells Angels in Kingston on Thames. His 
handiness in the field of karate meant he was 
definitely capable of backing up his words. 

Hugh on the other hand was not violent as such 
but had a wicked way with words. Together 
they formed the confrontational core of the 
notorious Stranglers that would dominate the 
ÐÏÐ ÃÈÁÒÔÓ ÉÎ ÊÕÓÔ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÙÅÁÒȭÓ ÔÉÍÅȢ 

Quite soon JJ had moved into the off 
ÌÉÃÅÎÓÅ ÔÏÏȢ 3ÅÅÉÎÇ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓÎȭt much going 
on with the band, Hugh and JJ took their time in 
helping out Jet with his business; selling ice 
cream down by the river, setting the van up 
near schools and working behind the counter 
in the off license. As they made use of 
themselves in the work environment, they took 
every opportunity to jam. Jet claims he was the 
only responsible one out of the three, 
something of a dad like figure to the two 
ÍÉÓÃÈÉÅÖÏÕÓ ÂÏÙÓȟ ** ÁÎÄ (ÕÇÈȢ #ÁÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ 
picture it? 

 Ȱ)Ô ×ÁÓ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅ ÅØÉÓÔÅÎÃÅȟ ÓÅÌÌÉÎÇ 
ice cream and wine and playing in a band at the 
ÓÁÍÅ ÔÉÍÅȢȱ (ÕÇÈ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ)Ô ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ 
disillusionment with what we were hearing. 
7Å ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇȭÓ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÍÕÓÉÃȟ 
ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ÅØÃÉÔÅÍÅÎÔ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅȢ 3Ï ×Å ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ 
×Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÄÏ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÏÕÒÓÅÌÖÅÓȢȱ  

Hugh sold JJ his Fender bass and before 
too long Burnel was mastering the instrument. 
The fact he was classically trained may explain 

javascript:;


his rather unique approach to the bass; he 
plays it like no other with great complexity and 
aggression. He is utterly one off. The three of 
them, when any chance arose, would spend 
hours jamming in the spare room, or at the 
scout hut, getting a tight rhythm section going. 
They were now calling themselves Wander 
Lust, a name which, thank god, would not last 
too long. Hugh recalls him and JJ listening to 
The Velvet Underground and rolling joints to 
Pink Floyd, or sitting in the garden as JJ played 
classical guitar on sunny days. Although the 
band was getting well oiled, they knew an extra 
instrument was required to pad out their 
minimal sound. Hugh remembered a musician 
he had known from Johnny Sox in Sweden by 
the name of Hans Warmling. Excited, Hugh 
called Hans and asked him if he wanted to 
come over and join his new band. He agreed 
and a few weeks later, Mr Warmling was also 
livin g in the off license. Warmling had been a 
member of the band The Jackie Fountains and 
the semi famous, Sputniks, and was quite a 
song writer in his own right. When in Johnny 
Sox, Hans had written some 500 songs and 
Hugh, always an expert with words, wrote 
English lyrics to accompany these fine musical 
pieces. Hugh has called Hans his inspiration 
and the man who really made him believe he 
could pursue a musical career.  

In Guildford, now with the band line up 
consisting of Hugh Cornwell on guitar and 
vocals, JJ Burnel on the bass, Jet Black on drums 
and Hans Warmling on guitar, sax and 
keyboards, they took a similar route to 
mastering their output. Although much of their 
set was made up of covers, Hans and Hugh 
worked on a few numbers together. The most 
notable ones from this period are Chinatown (a 
cinematic instrumental), My Young Dreams 
(later to be re recorded by Marriage of 
Convenience which featured Jet on drums) and 
the legendary Strange Little Girl (a later top ten 
ÈÉÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÎÄ ÉÎ ρωψςɊȢ 4ÈÅ ÂÁÎÄȭÓ first demo 
containing these tracks, which was sent round 
and rejected from every label in London, was 
recorded at TW Studios in 1974, the very same 
studio the band recorded their first two albums 
at. But at the time of their early recording 
session it was a basic, badly equipped studio, 
and a far cry from the fairly high production 
quality it had reached by 1977. 

 Hans is kind of forgotten by most part 
ÔÉÍÅ 3ÔÒÁÎÇÌÅÒȭÓ ÆÁÎÓ ÁÎÄ ÏÎÌÙ ÒÅÁÌ ÁÖÉÄ 
researchers will be aware of his existence.  

