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Chapter One: What went before 
“Put your face towards the stage.” 

 
 
As the band has continually needed to explain ever since, the name 
The Wednesday Club derived from when the band (just John and Adam 
to begin with) used to meet up periodically to record, usually every 
other Wednesday. The Wednesdays when they weren’t recording they 
would be running an ‘open mic’ night at Baraka, a cosy shisha joint in 
Hyde Park, Leeds. 

If they had thought about it some more they might have gone 
with something a tad less prosaic than The Wednesday Club, but in the 
end the name just stuck. Regardless, the connotations of a club were 
not without relevance: it implied exclusivity, a unity of purpose, and a 
shared set of principles and goals. 

Famously, there is another Wednesday Club, an “8 piece Soul, 
Funk, Pop, Indie, and Rhythm & Blues covers band from Glossop”, with 
whom they jostle for position in the Google rankings. The group briefly 
rebranded themselves as The ‘Club, but that only lasted for one gig. 

Adam and John had been in bands together before, most 
notoriously in LeoTrout (until Adam fired John), so they already had a 
history of working together.  

The intermittent recording sessions eventually coalesced as the 
first WC album, No, You Broke Jo’s Amp, in 2007. It is not without its 
considerable charms, particularly in the front half, but it’s a fairly 
slapdash affair and I can’t imagine there being too many who don’t 
consider it the band’s weakest record. John’s quip that the album’s 
sole influence was The Beta Band is not much of an overstatement. 

Jo’s Amp was mostly recorded in Adam’s bedroom and since Max 
lived with Adam, in the bedroom just next door, curiosity would often 
get the better of him and he would drift in whilst they recorded. Max 
was secretly impressed and not a little jealous on the occasion they 
recorded ‘Snaggly Teeth’, a highlight from Jo’s Amp. John, in the way 
that only a perverse visionary like John can, was recording an endless 
succession of tiny vocal fragments that individually didn’t seem to do 
anything, but when they were all played together totally made sense. 
Max was just starting to work on his first solo recordings, and was even 
more of a novice than Adam and John, but watching the pair operate 
he was opened up to a whole new way of approaching the process. 
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Eventually, in virtue of hanging around long enough, Max was 
asked to contribute something, a modest little bit of guitar on the end 
of ‘Snaggly Teeth.’ Apparently the scrappy, tuneless noodling he 
provided first take was exactly what they were after. Grasping the 
ethos without having to be asked meant he effectively passed the 
audition. Although he wasn’t officially inducted into the Club yet, 
when Adam and John decided shortly afterwards to take the band to 
the stage, Max seemed a natural choice of recruit.  

The drum stool was filled not by satisfying the usual drummer-
recruiting criteria of ‘can play the drums’, ‘has their own kit’ or even 
‘at least has a van’. Jack Rutter was a friend off John’s degree who 
was a solid musician and “would pick it up quickly,” according to John. 
This prophecy would be fulfilled – when they recorded some songs for 
the hit album Katapult with hotshot producer Steven J. Kirk he was 
amazed that Jack had only been playing for a couple of years – but it 
was a shakey start and a steep learning curve. 

For a time, 19 Walmsley Road, the house where Adam and Max 
lived, was a hotbed of musical activity. There was always some 
recording or impromptu performance going on and it was a really 
productive, creative environment.  

The house also used to occasionally hold gigs in their living room, 
a pokey oblong space which was not much of a lounge area and instead 
mainly served to hold a host of musical equipment, including at one 
point two pianos that weren’t in tune with one another. It was here 
that the new-look Wednesday Club made their debut public 
performance, at a party for Max’s 25th birthday. 

Initially the band’s live set consisted mostly of covers since the 
easiest way for the group to get used to playing together as a unit was 
by attempting songs they all loved without having to go through the 
rigmarole of learning how each other’s songs go. The set included 
Galaxie 500’s ‘Tugboat’ and Neutral Milk Hotel’s ‘Snow Song’. 

They soon filtered their own songs into the set, but these were 
mainly songs they each brought from their solo records. The only 
actual WC songs they did at this point were ‘Flavour in Your Sinus’, 
sped up almost beyond recognition, and an equally accelerated take on 
Jo’s Amp closer, ‘Permanent Delay.’ 

This early period is faithfully documented in a ramshackle 
performance which appeared on the live album, Doot Doot Live! Vol.1, 
where melody and nuance were lost to shouting and strangely metal 
guitar sludgery. 

The band took its love of Guided by Voices a little too literally, 
and used it as justification for getting far too drunk to perform 
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properly. What they probably assumed was charming was thought by a 
baffled audience to be plain obnoxious. 

Ill-judged decisions to perform dressed as characters from The 
Wizard of Oz or in wrestling masks (where they couldn’t see a thing) 
only reinforced the impression that they didn’t care at all about their 
audience. 

In reality, the jokes and the distractions probably masked their 
insecurities as performers. They weren’t confident that they could go 
out and do a good show so they got drunk and clowned around. Their 
famously terrible live performances became something of an albatross, 
but it made the group more determined to prove through their records 
that they were actually pretty good. Starting with SOAP1. 
  

                                                           
1 Strictly speaking, the title should be in capitals. 
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Chapter Two: The songs 
“Yeah, that’s a melody.” 

 
 
Towering Outlook (Mourning the Korma) 
The album opens with an unintelligible quote which was sourced, like 
many of the album’s spoken word snippets, from Youtube, by entering 
the search term: ‘pig questionnaire’. It then launches into a jaunty, 
joyous collective singalong. All together now: “You fuck a pig / you 
gouge out our eyes.” Hardly the most orthodox or welcoming opening. 

It briskly drops down into a minor-chord section before ending on 
an unsettling chant (again influenced by The Beta Band). For this part 
Adam, John and Max were so drunk that it was a chore to get their 
voices in time with one another. They were slurring and stumbling over 
the words so much that John said what sounded like “mourning the 
korma” instead of “you’re in the corner”. It got harder to nail with 
each passing take as each time someone screwed up the more they fell 
about laughing. The execution was far from perfect, but it fell under 
the WC guiding ethos of ‘that’ll do’.  

