


perched cutely askew on the tumbling blonde candy-floss swirl of her 7™
R hair - she was really quite pretty, in an odd, long-lashed and blue-
eyed, unexplored kind of way, though her skin tasted oddly of fish—

So anyway:

» "Your eyes are like the misty insides of summer raindrops," I'd,

i 7 said, "and your hair the newborn sheaves of an early harvest, sculpted

: from melting sunlight. But I'm a mite unconvinced by the hat.'

And thus did she come to tell of the large cossack who had

1\\&57:-& infiltrated their household when she - Nikki - was but the size of
a distant pea on a frozen horizon; and of how, disguising himself as

”_an old Electrolux chest-freezer, he had lived well, in the corner of

.. the kitchen - growing exceedingly plump, in fact - for four whole years

i until - a sudden power—cut had completely defrosted him; and her family,
returnmg home from an inspiring talk on lichen-abuse at the local

-z parish-hall, had found only that splendid fur hat, in a sticky wet
pool on the floor. And she had been allowed to keep it, for she had
loved it best of all. Indeed, everyone else had thought it was crap.

"Iceland is a strange country," she whispered, "they do things
differently there."

And then, seeing my confusion, she explained that she was, in
fact, Icelandic by birth, but had been sent over to Britain as a child-

L spy during the Cod War - or The Great War, as she would insist.

- "We lost many fish," she said gravely, "they were bad times."
And her soft eyes dissolved into rock-pools of distant blue tears.
And from that moment on I was lost; I went slipping and splashing down
helplessly, shrimp-net in hand.

"0Oh rest that sad young head upon my shoulders!" I cried, "and
those extraordinary legs across these eager upturned palms. And think
~not so ill of the world when truly 'tis not all Bad Things. For what,

- in truth, is a fish? All these dreary old myths you still trust in
- Nikki, nobody cares! Get in love with the New Amorality! Life as
the ultimate Hands—On Experience! You'll scarce find yourself a nice
boyfriend, you know, if you mope round all day with a face like a pig
up a drainpipe! Now compare: I myself run a small, highly excitable
young record label, and right now, when it comes to all the - oh what
shall we say, all that Burkina Faso Lenny Henry skinny-black-babies
stuff (you know we've not had ONE SINGLE ORDER from the Horn of Africa
- gratitude!) - well frankly, I give not a jot. Indeed, I care not
a fig! For all of our bands have THIS VERY DAY walked heads-held—high

/ and hands up-raised beneath BIG RED BUSES as if to say

HATS OFF' TO THE EPHEMERALITY OF POP!!!

and that's what makes my young heart sing'"

"But surely," she snuffled prettily, "in these insistently bleak
times, when selfishness, intolerance, prejudice and greed run rank,
surely it's imperative that one responds with more than just a:
hyperactively deontological pop sensibility?"

PUFF'!'! Before us stood a young pop—kid, of noble heart and skin
as pure as fresh-minced cod. Gently he took her hand and said:

"Nikki, listen: buy The Field Mice, take it home, wait 'eil ©
everyone has gone to bed, then switch off the lights, sit on the floor
and - listen. It will change your whole way of thinking."

Z BOYFRIENDS"" she vh1spered softly, with eyes the

xSl

‘@c'/'\\“
7% said, & propos, I guess, of the world in general for He was looking ! \’
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7. |- "If the sun gomg down can make me cry

‘ | Why should I not like the way I am? 5

‘ By showing that you are sensitive S
‘ ‘ You risk being crucified by those you are unl1k € New
E My feelings are hurt so easily ~

It's the price that I must ,pay to see the beauty they re busy
killing" & - [N/ N o7 [ \R B
Dange? Ares. o And 1 said, listen, cherub, three things:; (q
\,\ : Y oromin A A g Se e
2., I was listening to The News last night; they've found another i3y
; bomb factory. And I'm old, I remember the last IRA campalgns')
evacuations, ribboned-off streets, hoax calls at school to make qe
1all fun... bag searches, coat searches, lunch-hours broken by glass b7
# shards cascading through silence and then the first screams and time *?;‘m'"r'.:"'"
> &sklddlng on and there's blood and people yelling and stuff on TV ~7
=7\ there's a photo indelibly framed in my eyes of a stupid sad crumpled-’
~up mess of a train lying crippled and pointless up high in the cold—-
, around East Ham somewhere I think - on the Upminster line. Chance .
N8 ch puts us here, Chance takes us away. [He shifted uncomfortably,?
y J confusedly He said I was squashing His fingers] What makes you Cry s
_these days? Now there are bombs again and I feel oddly queasy. I