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ a forgotten Beatle, 
ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ Á ÆÏÒÇÏÔÔÅÎ 3ÔÒÁÎÇÌÅÒȟȱ *ÅÔ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ(Å ×ÁÓ 
stunning technically, easily the best musician in 
the band. We had gone through a few different 
musicians to try and get something we thought 
worked and one of these people was Hans. He 
only worked with us for 6 months. He was one 
of these rare people who lived and breathed 
ÍÕÓÉÃ ςτ ÈÏÕÒÓ Á ÄÁÙȢȱ 

Around 1975, the band began gigging 
regularly, with mostly nightmarish results. It 
seemed no one was digging what they were 
doing.  

Ȱ0ÅÏÐÌÅȭÓ reactions were very polarised. 
Our first gig was in the middle of East Anglia 
and our soundman got attacked by a middle 
ÁÇÅÄ ×ÏÍÁÎ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÈÁÎÄÂÁÇȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ (ÕÇÈȢ Ȱ3ÈÅ 
ÓÁÉÄ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÄÉÓÇÕÓÔÉÎÇȢ 3ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ȬÔÕÒÎ ÔÈÅÍ 
ÏÆÆȦȭ %ÖÅÎ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÖÅÒÙ ÓÔÁÒÔ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ ÈÁÄ 
people fanatically for us and fanatically against 
ÕÓȢ "ÕÔ ×Å ÌÉËÅ ÉÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

)Î ÃÌÏÓÅ ÁÇÒÅÅÍÅÎÔ ** ÒÅÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÎÄȭÓ 
ÆÉÒÓÔ ÇÉÇ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÉÎ ,ÏÎÄÏÎȟ ÏÒ ÊÕÓÔ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ ÉÔȢ Ȱ)Ô 
was marred by violence. Our mixer was 
ÁÔÔÁÃËÅÄȢȱ 

It was near enough standard rock music 
at this point but the band all believed in what 
they were doing, determined to be successful. 
Looking back, the band recalls their style and 
format noticeably different to the current 
trends of that time. The band themselves also 
looked very dissimilar to everyone else on the 
scene, especially Jet who at this point 
apparently had blonde peroxide hair. Even 
though they were carving the rugged start of an 
image, they still had not agreed on a proper 
name. After a rather unsatisfactory gig one 
night, JJ calmÌÙ ÓÉÇÈÅÄȟ Ȱ×ÅÌÌ ÔÈÅ 3ÔÒÁÎÇÌÅÒÓ 
ÈÁÖÅ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÄÏÎÅ ÉÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÎÁÍÅ 4ÈÅ 
Stranglers started off as a kind of joke, but it 
began to stick with them. At first, when Hans 
was still in the group, they were known as The 
Guildford Stranglers, later to be shortened 
down to The Stranglers. 
 Also while Hans was still around, the 
band had recorded a demo for a reggae label 
called Safari Records. The three songs on it, 
Wasted, My Young Dreams and Strange Little 
Girl sound nothing like the Stranglers material 
that began to grow more aggressive in late 
1976, but the demo still has a certain melodic 



edge and charm. The head of the label, Reg 
McLean, paid for the recordings and even 
convinced Hugh and JJ to rent out their rather 
battered PA system to other acts.  Occasionally 
they would drive the speakers and mixing deck 
down town to be used by a black girl group. 
Often finding themselves the only white people 
at these gigs, Hugh and JJ soon settled in with 
ÔÈÅ ȰÓÍÏËÙ ÁÉÒȱ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÉÌÌÅÄ ÁÔÍÏÓÐÈÅÒÅ ÏÆ 
the black communiÔÙȢ Ȱ7Å ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÌÉÓÔÅÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ 
ÒÅÇÇÁÅ ÁÌÌ ÎÉÇÈÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ (ÕÇÈȟ Ȱ3Ï 0ÅÁÃÈÅÓ ×ÁÓ 
ÏÕÒ ÁÔÔÅÍÐÔ ÁÔ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 
 However, the record label who had 
promised the band a hit single release with My 
Young Dreams, which was picked as the stand 
out track, proved to be far from credible. Reg 
had recorded the songs and then had no 
intention of ever doing anything with them. He 
would get a band to sign a contract, do nothing 
with their demos and then make a cheap buck 
when a proper label came along wanting to 
sign them. The band managed to slither out of 
the contract by pretending to have split up, but 
this brief taste of possible success being 
shattered right before their eyes really 
ÄÁÍÁÇÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÐȭÓ ÓÐÉÒÉÔȢ "ÕÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÓÏÏÎȟ 
they would be getting rather used to constant 
defeat and disappointment. 
 By now, Hans was growing increasingly 
ÆÒÕÓÔÒÁÔÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÎÄȭÓ ÌÉÖÅ ÓÅÔȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ×ÁÓ 
mostly made up of cover versions. There was a 
tongue in cheek version of the David Gates hit, 
If which was recited by Jet in the style that 
Telly Savalas had scored a hit with it (why oh 
×ÈÙ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ Á ÒÅÃÏÒÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȩɊȢ 4ÈÅ 
Beatles and old rock n roll numbers were 
acceptable, but one song just pissed Hans off 
too much.  