‘Towering Outlook’ was one of a bunch of songs that were 
recorded in an initial batch but had to be re-recorded after some 
technical problem which made all the tracks go out of time. 
 
Honeysuckle (Superagree) 
With the exception of the quote at the start – “you’ve got pretty feet 
for a girl” – ‘Honeysuckle’ is an unusually lean and focused track by 
SOAP’s excessive standards. It’s a tight duet between Adam and John, 
with some tasteful keyboards and restrained guitars, which for once 
never gets distracted by gimmicks or attempts to go over the top. It 
features some inventive lyrics, including the deliciously alliterative 
phrase: “bent between the brittle and the bone.” An early highlight 
and an enduring live staple, where the rhythm from band-favourite 
“When I left Work Today” by The Acutes was gratuitously grafted on. 

The drumming on SOAP was recorded using just a snare and floor 
tom-tom (played largely by Adam). This was borne not from a shortage 
of equipment but a lack of any real drumming talent among the three 
members. Yet the possibilities within that limited framework gave Max 
an idea for a future band project – Exit Flagger, with Adam on just 
those two drums. It also meant that reviews pointed to the band’s 
‘tribal’ drumming style. 
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(David) Pole Hunch 
Launched with the sound of a striking match, which took a few takes to 
get right, this is a classic slice of Millerian angular pop. It features a 
typically self-aggrandising verse – “we’re better than the band who 
defied the smoking band” (i.e. the Rolling Stones), and an equally 
typically nonsense chorus – “I don’t wanna but I could go anywhere.” 
One of SOAP’s more distinctive songs, it again became a live regular. 

The steadily rising changes in the chorus are matched by Max’s 
increasingly camp and hysterical backing vocals. The shouted single-
syllable stream of nonsense vocal on the careening outro had to be 
transcribed for Max to sing along. He didn’t follow it properly and 
finished a beat early, leading him to yelp “Oh fuck I missed out the 
‘but’!” 

‘David’ boasts some tidy fretwork, including a Devo-ish guitar 
solo from Max in the middle, and some howling guitar at the end, 
probably played by John. Something in the rhythm gets inverted at the 
start of the second half but they decided to pretend it was deliberate 
and leave it in (that bit was John). 

I don’t know if it was the most deserving song on the record, but 
it was the only one that earned its own video, directed by fledgling 
film student Rachel Barker. The band, along with cameos from acolytes 
Daniel Morris and Birgitte Roeggen (standing in for Jack, perversely), 
spent an evening decorating, blowing up, and popping balloons. A 
rogue plate of ketchup led to a rather messy ending. The band was 
really pleased with the finished video, it was only some time later that 
they realised (or Barker admitted) that it very directly ripped off a 
video by a Leeds College of Art student which played regularly at 
Nation of Shopkeepers. 
 
Let’s Get Megamechanical (Brackets) 
This was described as “Perry Farrell fronting the Beach Boys” by 
Sandman, although the same publication failed to pick up on the lyric: 
“the handsomest band that Sandman ever saw.” 

A common fallback option when the band gets stuck for a lyric is 
to talk about how good they are. The same Sandman review which 
bristled at how pretentious the band was (see ‘Chapter Four: Critical 
Reception’) failed to detect any irony in such lines as: “we’re flexing 
our muscles / girls are fainting,” or even the self-deprecating couplet: 
“when the crowd has thinned out we play the encore / another hit 
song they didn’t ask for.” 
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Never the most delicate guitar player, John was prone to string 
breakages, and in one early gig managed to break two in the very first 
song. Hence: “We’re strutting the stage / our strings are breaking.” 

The song was originally built on a picky electrical guitar figure 
that was either lost in the mix or, more likely, Max forgot to record it. 
Adam supplied a lolling bass line which gave a completely different 
feel to what Max had imagined, and the pair added some meaty 
handclaps (John having been relieved of any time-keeping duties). 

Clocking in at less than a minute this is something and nothing 
which Max almost didn’t bother bringing to the band, but it is 
reasonably successful, even if Sandman moaned that “the anticipated 
climax is prematurely snuffed out.” It became a live regular where, 
again, the theme of the song was probably lost on the audience. 
 
Numbers 1 and 3 (Do the Broady!) 
The album’s epic number. It rolls along with a kind of stately 
lumbering grace. ‘Numbers 1 and 3’ sails quite close to the wind as it 
apes Mercury Rev’s ‘Car Wash Hair’, but its title at least acknowledges 
the debt, being taken from the lyrics: “Number two has got me 
confused / I hope you’ll always be numbers one and three.” 

The whistling at the start was always hard to recreate live. The 
opening lines are inspired by a curious squatting/thrusting dance Max 
used to do which, like a lot of things, started off as ironic but became 
less so the more he did it. I have no idea what the second verse is 
about and I’m damned if John does either. 

Adam suggested that before the guitar solo there should be a 
‘boing’. Max set about trying to recreate that sound on the guitar – 
first with a slide, then by hitting a detuned E string and tightening the 
tuner as fast as he could. They both fell about laughing, which was a 
sure sign that was the take. 

Max spent a little too long on the double-tracked guitar solo and 
it still didn’t come out how he’d imagined. Max also played the bass 
for most of this song until the breakdown when all he had to do was 
alternate between two notes and let them ring out. He got nervous 
with the big pauses between the notes and kept messing it up so Adam 
‘one take Jonny’ Miller had to step up to the plate. John wrote the 
breakdown vocal after mis-hearing the melody Max was trying to come 
up with, but Max admitted it was probably better than what he was 
working on. 
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A Millerman’s Stoop (Soapy Version) 
John found the George Orwell interview and the band liked it so much 
they decided they had to shoehorn it onto something. The backing is a 
one-chord instrumental, punctuated by George’s delightfully proper 
voice discussing his likes and dislikes before talking a bit about the 
writing process. There’s a funky, bubbly guitar which completely 
changed the feel of the song, and some great meandering bass by 
Adam which stops the song getting too anchored in its root note. 
 