—felt queasy creeping through Clapham Junctlon early yesterday mornlng,
L T el

Q,\‘&écur1ously allve.
He said, "you're sick." .
"l1sten. -

Five to six that's what the time is
.. Five to six, where you are... \izﬂ'v .:‘2‘
Emma's house is empty; so why do I call it "Emma's" house""
R 0 A (R &\ 75 SN mwrb,.;‘»..-,., [ oSS S X L
. ___.And He said and I said NO, you listen: it's early morning, south > N ",
/‘ *London, September. We said we were surprised to find the Common hilly. : !
- _~They said it was dead flat till the council buried all the rubbish ™
)’ﬂ"""a few years back. (It had grown over quite nice - grass, trees, dogs,
mist, etc.) ,
e T And then on to an 8 track in Yorkshire Road. Big estate. Backs £
3 loff some other estate or other. Bedroom in a terrace. Vocals in the
e box-room. Tambourine in the back bedroom. Tambourine covered in blood
A“"‘" /! \ % by the end of the day but - oh that's another story. =
Hi“m That was another story, another mornlng. That was "Emma's House 3
*V Now number three “*"” : - ; S AN
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1 us home for Christmas - or to East Croydon station, I should maybe say
(through a thickening, headlamp-clotted dusk as fairy-lit Surrey seeped 5 y,._
past us returning, work-weary, to lantern-lined gravels and dinners-at-— \‘wé
seven in piney, warm, thick-shadowed rooms) - Rudi, our co-conspirator ,,,‘,” AN
told us: of early that morning when the lights of the biggest offu:e—block

“## in Croydon were lit in the shape of a Christmas  tree... ‘\ Sotdnarbioun - ,Qt_' =2
v’é” T IAULID S USDUTMNMSGS AN s ity L v Fm 1
.

5, "Now just hold on," He interrupted, eos” ‘the old brain's not what ¥
it was, you know, and, indeed, often likened to a suetty pud. So do an
old man a favour, son, begin at the beginning, eh? Like how did it all‘l
gstart? Was it all without form and void, with darkness upon the face
of the deep, and did you move upon the face of the waters — or what?"
[Well, no, I reflected, now He mentions it, it had really been quite £
sunny — though there'd been a few spots of rain early on, that's true...]

" 3 "I was on this bus the other day," He went on, "and upfront it says:
°JWAIT UNTIL THE BUS STOPS! So I sits there all the way to bloody Hartcliffe v
322 thinking, 'boy, this'd better be bloody good!' Well, we're there at last, ‘L\
= driver cuts the engine and - what happens? Fuck bloody all, that's what!"

| "... and later it had begun really POURING down..." 3

"Still is," He said smugly. Then he plucked at a nearby young 7 f

s seraphim, sitting happily counting its toes. It squedled "Came off ‘\ﬂ"

" He said, tossmg r_he snapped wing aside. You were saylng"' §
: £5y- s o oo eia
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_¥%. 0K then, here I am, another train, watchlng “the newspapers fold and
s unfold... crash, splash, we rattle through rain, outside a new day is
forming, the sky coalescing to

paradlse blue, ha-ha...

It's Christmas, almost; and things, 1n my absence, fall further apart.
=== Something is out of control. I think it's people. I can't believe TV. &
% There was no TV in our flat in Bristol; once a year I sit in my parents' §
(’S*\ front room in Loughton, Essex, and monitor a steady collapsing; 1ncreaslng7
T inanity reigns and subdues; shiny-skinned smiles phase unreally through
1rumr bleak morning schedules and merge to the afternoon dreamtimes that merge
¢ to the cack—happy numbed evening shifts and here's nighttime again, anothe
i day done, put safely to sleep, open another window on the Advent Calendar
‘through the Tiny Square Window I see

Untold Epicentres of Drab Despair; tanks among the little childre
YW of Armenia; skull-shaven bodies kicked cold through the dry dust of Lhasa
> 243 train unnaturally skewed in a cutting in Wandsworth, sausage-— skln,ssﬂ
wos bursting apart and that over-ripe meat oozing germy and slow is people
me=s you know.

Close the window. I'm getting a little fed up with it all.