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÙ (ÁÎÓ ÌÅÆÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ (ÕÇÈȟ Ȱ4ÉÅ Á 
Yellow Ribbon was the straw that broke his 
back. There are a lot of chords in it, about 40 or 
50. Major sevenths, diminished ninths. He just 
ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÂÏÔÈÅÒÅÄ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÒÎ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÌÌȢ Ȭ7Å 
have better songs than this, Hugh, why are we 
ÐÌÁÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓȩȭ (Å ×ÁÓ ÁÂÓÏÌÕÔÅÌÙ ÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ 
 Hans left the band, funnily enough, on 
the way to a gig at a bar mitzvah. Quite simply 
he told them to stop the ice cream van (now 
ÕÓÅÄ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÎÄȭÓ ÔÏÕÒ ÂÕÓɊ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÉÄ 
so, stepped out of their lives forever. That was 
ÉÔȢ (ÕÇÈ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÅÅÔ (ÁÎÓ ÁÇÁin until years 
later, saying he seemed sad and bitter at the 
ÂÁÎÄȭÓ ÓÕÂÓÅÑÕÅÎÔ ÓÕÃÃÅÓÓ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÈÉÍȢ (Å 
died tragically in 1995 in a boating accident.  

  
KEYBOARD/ VOCAL MAN FOR SOFT ROCK 

BAND 

That was exactly how the advertisement 
in the Melody Maker appeared. It also stated 
Ȱ-ÏÓÔÌÙ ÏÒÉÇÉÎÁÌ ÍÁÔÅÒÉÁÌȢ 'ÏÏÄ ÇÅÁÒ ÅÓÓÅÎÔÉÁÌȢ 
!ÃÃÏÍÍÏÄÁÔÉÏÎ ÁÖÁÉÌÁÂÌÅȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÂÁÎÄ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ 
playing as a three piece for a while and agreed 
that a fourth instrument was once again 
required to fill out their tight rhythm section 
now that Hans was gone. The advert attracted a 
whole bunch of hopefuls; a full time sax player 
apparently named Igor (????) was even tried 
out to little success.  As soon as Dave Greenfield 
walked into the room though the strange and 
dynamic atmosphere was instantly apparent. 
Jet said Dave looked like a hippy, with long hair 
and a moustache. But physical prejudice aside, 
this odd looking keyboardist proved to be 
extremely talented, as they ran through all 
their standard numbers, including Hanging 
Around, to tremendÏÕÓ ÒÅÓÕÌÔÓȢ Ȱ(Å ×ÁÓ ÓÏ 
ÒÉÇÈÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÎÄȟȱ *ÅÔ ÓÁÉÄȢ $ÁÖÅ ÒÅÃÁÌÌÓ 
speaking to Jet on the phone prior to meeting 
up with him, asking the drummer why they 
ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÈÉÍ *ÅÔȢ 4ÈÅ ÒÅÐÌÙ ×ÁÓ Ȱ"ÅÃÁÕÓÅ )ȭÍ ÔÈÅ 
ÆÁÔÔÅÓÔ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÏÎ Ô×Ï ÌÅÇÓȢȱ  

Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ) ÍÅÔ ÈÉÍȟȱ $ÁÖÅ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄ ȰÁÎÄ ) 
ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ Ȭ×ÁÉÔ Á ÍÉÎÕÔÅȢ )Ó ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ 
ÂÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÄÄȩȭ "ÕÔ ÎÏȟ ÉÔ ×ÏÒËÅÄ ÆÉÎÅȢȱ (Å ÈÁÄ 
trouble finding the place at first and actually 
had a friend give him a lift to the audition as he 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÃÁÒ ÁÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÉÍÅȢ $ÁÖÅ ÁÄÍÉÔÓ ÈÉÓ 
ini tial thoughts were that these were three 
ÖÅÒÙ ÓÔÒÏÎÇȟ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÃÈÁÒÁÃÔÅÒÓȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ 
ÔÏÏ ÓÕÒÅ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ×ÏÒË ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅÍȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÎÅÖÅÒ 
ËÎÏ× ÔÉÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÔÒÙȢȱ 
 Dave was born in Brighton in 1949; his 
early musical interests were in classical guitar 
and piano, which he taught himself. In his late 
teens he began touring with countless, since 
forgotten bands, in army bases and all over the 
'ÅÒÍÁÎ ÃÌÕÂ ÓÃÅÎÅȢ (Å ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ȰÁÌÍÏÓÔ 
ÓÕÃÃÅÓÓÆÕÌȱ 2ÕÓÔÙ "ÕÔÌÅÒ ÁÔ ÏÎÅ ÐÏÉÎÔȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÓ 
growing increasingly frustrated by every band 
he was involved with either splitting or 
dissolving. When he joined the Stranglers 
though, it is certainly clear he lent them much 
of his musical mastery to their bare three piece 
ÓÏÕÎÄȢ $ÁÖÅȭÓ Ó×ÉÒÌÉÎÇ ËÅÙÂÏÁÒÄ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ 
ÅÎÈÁÎÃÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÎÄȭÓ general feel, and it was 
here their comparisons to The Doors began. 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÌÉÓÔÅÎÅÄ ÔÏ 4ÈÅ $ÏÏÒÓȟȱ $ÁÖÅ 