George Orwell (Kept My Cherry) 
Just to make you think that the track listing wasn’t completely thrown 
together ‘George Orwell’ follows on thematically from the previous 
song seamlessly. It is a very odd, dirgey one-chord vamp with gang 
vocals.  

Up until Passing Strange the band used to double-track nearly all 
their vocals. This was probably due to a mixture of poor quality 
microphones and a lack of faith in their own ability: if you doubled up 
a vocal it would tend to mask any pitching errors. It also made for a 
bigger, thicker sound, though it could quickly get messy. For instance, 
there are at least six vocal tracks on ‘George Orwell’, which was not 
unusual for SOAP, and they are all a bit out of time – a bit like the pile 
of acoustic guitars. 

The song was lovingly performed a capella on a train to Shipley 
where the group were playing a gig for their friend Julian Brown, and 
was captured on video for posterity. The band sat in a row and slapped 
their thighs to keep time. Jack, curiously, grinned from ear to ear 
throughout. 
 
The Spirit of the Harolds (Golden Peacocks) 
Between Jo’s Amp and SOAP Adam and Max moved out of 19 Walmsley 
Road. Keeping it closely knit, Max moved into a house with John, 
across the street from where Adam lived on one of ‘the Harolds’, a 
clutch of streets in Hyde Park famous for housing Henry Rollins at one 
point. 

It was very handy as it meant nobody had far to go for band 
practice or when stumbling home drunk at the end of the night. Max 
could also see if Adam was in by looking across to see if his bedroom 
light was on, which led Max to feel like a bit of a stalker. It was also a 
time when John was unemployed and would joke that he would be the 
easiest person in the world to stalk. This inspired the vaguely creepy 
theme of ‘The Spirit of the Harolds’, built on a tune Max had had lying 
around for years. 
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Max tried to loosen up before his first attempt at the vocal and 
ended up making a weird purring noise, then giggled – of course, that 
was kept in. Adam added a nice bit of snakey guitar and Max put in a 
bit of organ that stretched his very limited keyboard skills. As was the 
case for a lot of his contributions from this period, Max hadn’t really 
worked out an ending so he just played the song’s two chords until he 
got bored or messed up the take. Therefore the instruments drop out 
one after the other as they each run out of steam, just leaving the 
keyboard to strike a final cheesy high note. 
 
Diplomatic Sugar, Naturally (And Pear Too) 
Memorably described by friend, famed fanzine writer, and long-time 
Wednesday Club fan Karren Ablaze as among the top five songs ever 
written by a British band. I wouldn’t include it in my top five songs on 
SOAP, but nevertheless the band was touched by the praise.  

It is the most straightforwardly Guided by Voices-influenced song 
on the record, or possibly that the band has ever recorded: it’d fit 
right in on Isolation Drills. It’s a robust chugger, with lyrics from Adam 
and music by John. Only later did Max realise that he had understood 
the chords completely wrong, so the guitar break is particularly spikey 
and off-kilter. But it’s wonky without being excruciating, and probably 
far more interesting than what he would have proposed if he had 
known the actual chords. 
 
Elizabeth Winning (The Genuine Particle) 
Adam mumbles at the start: “I lose track of where I am when I’m 
concentrating on what I’m playing,” before offering up a song only 
Adam could have written. Max tried maybe as many as 20 takes to sing 
a companion vocal an octave above Adam’s, but he couldn’t sing it in 
tune, drunk or sober, so John had to parachute in. It’s very simple, but 
doesn’t call out for any further embellishment. The song was named 
after a colleague of Adam’s. 
 
MVEMJSUNP (You’ll Always be a Planet to me) 
Having always been interested in astronomy, ‘MVEMJSUNP’ (or ‘Pluto’ 
as the band would always refer to it) was Max’s first entry in what 
would prove to be a long and still-running series of space-themed 
songs. Max was a little saddened when Pluto was reclassified as a 
dwarf planet in 2006. For one thing, it meant that the mnemonic he 
learned as a kid to remember the order of the planets – My Very 
Excellent Mother Just Served Us Nine Pizzas – lost its punchline. So he 
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decided to write a love-letter to Pluto, saying that the declassification 
hasn’t changed how I feel about you: you’ll always be a planet to me. 
Passing references are made to Pierre-Simon Laplace’s Mechanique 
Celeste and Fred Hoyle’s rejection of the big bang theory, although 
how these relate to Pluto’s fate is unclear: it’s basically an excuse to 
throw together some astronomical references. Originally the song was 
called ‘Once I was a Captain’ and it was a tale of a seafaring rogue 
who goes mad, but Max decided to transfer the story from the sea to 
space.  

John added a tasty bass line, and then a second bass line for the 
second, wordless half of the song. Max and John pile on the bah-bah 
vocals while Adam drops in a descending guitar figure. It ends without 
an ending, as each of the instruments drop out in turn, meaning it 
peters out in the same way ‘The Spirit of the Harolds’ does. Funnily 
enough, Max managed to find a quote from Youtube that expressed the 
same regret he felt about Pluto’s declassification, so in that went, 
helping to mask the song’s lack of a proper ending. 
 
Hit By Teeth (The Beating) 
The first in a series that so far has run to three instalments (Pt.2 is on 
Katapult, Pt.3 on Passing Strange). One night during the period the 
band was writing and recording SOAP Adam and Max, along with their 
friend Lauren, were beaten up on the way to the Brudenell Social Club. 
They were all quite drunk, which probably didn’t help, but they were 
so shocked and confused they didn’t even think to hit back or even 
defend themselves. Luckily nobody was hurt that badly, and they 
survived to record this touching lament. 

