
involved. Not just watching,
but playing something. We
decided to form a band and
become punk rock stars. It
didn't matter that most of us
couldn't actually play
anything that could come
later. The idea of a band was
more important.

I decided to play drums
(you just sort of hit things),
John Hunter (aka John No-
One) sort of sang, Peter
Hoffman played guitar, and
Jonathan Griffiths (aka
Jonathan Jamrag) hit a bass
guitar. We called ourselves
"Rooter" because it sounded
offensive.

The first things we
"learned" were London’s
‘Everyone’s A Winner' and
the Ramones’ ‘California
Sun' and, for some
reason that escapes me
now, Ray Columbus and the
Invaders' 'She's A Mod’. We
also wrote some fine
originals, with ‘Disco Sucks;
‘Short Haired Rock 'n' Roll'
and 'Never Been To Borstal’

the last written in
homage to Tonar St in
Northcote, where nearly
everyone had gone away
except for me and John
we were nice boys,
remember!

One day in March 1978,
the club called Zwines
opened and it became a sort
of Mecca, featuring the
Scavs, Junk, the Stimulators,
the Wrecks (with Jed Town)
and a few bewildered
"straight" bands, including a
smirking Dudes. The place
never was extremely popular

it was too low-life for that.
The close proximity of Babes
disco added that extra tinge
of excitement, highlighted by
some pitched battles in the
alley. There was a moment
of truce with a punk-disco
get-together around
Christmas, where everybody
danced to the Village People

and Sham 69. But there
were always those police
raids for drugs to make you
feel safer. Zwines' toilet just
stopped working after too
many police visits.

Rooter made its debut
one Thursday, with about
eight people watching. I
seem to remember it being
terrible. Somehow we

got"better”, adding a few
more 60s covers and some
punk highlights like the Boys’
‘I Wanna Be Sick On You’
which just about sums it up.
Just before the name
change, Jonathan left to
form the Atrocities, a
stepping-off point before the
super-fine Proud Scum (the
best band name in history)

who played the wildest
Saturday afternoon ever at
the Windsor. When someone
set fire to some decorations
the band played on as the
pub burned real
professionals.

Rooter added two new
members, Chris Orange on
bass and Dean Martinelli on
rhythm guitar, both fresh
from England. We changed

our name to the Terrorways,
because no one would print
the original one but we
did appear on national TV in
a documentary on a bus trip
to a Wellington punk dance.
We got interviewed, but alas
I got drunk and Jonathan
picked his nose, the record
contracts didn’t flow in ...

About this time punk rock
was turned into art with an
exhibition of Jeremy
Templer’s photographs called
The Fan Club. We also did an
image change of sorts, by
wearing boots and reading
Joe Hawkins’ skinhead books
and adding Sham 69’s
'Borstal Breakout’ to our set
We played constantly at

Zwines and the Windsor,
developing a fan club of our
own, even supporting Citizen
Band at the Gluepot, much
to the horror of the band
and their charming
audience.

Most of 77-78 was a
constant party, nothing was
treated that seriously. A
close look at a Terrorways
songlist shows that more

than half were R&B covers
(including a version of 'Be
My Baby 1) and even though
we did 'Disco Sucks' some
of our fans were ex-disco
champs and Parliament’s
‘Flashlight’ was always on
the turntable.

Each band had some
particular quality that made
going to see bands and
playing music exciting and
worthwhile, each bands
seemed to inspire another to
form and emulate. Rooter,
the ultimate fan band, just
wanted to be the Scavengers

John No-One even had it
written on his ripped t-shirt.

Great times and other
than destroying a good

academic career and turning
me to drink, it certainly didn’t
do me any harm.
Kerry Buchanan
PS: In such a short piece
lots of events and names are
missing, but thanks to
Wayne Hunter, Peter Adams,
Simon Grigg, Des Truction,
Ronnie and Hutch.

Radio station
sponsored gigs
were once a
regular feature
every Sunday
in Albert Park.
Here the
puzzled crowd
gawk at the
Suburban Reps.

At a Polygram party, Poenamo Hotel, Suburban reps pose
with Richard Wilde and Scavenger Johnny frolics in the
foreground.

Reps' Zero arrested for
saying "fuck", Riverhead
Festival, Feb 1978.

Terrorways, Chris Orange, Dean Martelli, John No-One
retreat from McDonalds to be photographed on the street.
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