once said, somewhat defensively. To me the 
comparison to Manzarek is rather irritating, 
and it is certainly clear that Greenfield was 
more of a John Lord fan, he being the man who 
lent Deep Purple their most interesting musical 
aspect. Now the band had grown somewhat 
ÍÏÒÅ ÐÓÙÃÈÅÄÅÌÉÃ ÔÈÁÎ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÁÎÄ 'ÒÅÅÎÆÉÅÌÄȭÓ 
baroque stylings had clearly made the group 
more interesting. His surreal organ touches and 
electric piano solos wonderfully played against 
(ÕÇÈȭÓ ÂÅÎÄÙȟ Á×Ë×ÁÒÄ ÇÕÉÔÁÒ ÓÔÙÌÅȢ  Ȱ(Å ×ÁÓ 
ÖÅÒÙ ÇÏÏÄ ÁÔ ÅÍÂÅÌÌÉÓÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ (ÕÇÈȢ 
Ȱ! ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÒÁÄÅ ÏÆÆ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ËÅÙÂÏÁÒÄÓ 
ÁÎÄ ÇÕÉÔÁÒȢȱ !ÌÌ ÔÈÅ ×ÈÉÌÅ "ÕÒÎÅÌȭÓ ÓÁÖÁÇÅ ÂÁÓÓ 
lines added exÔÒÁ ÍÅÁÔ ÁÌÏÎÇÓÉÄÅ *ÅÔȭÓ 
thundering percussion. They had started to 
create a sound that was totally original. 
 JJ remembers the impact Dave had on 
ÔÈÅ ÂÁÎÄȢ Ȱ*ÅÔ ÁÎÄ (ÕÇÈ ÌÏÖÅÄ 4ÈÅ "ÅÁÔÌÅÓ ÂÕÔ ) 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔȢ ) ×ÁÓ ÓÐÅÎÄÉÎÇ ÁÌÌ ÍÙ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ 
master the bass. When Dave joined he brought 
a darker side in with his gothic organ and I 
could identify more with that and we began to 
ÇÅÔ Á ÄÉÒÅÃÔÉÏÎȢȱ !Ó Á ÕÎÉÔȟ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÎÏ× ÆÏÕÒ 
very different characters creating the strangest 
sounding music one could imagine, four 
eccentric poles colliding together in the middle 
to mutate into the trademark Stranglers sound. 
From the start The Stranglers agreed on a 
democratic system, where all song writing 
credits would be shared equally. This way, the 
running of the group would flow smoother and 

all men were equal.  
 Dave was accepted into the band on a 
Monday and they played their first gig with him 
at Wakefield Festival on the Friday (according 
ÔÏ $ÁÖÅȭÓ ÒÅÃÏÌÌÅÃÔÉÏÎÓɊȟ ÓÏ ÉÔ ÓÅÅÍÓ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÏÒÔ 
of pushed in at the deep end. Now Reg McLean 
was out of the picture, the band were keen to 

get gig work through Savage-Ayris, a small 
company run by Derek Savage, who would be 
able to get the band  bookings in and around 
London. But the company had little interest in 
the group, not seeing great potential in them. 
At this point Brian Crook, a friend of the band, 
was in charge as a part time manager; but 
juggling both his full time job and band 
commitments proved too difficult for him in the 
end. 