The sparse arrangement features just a couple of plucked 
acoustic guitars with a little cello-effect keyboard and liberal use of 
the triangle. Max doubles Adam’s vocal an octave higher on the chorus 
while John adds in his trademark vocal textures (he was not allowed to 
sing “we were hit by teeth” on the chorus as he didn’t get beaten up). 
All in all, a classic Wednesday Club group-sung ballad. 
 
Keep the Lasagna Flying (A Posh Wank into Old Glory) 
Max had been engrossed in some task on the computer– probably 
mixing – when he took off his headphones to find Adam and John 
jamming on acoustic guitars, playing a riff that would shortly become 
“Lasagna”. They had each come up with their own complimentary 
parts and set down to record them, but they were both too drunk to 
nail their parts, so Max ended up recording both tracks. 
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On the surface this is a minor song, but it is a nice mood piece 
with some well-judged dynamic shifts and some really fine elements: 
the heavily reverbed snare drum; the conflicting oohs and aahs; the 
buoyant, funky acoustic rhythm guitar work from by Jack; the wah-wah 
voice from John on the breakdown that got a bit lost in the mix. John 
drops in some wiry, discordant guitar at 01:20 that transforms the song 
into an Ennio Morricone spaghetti western soundtrack. 

The title refers to a phrase used in Robert Anton Wilson’s final 
blog entry in January 2007, just five days before he died, but it’s Kurt 
Vonnegut’s voice you can hear on this track. What the bracketed sub-
title refers to is anyone’s guess. 
 
Matty Richards (Trumpet) 
This is no more than a soulful, one-take reproduction of Miles Davis’s 
trumpet performed by band friend Matty Richards (no, the title isn’t a 
red herring). Adam had the presence of mind to push a microphone in 
front of Matty’s face whilst he was under the influence of a jazz-
induced reverie.  

Okay, so this would probably be top of most people’s lists of 
songs they could afford to lose from SOAP, but it is at least the 
shortest track on the record. And what curmudgeonly heart of stone 
could fail to be both charmed and amused? Not I, that’s for sure. 
 
Pretty Boxes (Bobby Pop Says) 
Another GBV-influenced rocker, this time directly referencing the 
band’s hero and spiritual father, Robert Pollard (‘Bobby Pop’). It’s one 
of those songs where you don’t immediately realise there are hardly 
any words at all. The entire chorus and bridge goes: “Bobby pop says, 
it’s good enough, yeah!” The “pretty boxes” refrain at the end is 
merely a kind of inversion of “Bobby Pop says.” 

With its escalating backing vocals the song builds so deliberately 
and methodically to the big fist-pumping chorus, and then... instead of 
the chorus you get a conversation, followed by a door slamming, and 
then the chorus. Talk about momentum killer. The chorus is at least 
worth waiting for, but it was those kinds of decision which most 
baffled critics and which seem hardest to justify in the cold, sober 
light of day. The song ends with some directionless and heavily 
reverbed shredding on Rachel Barker’s Epiphone SG. 
 
Saturday’s Curse (Virginia vs. The Triangle) 
Classic Millercore. Neither John nor Max even appears on this song at 
all. This became a live staple, often opening their set, but not before 
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the band spent a good deal of time in the rehearsal room perfecting 
the staccato rhythm. The image of the sinister birthday balloons, 
belonging to Adam’s unwelcome housemate, sticking to him in the 
shower is amusing and based on a true story. Adam’s lyrics are 
uniformly excellent on SOAP, none more so than on ‘Saturday’s Curse’: 
“with hats and hearts redundant can we claw back from this 
unnecessary crawl through diminishing cornfields?” Distortion was 
added to the vocal to create what Leeds Music Scene described as “a 
heady fug of sound.” 
 
Harmonic Generator (Pretentio, the Clown) 
Adam and John performed the two interlocking acoustic guitars in one 
live take (you can hear their count-in at the beginning). The delicate 
harmonics drop in and out of phase, providing a lovely backdrop for 
the story, narrated with warmth and charisma by Nicholas Thoume. 
The ridiculous story, in a none-too-subtle hint, includes the line, “It 
meant nothing at all.” 

The title, suggested by Max, references a 2002 single by The 
Datsuns which also, coincidentally, featured a bracketed sub-title: 
“Harmonic Generator (Intermodulator)”. The sub-title here, though, 
deliberately pokes fun at the pretentiousness of including a spoken 
story. 
 
Dream Councillor (Three Cathedrals) 
Max ‘wrote’ the melody to this in a dream he had when on holiday in 
Budapest. Or, rather, he woke up with this melody stuck in his head 
and assumed it was from another song and carried it around for a while 
before deciding it must be original. In the dream, Max was having 
dinner in a restaurant at a table next to Councillor Andrew Carter, 
then head of Leeds City Council. Carter began shouting and Max ended 
up getting in an argument about how loud he was being. Max had met 
Carter when he worked for the Council and found him to be quite rude, 
so that may well have provided the subconscious subtext to the dream. 
Anyway, that’s Cllr. Carter’s voice at the end of this song, talking 
about Leeds, with John’s human trumpet flourishes providing the 
backdrop. 

Max scribbled down the words just seconds before he recorded 
the vocal, and would make them up on the spot when he sang ‘Dream 
Councillor’ live. Adam doubled up the last word of each line, which 
handily gave him the excuse to repeatedly shout “BLEED!” under Max’s 
solo at the end. 
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The parenthetic ‘Three Cathedrals’ refers to the expansive 
cathedral reverb setting on the Acid Pro software that was used to 
record the album. When the band wanted a particularly huge-sounding 
reverb they would drop three cathedrals in the effects chain. 
 
Umbrella (Umbrella) 
This was one of the first songs recorded for SOAP, in the same initial, 
aborted batch that included ‘Towering Outlook.’ Naturally, some rain 
sound effects were added, which Leeds Music Scene described as 
being: “so literal, it's actually quite funny.” When the song was nearly 
done Adam told Max to come up with another vocal line, so he added 
in a little line that says simply, “I can’t find my...” Presumably the 
extra ‘umbrella’ in brackets is a nod to the Rhianna hit. 