But there's a new Darling Buds single, same as the old one and John s
Peel will play it, I forget why, the world is stranger and stronger than

5 ve think. o e o PO OSSN CE LY vansovs

"Danger. Do Not Lean Out Of The Windows"}
e RN T s

N &Py
~ion the forecast they keep on saymg how tonorrow will be summery
1 -~ 7 S
)

.
o \5«4 valq

the cool d1m, wood odoured rosewater stlllness of church- pews at
s dusk St.Arilda's on Cowhill at noon on a hot day in August, the fields/

| otters Delow pinned out in gold to the sea-wall, dotted with cattle and seen:
3, Hil, from a holy stone deep-shadowed window above; to stand alone in the high e :
o nave of Gloucester cathedral, or under the Chapter House roof at Wells, =
;I'—% and fill with sad awe at the strength of belief and of FAITH or despalr Er =
that drove them to build these things. There's beauty there. I'm not oA
re11glous. Religion's a sham and a shame. But I won 't glibly debp1se.4%,

No, I'll pity those who despise, who scorn without seeing that beauty 5"~ belleve in
or feeling that awe. The world would be a happier place without religion, 2 Senaitivit ]
Mo it would be a poorer place without faith. V(G : 3 3' 3
I understand why the helpless and hopeless find solace in the ooni ;z{izsé.;n,

~Heaf/ f‘& e !laclundiy

"LIFE COULD BE WORTH 'S0 MUCH MORE =~ -
IF YOU HAD sormmmc TO LIVE mk"%

orton , |
{Aalrewnnd

. Crying at sunsets
(Go on...)
Crying at peop]e
(Coonc: o
love E
57z (l've said iti..)
2 Pagans e I BELIEVE IN LOVE
"(but the world in wh1ch I live keeps trylng to prove me wrong)
: J ot THAT'S THE RIGHT WORD, "BABY" :'q
: E = "IHATSTHERIGHTHORD 'COSILOVEYA;E’"
o: = <K v : PO LTER. 7 I\ " AT 25 (The Go-Betweens ;)
= N AW O e
S Somet:unes I remember crouchlng in St. M1chae1 s ruined chapel tuwe_r;
gim” on Glastonbury Tor while lightning cracked open the sky and rain howled:
“~and beat all around, feeling some shameful archetypal Pagan awe and|
2 thlnklng, "sad one day it w111 all be destroyed I & }xmmois.‘um ’_/WQYOU ee
3 : Sometlmes I don't believe in’
HOPE |
o\ k. &and Lhat s the saddest Lh)ngv

Lake
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"Emma's House Has Just Been Recorded"% -
e ELUENI o 1 g A
and you and I are travelling the Northern Line's
b southernmost wastes, 8-30pm, "Emma's House" has just been recorded, we're
= 'ﬁs—gémﬁcoming back up through Clapham, Kennington, The Borough, and this youngm'“’;ﬁ?'.»

=S kid, fifteen, sixteen, maybe, bored and full of himself and out for =
S ':*:’..jgimpressing his mates (sprawled in loud mock discomfort) and the whole

“{%{;bloody carriage in general - accuses my poor worn-through hole-y jeans
h&‘@}ﬁof being some off-the-peg Designer-ripped fashion and b i
’%}fﬁ "Christ," I whisper in your ear, (and later, north of the river,
":'>,\ & .

§he starts on your shoes and tights and I'm glad you're not wearing your /
‘,{}; ,perfect black cap) "we can't even suffer with integrity any more, even " T
::\ﬁ that's been stolen away..." LY %s-pm-elm‘r :
RPN And later, when you'd gone, I sat and watched while my father gazed .55 Ll 1
‘with distant surprise at an Acid House Special in that week's Observer, °i
‘bright young middle-class things come to fake-out a cult in Sunday bestﬁ el

*ﬁs?\\“’,f ; He" ] colour and No% ‘-‘;‘“\-;""
r i = yesterday, I sat and watched while the Field Mice assembled a brand e {K_‘/“
| - ... new perfection of NOISE called "Sensitive" that said most things I ever. \'\ . / Mot
A/-"s«a:uvcwanted a pop-song to say and it cuts me to shreds and 3
= I yesterday, at the end of a south London alley, I found a dead rat ..
- £ stretched along the grey kerb, with a sweet furry head half-eaten away ?Cuu,.:
Y and crawling with flies, I call them flies, maybe they weren't, I feel &3 %

)
all -y

so I'll call them flies - Nature and Wildlife were never my thing, greyg.
birds are pigeons and ones that aren't aren't, that's where it starts,
‘that's where it ends. Seagulls are white and go AWK AWK AWK. I know
them too. Two. Two birds. ,
And further up, through high thin metal mesh fencing that fenced 3%
hato in a new council low-rise, a white plastic carrier lurched in the wind; &%

they should have been maggots and stuff but they buzzed and then flew ' Q »‘“‘

&

e | \_ tied at the neck, it was the shape of a swan, and it flapped like an
L % cornered swan. =
Up /-~ Three birds. City streets suddenly teem with wild things and the a3
Y wwiysd_ poetry pours out of me, all curious manner of camouflaged creepies come *‘¢