It was when Dave joined, and when the 
gigs grew more frequent (a reported 3 out of 
every 4 nights) that the band started to garner 
a small, though loyal, fan base. Of course their 
first gig at the legendary Hope and Anchor 
consisted of one lonesome punter. Apparently, 
JJ got the chap a chair and the band proceeded 
to play their whole set to him. He loved it and 
the following week he brought a few of his 
ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȢ Ȱ)Ô ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÂÕÉÌÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅÒÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ **Ȣ 

Bob Simmons of XL5 recalled a memory 
of a band that could have been: "In 1976, I was 
Á ÇÏÏÄ ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÏÆ $ÁÖÅ 'ÒÅÅÎÆÉÅÌÄȭÓ ÁÎÄ ÁÓËÅÄ 
him about starting a group. But he told me he'd 
joined a group called the Stranglers and they 
had a year's worth of gigs lined up. Because I 
couldn't get him as a keyboard player, we 
ÂÁÓÉÃÁÌÌÙ ÆÏÒÍÅÄ Á ÇÕÉÔÁÒ ÂÁÎÄȢȱ 5ÎÌÕÃËÙȢ 

In late 1975 the group gained 
residencies at the Hope and Anchor in Islington 
ÁÎÄ 4ÈÅ ,ÏÎÄÏÎ 2ÅÄ #Ï×Ȣ 4ÈÅ ÂÁÎÄȭÓ ÓÅÔ ÌÉÓÔ 
was growing more like what is commonly 
known as classic Stranglers material. An early 
fan was Garry Coward Williams, nicknamed 
Chiswick Charlie by Hugh, who took some of 
the first ever photos of the band. Another was 
Charles Edwards who had the honour of having 
a song written about him by The Stranglers, 
called Charlie Boy. A very rough demo of this 
track exists and it is a shame, suggesting from 
the degraded format, that it never got into the 
ÐÒÏÐÅÒ 3ÔÒÁÎÇÌÅÒÓ ÓÅÔȟ ÁÓ ÉÔȬÓ Á ÃÈÁÒÍÉÎÇ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ 
number with a nice melody. There are other 
songs from this era which are particularly 
worth tracking down on bootlegs. I Know It is a 
typically 70s upbeat rocker featuring a fine 
Hugh vocal and a cool groove. JJ sings the 
catchy Make You Mine, and it is in these songs 
we hear a hint of classic Stranglers, although 
this particular song was dropped after Hans 
departed (who incidentally provides the song 
with a neat harmonica solo.) By this point 
though the songs were reshaping and the band 
were getting good at penning catchy numbers. 



Hanging Around, Tomorrow was the Hereafter 
(soon dropped but rereleased as a freebie by 
the Stranglers fan club in 1980), Bitching and 
Get a Grip, among others, were emerging now 
faster, more upbeat and certainly more 
aggressive. 

Hugh has said on many occasions that 
the aggression in their music had come about 
by frustration, not only frustration that their 
music was getting mostly negative reactions 
but also the fact they were all so poor, with a 
ÆÁÒ ÆÒÏÍ ÉÄÅÁÌ ×ÁÙ ÏÆ ÌÉÖÉÎÇȢ *ÅÔȭÓ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓÅÓ 
were not doing so well now and he was slowly 
selling them off. It was around this time that he 
and his wife separated. 

Shane Rawlinson recalled a friend of his 
who had a job ejecting squatters from houses. 
He recalled going to one house in Chiddingfold, 
where he was told a rock band were squatting. 
He went inside and saw mattresses and used 
needles scattered about the floor. Whether this 
×ÁÓ 4ÈÅ 3ÔÒÁÎÇÌÅÒÓ ÏÒ ÎÏÔ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÎÅÖÅÒ ËÎÏ×Ȣ 

The band were now relocated to a house 
in Chiddingfold as mentioned, this being the 
ÂÁÓÉÓ ÆÏÒ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÐȭÓ ÉÌÌ ÆÁÔÅÄ 
ÎÁÍÅÓȢ *ÅÔȟ ÓÐÅÁËÉÎÇ ÉÎ ρωωυȟ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎÓȡ Ȱ7Å 
were first called The Chiddingfold Chokers 
which was an in-house joke in those early days. 
Eventually we ended up with the name the 
3ÔÒÁÎÇÌÅÒÓ ÉÎ ÄÅÓÐÅÒÁÔÉÏÎ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ×Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 
think of something we all agreed on. We were 
sitting round one week writing songs and 
watching the odd movie on TV and every movie 
seemed to have a strangling in it. The name was 
a colossal problem in the early days. When we 
×ÅÒÅ ÒÉÎÇÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÖÅÎÕÅÓ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ Á ÇÉÇ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÁÓË 
ÕÓ ×ÈÁÔ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÁÎÄ ×ÅȭÄ ÓÁÙ 4ÈÅ 
Stranglers and you could hear them creasing on 
the other end or slamming the phone down. It 
was a bit of a handicap, it still is a bit of a 
ÈÁÎÄÉÃÁÐ ÉÎ ÓÏÍÅ ÃÏÕÎÔÒÉÅÓȢȱ  

Incidentally, when approaching pubs 
and venues for gigs by telephone, Hugh would 
enquire what kind of music they put on at their 
establishment. If the answer was that they only 
ÐÕÔ ÏÎ ȰÃÏÕÎÔÒÙ ÁÎÄ ×ÅÓÔÅÒÎȱȟ *ÅÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÒÉÎÇ 
ÕÐ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÄÁÙÓ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ Ȱ×ÅȭÒÅ Á 
ÃÏÕÎÔÒÙ ÂÁÎÄȢȱ /Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ ×ÈÅÎ 4ÈÅ 3ÔÒÁÎÇÌÅÒÓ 
set up and began to play their unique brand of 
sweaty pub rock, the venue owners were far 
from delighted. 