Often overlooked, this is a delicate and quite lovely change of 
pace. It’s worth noting that Adam ‘Mr Rock n’ Roll’ Miller was 
responsible for the three softest, prettiest tracks on SOAP: ‘Elizabeth 
Winning’, ‘Hit by Teeth’ and ‘Umbrella.’ 
 
Vocabulary Sandwich (Arkless) 
A delightfully odd number from Adam. John and Max were completely 
thrown when they had to learn this song for the live shows. Adam was 
justifiably proud of rhyming ‘language’ with ‘sandwich’, and there’s 
another triumphant piece of alliteration with, “fifteen feathered 
fingers.”  

John and Max couldn’t agree where the “she’ll be gone” backing 
vocal should come in so both of their ideas were kept, which lent a 
sinister echo effect. 

This is one of the SOAP’s most accomplished tracks, both in 
composition and production, and was identified by Leeds Music Scene 
as “the definitive album highlight.” An otherwise miserly review was 
forced to admit that this was “a polished and professional piece of 
black-hearted indie-rock.” 
 
Ladtime (Crytime) 
This cod-countryish little number was a late addition to the running 
order. The title is a light-hearted reference to how miserable the 
group was, whereas the lyric takes its cue from the Beulah song, “Gene 
Autry”, with the cheery chorus: “Everybody drowns sad and lonely.” 
Thereafter the lyrics are inspired by The Rosie Taylor Project, a band 
then based in Leeds. They drew the Wednesday Club’s scorn when the 
two bands played a surreal gig at a restaurant in Shipley and the RTP 
had the audacity to not be really drunk and to actually play properly.  
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It was Adam’s idea to add the triangle at the end of each chorus, 
and naturally John’s human trumpet make an appearance as Max sings, 
“...and the trumpeter plays.” John also adds some harmonica and a 
melody on ‘the horn’ (a plastic toy ‘saxophone’ that worked a bit like 
a melodica with only about 5 functioning notes). 

The rather clichéd aspects – the picky guitar figure, the fifths on 
the bass – are offset by the more interesting parts at the end: the nifty 
slide guitar and the only slightly off-key whistling. It is not clear who is 
responsible for the howling feedback guitar at the end – Max assumes it 
was him but had no recollection playing it at all. 
 
Self-Medicate to Victory (Hep Cat) 
One day during the SOAP sessions John excitedly presented a proposal 
to the band: “I’ve got an idea for a new song – D.” And so it came to 
pass that the album’s closing song was built around that one chord. 
The first half has an uncommonly patient and lengthy build up, before 
the vocal interplay paints some nice imagery with seagulls and ice 
cream. Then, according to a Leeds Music Scene review, “it all goes a 
bit wrong after the midway point, with the hook-packed interaction 
between main and backing vocals replaced by cries of "waaaaaah-ha" 
and strange groaning noises.” John proudly cited this put-down for 
years to come. In John’s defence, he was actually miaowing in the 
breakdown. If LMS had known I’m sure they wouldn’t have been so 
sniffy. 

The recording segues into a live track of the group, plus Birgitte, 
playing the song to acoustic guitars in Adam’s bedroom. This 
culminated in the group screaming the words, leading the album to 
end with the group shouting “We’ll self-medicate to victory!” It took a 
surprising number of takes to get the sound levels right, which chiefly 
involved making John sit further away from the microphone. 
 
The album was completed on Saturday, 22nd November, 2008. As was 
band tradition, once the final mixes had been agreed Adam, John and 
Max listened to each song played at double-speed, then to the whole 
album in its entirety. They raised a beer to celebrate. Then as soon as 
the record was finished they put it straight back on for another listen. 
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Chapter Three: The artwork and release 
“Now the fanfare can begin.” 

 
 
The title of SOAP refers obliquely to David Kitchen, singer formerly 
with The Acutes and currently with T.O.Y.S (also featuring Adam). 
Dave’s boiler broke whilst the band was recording the album, so he 
periodically came around to Adam’s house to have a shower, leading 
him to be christened ‘Soapy Dave’ by John. Max is fairly sure that it 
was his idea to call the album SOAP, and possibly also to have each 
member hold up a letter of the title for the front cover, though he 
suspects these claims might be contested by the others. 

For the photo shoot the band donned their homemade, white 
Wednesday Club ‘football strip’ T-shirts. These were made for their 
first live performance outside of Walmsley Road, at The Atrium (the 
performance that was captured for the live album) in September 2007. 
The band each chose a number that had some footballing resonance 
for them – for instance, Max chose 10 as it was John Barnes’s number 
for Liverpool. The band wore these for all their gigs, until they got a 
bit grubby and they made some red ones (aka ‘the away strip’). 

The band stood against the wall in Adam’s living room and tried 
to look peaceful, or half asleep. Max stretched to look as tall as 
possible, but he is still the shortest by some margin. 

The album’s back cover features the band again in a line against 
the same wall, taken from behind. Although for some reason they just 
turned around, so are in the reverse of the order they would have been 
if the front photo had been viewed from behind. 

The band used promising local photographer Dan McEvoy for the 
shoot, most likely because he was the only person they knew with a 
fancy camera. Dan photoshopped a door frame out of one side of the 
photo, but the band left in the picture hooks above their heads. The 
whole thing took about half an hour. 

Like all classic front covers it instantly spawned a parody. Jack’s 
friends created a spoof version which played up the barely concealed 
homoerotic element of the picture to bawdy / tasteless effect. 

As they explained in their press release, the band chose to see 
the album “more as an art project than just a recording project”. 
Therefore, to supplement the ‘official’ cover they created 54 
individual and unique handmade covers. These were 12x12cm pieces 
that slid into the CD case in front of the regular cover. The CD booklet 
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contained pictures of all 54 covers, arranged across 6 pages of 9 
images. Each of the 54 ‘originals’ was given its own title: The Stark 
Beauty Edition, The Nut Free Edition, etc. 