By

/ ~ N3z crawling out calling my name... 4 i
< 2 ; : <

x'o"h

—

I can see...,

¢ Bl

B T (. rX‘ Y
: T El1 Salvador, The Lebanon...§ \*i‘w
| gOh.5 /\,&ug&ﬁa wb\aw» -

¥ L N2 NNV N s e il] 2% £ N
.,’,..._, can see at this moment the firing-range just north of Pilning;
X"\and one hot afternoon some too few summers back - before your time, but
A4 the wild height of somebody else's. Two figures walk by the thick river % )
"% sluice, sluggish and sleepy, each breath tastes of orchards, they lay ¥ 3
. in the sweet grass and gently begin to construct a sad story, let's listen: “- XY
NN T L T S T R P R Y
Above her head the bridge hummed. The village was nothing now,

‘a few sad remnants in permanent shadow where once stood a busy town,
Yos (the end of the road, the ferry came and went from here, before the ..
: Limotorway came and killed. Now concrete pillars straddled the roads, _ )
cand six lanes arched splendidly into the sky, over the !illge and |-

¥ 1 .slow grey water, slung from a rigid oyster-fan of chain...g{* ‘ A
/S ; obe = R o N i o Y R ~$19
LN o=l RS, ) T o\ S v :
f‘?\Y“‘ ~-etc. etc. - it went on like that. The girl in the
)é‘ Nikki and looked >c="Np L /o= M ipre |
’ o8 = n/ nothing like you.%
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CHAPTER FOUR
"One Bullet In The Right Place Can Change The World"

I don't know why it all comes back, sat here, in this train, hurtling
! south; yesterday evening it was north, going "home", home to where the
| heart maybe no longer lies but where the part of me that wants the easy
| way resides, I'm lucky, I've got a good family, Jacky Kerouac wrote best
| sxtting at home in his mother's house with his mother's money spread round,
it's all romantic lies; and at home we can hide...
And I was thinking:
"So why so forlorn, if this is your home? Behind these smoky old CLE
tube-train windows, this is your own sad grey dusk falling, over these

backyard trackside scraps, the Catholic cemetery, the towerblock rim — z
behind these stupid old gravel mounds and heaped-up scaffold tubes, it——r
H used to be nice here once, we grew up here..."
| I'm too young to catch nostalgia. gﬁ
L But S
i I remember pretending guitars meant RED meant SOCIALISM meant the
H - only true way; but now I'm OLD, bound for the scrap-pile, this glass 15“‘
i /-/ just smeared with a lifetime's grime; mine. =
t /,/' I'm going quietly mad. 1 Dowiee:k:
| s I remember when guitars meant ACTION and ENERGY,
= =
: >l e G BLASTING YOUR OHN SHEET SPACE IN THE WRLD
‘f/‘/ and wild and untold possibility, untrammelled change..
it But it's all gone now, all the heart and soul; all that s left is
| a few hardened souls with unfashionable dreams, still here, still craving,
C L. still wanting to fuck-up the daylight and n\ake the skies sob for it all;
dreamy old cripples, dimly repeating, "why won t you, why won't you, BURII
yourself up with the FURY..." i Mud & Send
I feel out of touch and screamy. e
g St Thomas's
s = h b CHAPTER FIVE o el -
| "If You've Got A BIA(KI{#f Guest-List I}am Be s‘)n It"....-w #
b -
! They wrote FUCK THE POLL TAX loud in the run-off to "Defy 'I'he Law" 50
but nobody seemed over-bothered. In England you may not have seen a Poll -~
___ Tax registration form. So buy the record and get the poster, we're sorry . aree
" it got burned slightly, but then - <% =
you all will do soon. Fomt ik \;?gum"‘uﬁ,’“""%_e‘ A
i I P — ot A
i We like our posters. Makes it ail” a bit special. Different. Just g ;D
like black labels on the LP. tu o
"Wot, no track-listing or ANYTHING?7?" o
! tickling his beard. e { NM
i "That's right," we said, "BLACK." v 1 \
AT But now people in Keighley ring up to say:,
4.2 "Your LP has no labels, did you know?" \
i And people in Knowle write to say: - A
] "Yes, I knov all that, but if you have got any
i can I have some?" S

And Our Man At The NME says:

eat or keep warm at nights.' I_FF

And we say = \

"NO, it's because we think an entirely black record looks fucking !

COOL, and endless lists of @ s and © s and who-did-whats are BORINGLY 3} S

~ IRRELEVANT and anyway it doesn't save money because we still have to get N

them printed black because (strange as it may seem) most printers do not Wicki M)

have a ready supply of BLACK PAPER owing to. its general unsuitabilityA

for PUTTING WORDS UPON unless one possesses one of those funny silver

w-rker pens which are only possessed by 16 year old girls in Castle

Bromwich who don't know any better anyway because they are Ym...\

And Our Man In Revolver wrinkles his furrows and says:

"What is 'young'?" .
and remind him that YOUNG is vhut happens before you