To make matters worse, in Chiddingfold 
the band were so poor that they rarely had 
enough money to get a decent meal. JJ was once 

left alone in the house for two days with no 
money and no food. The only option was to 
walk five miles down the road to pick some 
tomatoes that were growing right beside a 
sewage farm. Desperate times indeed. Hugh 
ÅØÐÌÁÉÎÓȠ Ȱ7Å ×ÅÒÅ ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ÓÏ ÐÏÏÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÌÌ 
we had was enough money to go to the pub and 
buy some mixed nuts and a couple of pints of 
'ÕÉÎÎÅÓÓȢȱ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÒÄ ÔÉÍÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÎÓÐÉÒÅÄ 
the lyrics to tÈÅ ÂÁÎÄȭÓ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÈÉÔ ÓÉÎÇÌÅ 'ÅÔ Á 'ÒÉÐ 
ÏÎ 9ÏÕÒÓÅÌÆȢ Ȱ)Ô ×ÁÓ ÌÉËÅ Á ÐÒÉÓÏÎ ÓÅÎÔÅÎÃÅȟȱ 
Hugh said. Jet summed up this far from hopeful 
ÐÅÒÉÏÄȢ Ȱ4ÉÍÅÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÈÁÒÄȢ )Ô ÔÏÏË Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÈÁÒÄ 
×ÏÒËȢ 3ÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ÉÔ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÓ ÉÆ ×Å ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 
make it until the end of the weekȢȱ 

But Jet was keen to explain that even 
though the band were poor and going down 
like a lead balloon as a live act, they were still 
ÅÎÊÏÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÍÓÅÌÖÅÓȢ Ȱ7Å ×ÅÒÅ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ Á ×ÈÁÌÅ 
of a time, yeah; it was a lot of fun, like a big 
endless party for nearly three years. We didn't 
get paid and we were broke and we were skint 
and we were starving, but we were still having 
a good time, funnily enough. At least that's how 
) ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÉÔȢȱ 

If the gigs were far from well received it 
may have had something to do with the 
ridiculousness of the chosen venues. One gig 
was in Purley at the Conservatives club. Hugh 
remembered this occasion not so fondly, 

 "375 people walked out on us at that 
gig. They all turned up in ultra-smart evening 
dress and as soon as we started they began 
drifting out. By the time we'd finished there 
were about three people left! Right in the 
middle of a number a guy came up and grabbed 
me. I thought he was going to get heavy, but he 
just launched into a very intellectual rap about 
why we weren't workin g with the audience, the 
ethnic quality of the music and bluurrggh!. We 
just told him to piss off and kicked him off the 
stage". Seeing all these people getting so 
offended and alienated by their music helped 
The Stranglers in a special way to fully 
understand what they were doing and what 
ÔÈÅÙ ÒÅÐÒÅÓÅÎÔÅÄȢ Ȱ(ÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÎ ÁÕÄÉÅÎÃÅ ×Å 
could see didnt have the perception and the 
interest in music to even want to listen to us. It 
is often very easy to assess what an audience 
reaction will be by the way they look. So that 
×ÁÓ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÃÏÏÌȢȱ 

Another gig had the band booked as a 
quick replacement for the Ian Gillian Band at 
'ÌÁÓÇÏ× 5ÎÉÖÅÒÓÉÔÙȢ Ȱ7ÅȭÄ ÇÏÎÅ ÕÐ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÉÃÅ 



ÃÒÅÁÍ ÖÁÎȟȱ ** ÒÅÃÁÌÌÅÄ ȰÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÅÒÅ 
ÎÏÔ ÈÁÐÐÙȢ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÅÁÒ ÕÓ ÁÐÁÒÔȢȱ 2ÁÄÉÏ 
producer Stewart Cruickshank recalled the gig 
ÁÓ ȰÁ ÐÈÅÎÏÍÅÎÁÌ ÐÕÎË ÒÏÃË ÐÅÒÆÏÒÍÁÎÃÅȟȱ 
ÁÌÓÏ ÎÏÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ** "ÕÒÎÅÌ ×ÁÓ ȰËÁÒÁÔÅÉÎÇ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ 
ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÇÅȦȱ 4ÈÅ ÂÁÎÄ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÂÁÒÒÉÃÁÄÅ 
themselves into a dressing room to escape the 
angry mob, who were clearly disappointed at 
having to sit through The Stranglers rather 
than The Ian Gillian Band! The fools! The band 
quickly rushed their gear into the ice cream van 
and escaped from Glasgow, amazingly, without 
harm. Other ridiculous gigs were supporting 
Ricky Valance to twelve people and playing, of 
all places, at a Convent! 