This was a tremendously enjoyable project for The Wednesday 
Club. From the days of their first gigs the band had enjoyed making 
elaborate flyers and posters which they rarely even gave out or put on 
display. The pieces they created for SOAP covered all sorts and 
encompassed a range of media. They were strictly glue and scissors 
affairs, not neatly computer-aided pieces of visual art. John later 
made posters of all 54 covers which Adam, John and Max proudly 
display in their homes. 

To finish off the artwork, three more pieces were created, all 
drawn by Adam, the band’s trustiest draftsman: the back of the CD 
case featured a nonsensical story which vaguely referenced each of the 
songs’ lyrics in order and credited the record’s contributors; the CD 
itself was emblazoned with a giant image of the now-legendary Club 
crest; and the tray underneath the CD featured the complete listing of 
songs, in their full bracketed glory. 

The album was released under their own Doot Doot Recordings 
imprint, with the catalogue number Doot Doot #17. The limited run of 
54 originals was handed out fairly indiscriminately after a gig they had 
put on at the Brudenell, titled Yule Fest, on Saturday, 20th December, 
2008. Just a few copies were reserved for other friends not in 
attendance, though John later realised he hadn’t even kept a copy for 
himself. The band gave away all copies for free, with a later 
production run being necessary for further copies (minus any individual 
artwork). 
 
  



16 

 

 
 

Chapter Four: The critical reception 
“Make of this what you will. I know you will.” 

 
 
It’s fair to say critics didn’t really appreciate what the Wednesday Club 
was trying to do with SOAP. The band was more than a little dismayed 
with the album’s reviews, but only some time later did they concede 
that the critics may have had a point. 
 A mixed review by Leeds Music Scene gave SOAP 2.5 stars and 
described it quite accurately as “very arty and inscrutable.” The 
review identified three strands: 1) “an indie-rock, The White Stripes-
style angularness,” which chiefly referred to Adam’s songs and was 
hailed as the most successful element; 2) “the campfire-inspired sing 
along”, referring mostly to Max’s songs, which, “may very well get 
your foot tapping appreciatively, but it's difficult to imagine anyone 
going crazy for campfire tunes”; 3) the instrumental tracks with 
voiceovers. The review was most scathing about this third aspect of 
the record, complaining that “There doesn't seem to be a particular 
message or emotion behind these mind-bogglingly random tracks and, 
consequently, they come across as art simply for art’s sake.” 

The review did at least allow that, “Behind the poor production, 
'Soap' is always musically and vocally inventive.” However, the general 
mood was pretty negative, opining that “bands who are as wilfully 
eccentric as The Wednesday Club are usually a lot more fun to listen 
to.” 

The Leeds Music Scene review also objected that SOAP “keeps 
the listener on the outside.” Around the same time one of the band’s 
live performances was lambasted for the very same reason. The 
review, possibly the most brutal they ever earned, is worth quoting at 
length:  

They sound like the Batman TV theme being rattled around 
a biscuit tin by someone trying to convince you it's The 
Cramps - this [sic] indie rock cobblers has all the smug self-
satisfaction of an in-joke shared by them and them only. 

On stage, as on record, the band was being criticised for being a 
series of in-jokes that they weren’t letting their audience in on. Even 
their friends were taking them to task for it.  
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A Fatea Records review was somewhat kinder, concluding that 
the band produced “funtime, tongue in cheek, goodtime music.” The 
group was particularly pleased with the review’s claim that they had 
“an amusing take on the world and half a chance of pulling the 
drunken girls in front row,” although they had to concede that: a) the 
front row usually stood as far back as possible, b) there were never any 
girls in the front row, and even if there were, c) no, they didn’t even 
have half a chance. 

The sadly now-defunct local music magazine Sandman offered 
the most withering assessment of SOAP: “Grrr..... Hmmmph..... No  I 
can't hold it! I have to use the word! PRETENTIOUS.” The review, 
though quite amusing in its savagery, at least provided the band with 
some memorable soudbites which they would proudly roll out time and 
again: “I bet they carry dog-eared Penguin paperbacks around, too 
probably ones they don't even like.”  

Like Leeds Music Scene, Sandman grumbled about the band’s 
cliquiness: “[several songs] feature irritating 'spoken word' samples 
that might be funny, or bear some relevance to, someone somewhere 
(probably the band themselves).” The review ended by reiterating the 
accusation of pretentious, and it was this which irked the band most of 
all. How could anyone think that the album took itself seriously, or 
indeed was anything other than plain daft? It was so far off the mark it 
appeared to invalidate the entire review, or at least that what’s the 
band told themselves. 
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Chapter Five: What came after 
“Another hit song they didn’t ask for.” 

 
 
More than anything else, SOAP established the view that the band 
treated their audience with contempt, a suspicion that was only 
reinforced by their live shows where the emphasis leaned too heavily 
on the laughs at the expense of the performance. But it wasn’t that 
they didn’t care about their audience, rather they hadn’t even 
considered their audience at all. Their first album was very modestly 
distributed to a handful of friends and was not supported by any live 
performances. When SOAP came out the band simply didn’t have an 
audience to consider. 

There appeared to be no greater crime than disrespecting your 
audience, and as a consequence the band had a lot of detractors. In 
spite of this, SOAP still won over a small but surprisingly fervent clutch 
of devotees, some of which still consider it the band’s finest hour. But 
the fans were in the minority, and afterwards the band had to work 
very hard to be taken seriously and to shake off the impression that 
they were just messing around. The prolonged process of reconciling 
with their audience, and convincing the haters that the band was were 
worth their attention, began with SOAP’s follow-up, Katapult. 
 While the reception and reputation of their rather inept live 
performances should have prepared them for the worst, the band was 
still quite shaken by the rough critical response to SOAP. They were 
very proud of the record, and so sure of its quality that the reviews 
baffled them. They laughed it off but it hurt. I don’t think the band 
could have stomached another battering from the critics.  
 The critical mauling, which barely recognised any of SOAP’s 
strengths, completely dominated and directed the making of Katapult. 
It gave the band impetus and focus. Reluctantly, they reigned in the 
excesses: gone were the in-jokes, the voiceovers, the bracketed song 
titles, the daunting number of tracks. They spent a lot longer mixing 
the album, took a lot more care with the recording and paid to have it 
mastered – although it was still entirely controlled by the band. The 
album was even released on a bona fide label: Oddbox Records. 

While Katapult housed 15 tracks (more than most albums), three 
of which barely scraped the half-minute mark, it was by some margin a 
far more conventional, accessible album. That’s not to say it’s a 
straightforwardly easy listen: ‘Citalogasm’ has a choir cheerfully 
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repeating “Fuck the world”, and when John first played ‘Huevos’ for 
Max and Adam it barely sounded like a song at all. 

Nevertheless, the new approach worked. The band couldn’t have 
been more pleased with Katapult’s reviews: “my mind whirled with 
the variety and invention of the songs”; “a treasure trove of great 
sounds”; “57 varieties of pick ‘n’ mix musical fun, slipping and sliding 
all over the pop shop for your delectation and delight”; “lovely pop all 
round”; “Katapult is a triumph in simply doing what you like and 
having fun in the process.” 
 Not only did reviewers actually like Katapult, they recognised 
where it was coming from, which was just as gratifying for the band. 
Instead of being compared to They Might Be Giants and Barenaked 
Ladies (as they had for SOAP), they got this summary, which could just 
as well have been written by the band themselves: “The scattergun 
approach is closest in intent to Guided By Voices; in spirit they’re next 
to The Chemistry Experiment; and my feeling is that they probably 
wouldn’t mind being The Beta Band.” Well yes, exactly. 
 Even if Katapult was a slightly diluted strain compared to the 
full-on assault represented by SOAP, its reviews supplied an emphatic 
vindication of the Wednesday Club’s vision.  
 For the time being the band basked in being critical darlings, but 
it wasn’t all plain sailing. Live performances continued to be a 
stumbling block – they could play the set note perfect in rehearsal but 
they couldn’t translate that to the stage, and as soon as it started to 
come apart it quickly fell completely apart. Blame was attributed to 
either nerves, drink, or both. It was galling for the band that they 
could never demonstrate how good they actually were. Max seemed to 
be worst affected, and admitted that when he couldn’t play – or sing, 
especially – as well as he wanted to he took his frustrations out by 
messing around on stage, rushing through songs or turning his back to 
the audience.  

It got to the point where as soon as he got on stage he wanted 
the ground to swallow him up. By the end of 2009 Max confessed that 
his heart wasn’t in it and announced that he didn’t want to play live 
any more. Max was well aware the other guys in the band were really 
disappointed, and he recognises now that he could have handled the 
situation a lot more tactfully. 
 Following the decision to stop playing live the band began 
recording three more songs – one each – with a view to releasing a 
single for Cloudberry. But the sessions, the first with live full-kit 
drumming from Jack, were slow, demoralising and were eventually 
abandoned before the songs were completed.  
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At this point the fate of the band was unsure, particularly when 
Adam relocated to London and John soon after moved (temporarily) to 
Brighton. 
 However, it was not long before Adam and John began recording 
together again, under the moniker Cath n’ Dad. Shortly after, Max was 
invited to rejoin the fray and the reunited trio, now all in different 
cities, were quickly emailing rough demos to one another. Distance 
proved to be no barrier to productivity, and the rough initial songs 
were polished up (again in Adam’s bedroom, but now in London) for 
the double set, So Claw/Sour Crow. Like The Beatles in 1966 The 
Wednesday Club had become strictly a recording band. 
 Their sixth album, Passing Strange, is due to be released in early 
2013, and in spring 2013, with some trepidation, the band will return 
to live performance  
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Chapter Six: A retrospective appraisal 
“Yeah, I did it and it just feels good.” 

 
 
SOAP could never have happened in a ‘proper’ recording studio. The 
laid back recording environment provided by Adam’s bedroom was an 
essential ingredient. It was a relaxed atmosphere where the band 
could feel at home, just be themselves, and do as they please 
 Generally it was one man at the computer, one man at the 
microphone, and one man lying on the bed / reading the newspaper / 
fetching beers / eating crisps / having a nap / making coffee / 
shouting suggestions. Maintaining morale and motivation during the 
often arduous task of transferring your dreams to acetate is difficult, 
and the switching of musical chairs kept the process from getting too 
dull for any member. 
 The band operated on a pragmatic but less than professional 
attitude: Lay it down now, worry about how it sounds later. Would 
SOAP have been a better album if The Wednesday Club had spent 
longer getting more polished vocal takes? Sure, it might have made for 
a nicer sounding album, but the speed with which they recorded and 
moved between ideas was critical to keeping inspiration ticking over.  
It’s a kind of creative Catch 22. 