The band rarely went down well and 
ÅÁÃÈ ÇÉÇ ×ÁÓ ÁÓ ÄÉÓÁÓÔÒÏÕÓ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔȢ Ȱ7Å 
ÆÒÅÑÕÅÎÔÌÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÐÁÉÄ ÏÒ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÔÏ 
ÇÅÔ ÏÕÔ ÉÆ ×Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÐÌÁÙ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÙ ËÎÅ×Ȣ 
People used to throw tables at usȟȱ 
remembered Jet. 

Derek Savage had now formed the 
Albion agency with Dai Davies, the office of 
which was situated above a ladies hairdressers 
ÉÎ 0ÕÔÎÅÙ ÏÆ ÁÌÌ ÐÌÁÃÅÓȢ Ȱ)Ô ÓÔÕÎË Á×ÆÕÌ ÏÆ ÐÅÒÍ 
ÃÈÅÍÉÃÁÌÓ ÁÓ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÉÎȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ (ÕÇÈȢ 4ÈÅ 
Stranglers began asking the pair of them for 
representation, but initially Savage saw little 
ÐÏÔÅÎÔÉÁÌ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÎÄȢ !ÆÔÅÒ (ÕÇÈȭÓ ÎÏÎÓÔÏÐ 
bombardment of pestering and insistence that 
they sign them (which included a weekly 
cartoon comic strip that Hugh drew, making 
the two of them out to be lazy gits in their 
office) they agreed to help out these four 
strange individuals calling themselves The 
Stranglers.  Hugh said the character of the 
3ÔÒÁÎÇÌÅÒÓ ÁÐÐÅÁÌÅÄ ÔÏ !ÌÂÉÏÎȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ 
we were entertaining; with the ice cream van 
Jet was quite a character. A bizarre collection of 
ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÉÎ Á ÒÏÏÍ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒ ÉÆ 
×Å ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÉÎ Á ÂÁÎÄ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢȱ )Î /ÃÔÏÂÅÒ χυ 
Ian Grant was brought in to take over the case 
and invest more time in the band. Grant had 
some prior experience as an agent and Crook, 
though a loyal friend and of great assistance, 
could not really put in full time efforts for the 
band. The first time Grant saw the band live 
they were supporting Viv Stanshall (ex Bonzo 
$ÏÇ $ÏÏ $ÁÈ "ÁÎÄɊ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ .ÁÓÈÖÉÌÌÅȢ Ȱ4ÈÅ ÓÏÎÇÓ 
wÅÒÅ ÒÉÄÉÃÕÌÏÕÓÌÙ ÃÁÔÃÈÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÁÎÔȢ 3ÅÅÉÎÇ ÁÓ 
the record companies were showing little or no 
ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÎÄȭÓ ÄÅÍÏÓȟ !ÌÂÉÏÎ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÕÒÅ 
the best thing to do now was get The Stranglers 
as many gigs as possible all over the country.  

Chas De Whalley, in the NME, had given 
the band a favourable mention, referring to 
their performance at the Hope and Anchor in 
September 1975. Albion were so pleased with 
$Å 7ÈÁÌÌÅÙȭÓ ÆÁÖÏÕÒÁÂÌÅ ×ÏÒÄÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÓËÅÄ 
him to write a promotional hand out for the 
band. It was here that the mention of the word 
PUNK first became associated with The 
Stranglers. 

To accompany their plans, Ian Grant 
also had the ingenious idea of assigning a top 
publicist to brand the Stranglers in the press 
and create a public persona. Alan Edwards was 
right for the job; he had freelanced for Record 
Mirror and worked for top publicist Keith 
Althman, representing T Rex and The Who, 
among others.  

Hugh and the band were all on the dole 
by now, with no money from the gigs coming 
in. They loved playing ÍÕÓÉÃ ÁÎÄ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÇÉÖÅ 
it up for the world, but frankly they were 
getting nowhere. Warned by the DHSS that he 
HAD to get a job, Hugh got the paper and 
applied for a job as an A Level biology teacher 
for kids who had been ejected from regular 
schooling. Of course the stuffiness and day to 
day, 9 to 5 boredom of the job depressed Hugh 
and made him even more determined to 
succeed in music. Before too long he had been 
sacked from his role at the school for wearing 
jeans to work and drinking at the pub with 
some of his pupils. The place was run by Mrs 
(ÏÂÂÓȟ Á ÓÔÕÃË ÕÐ Ȱ/ÇÒÅÓÓȱ ÁÃÃÏÒÄÉÎÇ ÔÏ (ÕÇÈȢ 
The song School Mam, which eventually 
appeared as the closer on No More Heroes was 
based on a fantasy situation Hugh thought up 
involving Hobbs catching a teacher having sex 
with his pupils. As this woman was so sexually 
repressed, and had never seen anyone having 
sex before, she climaxes at the sight of the 
ÔÅÁÃÈÅÒȭÓ ÆÒÏÌÉÃËÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÅÓ Ȱ×ÉÔÈ ÃÏÎÔÅÎÔÍÅÎÔ 
ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ×ÒÉÎËÌÅÄ ÏÌÄ ÆÁÃÅ ÅÖÅÒ ÍÏÒÅȢȱ  4ÈÅ ÓÏÎÇȟ 
easily one of the most shocking of their live set, 
was made even more outrageous with a stage 
antic Hugh began to do in 1976. Hugh would 
pretend to masturbate his throat and then 
ÐÒÏÃÅÅÄ ÔÏ ȰÅÊÁÃÕÌÁÔÅȱ ÁÌÌ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÏ×Ä ×ÉÔÈ 
his saliva. So with this dramatic wank it may be 
Hugh who inspired the whole punk gobbing 
ÐÈÅÎÏÍÅÎÏÎȢ Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅȟȱ (ÕÇÈ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÓÁÉÄ 
in his defence. 
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*ÅÔ "ÌÁÃËȡ Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ×Å ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÏÕÒ 

kind of music, which is a bit off-beat when one 
looks at current trends. We didn't want to 
follow everybody else and we have stuck to 
that. In the early days the criticism was pretty 
horrendous! Now people realise we are 
refreshingly different and that's what we 
wanna stick to". 

Imagine yourself sat in the crowd at an 
early Stranglers gig, at the Red Cow, the Hope 
and Anchor or the Nashville. There on the stage 
are a group of ragged outcast misfits firing out 
the weirdest, most aggressive music you have 
ever heard; shouting, swearing and basically 
looking old enough to know better. Look to 
your left and you may see a long haired pre Sex  

 
Pistols John Lydon, or a young pre Clash Joe 
3ÔÒÕÍÍÅÒȢ )Æ 4ÈÅ 3ÔÒÁÎÇÌÅÒÓ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÆÕÌÌÙ Á 
ÐÕÎË ÂÁÎÄ ɉÔÈÅ ÐÈÒÁÓÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÙÅÔ ÂÅÅÎ 
associated with them) then why did their style 
and attitude so strongly influence a lot of the 
ÆÕÔÕÒÅ ÂÁÎÄÓ ×ÈÏ ×ÅÒÅ ËÅÙ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÕÂÌÉÃȭÓ 
perception of punk rock? Could it be that Mr 
Rotten and Mr Strummer decided not to admit 
the truth that these guys predated their own 
highly celebrated bands?  The attitude of The 
Stranglers was punk for sure, but the fashion 
ÅÌÅÍÅÎÔȟ ×ÅÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÁÃÃÉÄÅÎÔÁÌȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÙ 
adopted the safety pin as a fashion prop, but 
our attire was degraded through poverty. I 
ÔÈÉÎË ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÔÏÏË ÉÔ ÕÐ ÁÓ Á ÆÁÓÈÉÏÎȟȱ *ÅÔ "ÌÁÃË 
later said.  

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÐÕÎËÓ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 
$ÁÖÅȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ÃÁÎ ÃÁÌÌ ÍÅ ÁÎ ÏÌÄ ÐÕÎË ÎÏ×ȟ ÆÉÎÅȟ ) 
ËÎÏ× ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔȢȱ 

Hugh recalls the difficulties of remaining 
a part of the punk in crowd amidst the wave of 
ÂÁÎÄÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÉÎȢ Ȱ)Ô ×ÁÓ ÖÅÒÙ ÈÁÒÄ ÔÏ ÒÅÍÁÉÎ Á 
separate identity at that time. All these bands 
were coming to see us before they even started 
playing at the Red Cow and Hope and Anchor. 
In fact Chrissie Hynde offered to be our singer. 
)Ô ×ÁÓ Á ÎÉÃÅ ÏÆÆÅÒ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÁÎÙ ÒÏÏÍ 
ÒÅÁÌÌÙȢȱ 