To illustrate: when they recorded ‘Steven’s House’ for Katapult 
the band spent an age re-recording the vocals for the chorus so that 
the ‘sss’ sound in ‘house’ on their three vocals all fell at exactly the 
same point – a surprisingly difficult task for such gifted and disciplined 
vocalists. And sure, the end product was more pleasant than the 
overabundance of sibilance that they had to begin with, so in that 
sense it was worth it. But getting bogged down with so much attention 
to detail on a fairly mundane task is a buzzkill, a real drain on spirit, 
creativity and momentum. 
 Similarly, if they had brought in any outside help to record the 
album it would no doubt have made for a better production. But an 
extra person in the room would upset the chemistry, and the band 
might not have felt as comfortable in trying out the more extreme 
ideas – any producer who knew what they were doing would surely 
have vetoed those more extreme ideas anyway. 
 SOAP was a sizeable step up from Jo’s Amp, not primarily 
because Max was on board but because The Wednesday Club became 
far more song-oriented. However, none of the band brought songs to 
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the SOAP sessions fully formed; they were crafted ‘in the studio’ with 
the other members’ input. For later albums the band would work on 
their songs more individually – a necessity, really, once the members 
were living in different cities. But SOAP is very much a band record, 
where the group thought less about who was doing what and they less 
consciously portioned out roles. Of course, there was some tacit 
rivalry, but the group wasn’t too precious or protective about their 
own creations: they’re all over each other’s songs on SOAP. It has far 
and away the most collective singing of any WC album. Katapult, by 
contrast, was meticulously and very deliberately democratic. 
 You can either take SOAP for what it is, or you can recognise the 
potential within its quite severe limitations – clearly the reviewers 
weren’t willing to do the latter, and in a sense you can’t blame them, 
given what they had to work with. Critics uniformly slated the album’s 
terrible production, but the band didn’t have anyone on board who had 
any idea how to engineer, produce, mix or master music. They only 
discovered compressors on their fourth album, so SOAP was guided by 
glorious naivety.  
 The band may have got their act together to some extent with 
record production (graduating from lo-fi to what John christened ‘mid-
fi’), but being clueless makes you more open to serendipity. If you 
know what you’re doing and have complete control over the process it 
tends to rule out the unexpected – which is the same with songwriting. 
SOAP was certainly the Wednesday Club record which capitalised most 
on happy accidents.  
 SOAP is the work of three musicians totally on the same page, 
completely at ease with each other and able to freely offer suggestions 
and criticisms, however ridiculous, without descending into petty tiffs 
(which can easily happen during the stressful process of recording). 
Max can’t recall a single argument during the making of SOAP (unlike 
the time he lost his temper recording Katapult when he couldn’t be 
bothered to get up from the bed when John, perfectly reasonably, 
asked him to redo a vocal he had sung wrong). 

The collective spirit, spurring one another on, may have led the 
group to go too far on numerous occasions, but it also pushed them, so 
they brought out the best in one another. 
 Such a tight, self-absorbed and self-contained unit without any 
outside distractions or input inevitably developed their own in-jokes. 
What’s more, they also lacked the self-awareness to see that others 
might not enjoy those in-jokes. SOAP was self-indulgent in the purest 
sense: it was recorded and shaped entirely to please themselves. While 
they have always remained true to their vision, SOAP was the only 
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record2 where the band never gave a single thought to what anyone 
else would think about it. 
 As well as the voiceovers and in-jokes a constant gripe for critics 
was the unorthodox structures and brief lengths of SOAP’s songs. Once 
again guided by GBV, the band shared the view that most songs 
needlessly go on far too long, and you should be able to do everything 
you need within about ninety seconds (or around half the length of the 
supposed perfect 3-minute pop song). After all, song duration is only a 
convention, one adhered to far too rigidly, and usually only for 
commercial reasons. Why stick to that convention if you don’t need to 
worry about such considerations? 
 SOAP cemented the WC aesthetic, and it still represents the 
truest reflection of the stupid/clever dichotomy. It is surely the most 
extreme version of that aesthetic: SOAP is an uncompromising record, 
making no allowances for the listener, offering a whopping 22 doses of 
the band’s skewed world vision. 
 In retrospect the band understood the critical bewilderment 
SOAP caused, and if they could go back they might have done things a 
bit differently to make it easier to swallow. Again, being such a 
supportive, self-contained unit caused the group to affirm and 
reinforce its esoteric ideas – it’s not like they ran their track-listing 
past even one outsider before they pulled the trigger. They released 
everything they recorded, and they were on such a roll they didn’t 
know when to stop. Much as they would like to, the band couldn’t 
release a ‘deluxe reissue’ edition of SOAP packed with extras and 
outtakes because there aren’t any. Not a thing was left on the cutting 
room floor. 
 Sure, they would soon learn to reign in the excesses and smooth 
the edges (to an extent), but never again would there be such a 
profusion of ideas (both good and bad, admittedly). Later records 
might be better produced and more judiciously edited but SOAP 
represents a kind of peak in terms of creativity, if not execution. 

Even more than the two-album set So Claw/Sour Crow it was the 
band’s White Album. Would SOAP have been better if the odd track 
was shaved off? Well yes, obviously. But then it would have been a 
different beast altogether, with a completely different feel. The ethos 
not just of ‘anything goes’ but ‘everything goes’ was central to both 
the creation and listening experience of SOAP. And even if I confess to 
skipping ‘Harmonic Generator (Pretentio the Clown)’ from time to time 
I still wouldn’t have it any other way. 
 
                                                           
2 Okay, well maybe also No, You Broke Jo’s Amp. 
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It’s the Wednesday Club record that makes me smile the most. 
Even if I can’t justify everything that’s on there I still stand by the 
album as a whole. It is the band’s most reckless, fun and funny record, 
despite being created at a time when all members were at rather a 
low emotional ebb. And yet it is telling that there is no trace of ‘woe is 
me’ anywhere on the record: it sounds like a blast. Recording SOAP 
provided refuge for the band; it was a very necessary distraction. Even 
if all around them was darkness they could take sanctuary in doing 
what they enjoyed most. At the time Max commented without sarcasm 
or irony that recording SOAP was the best thing in his life. If the album 
is ‘a bit much’ it only reflects how much fun they were having – it’s an 
honest, unpretentious record. 

The Wednesday Club invested and immersed themselves 
completely in the making of SOAP. Never did a record so completely 
represent its creators, for better or worse. The band threw their life 
into their art, sure in their conviction that life is too important to be 
taken seriously. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Note from the author 
 

This is inevitably only my perspective. I have no intention for it to be 
considered a definitive history of the album or the band. All thoughts, 
opinions, recollections, errors and misrememberings are entirely my 
own. Just to clarify, we drank a whole lot when making SOAP. 
With love and thanks to Adam and John. 


