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This is a fanzine for girls which means
it won't be full ofterribly drippy tales of
‘ vet Sunday afternoon girls o, picycles and
short spotty boys writing odes to Amelia or
Andrea because that's so fucking boring, boys
writing for boys writing popsongs about girls
‘L I want to read something written for ME for a
change... It wouldn't be too much to ask would it?

Oh, I'm sure you have some terrible sad emotion to communicate when

Jou say how sixteen rosy cheeks and cute bobbed blonde ¢¥cled out of
the mist and didn't even SMILE...but then it's probably because you
kept blathering on about fields and trees an

d stars when all she
wanted was g blcody good FUCK...

Summer afternoons spent curled up inside a kingsized duvet
shutting the whole world out because T hate you. HIDING. I hate
you because I don't believe you'd have liked Talulah Gosh so much
if the girlies had been fat and acne-d. I hate you because you phone
and say "Is that Sarah Records ?" and I say "Yes, hello" and I can
tell what you wanted was for me 0 g5y nyygt a moment, he'll be
right with you" and I WON'T I WON'T I WON'T.

: I hate you for that,
for dismissing me, for thinking oh just some girl, hig girlfriend.

An American came to Stay., He wrote a tiny bab
fanzine - it was mainly reviews but somehow, Iydon'i ;;iﬁge i
Just ocozed joy, ocozed love, oozed inspiration, ces it

Oozed...He calleq it
"Incite", Anyhow, he came to stay, just one night, just passing
through. ;

Hde'd been up in Scotland before that talking with th
folks fro .

@ 53rd & 3rd and he told them that in Bristol he'd be
staylrg yith Clare from Sarah Records and th

: ey said how they thought
the label was run by a bloke and yeah of co 3 i

. urse they did of course
they fucking did, I don't suppose they...I don't suppose it even
crossed their mindseee

This SARAH thing, it's two people: joint decisions, equal finance

etc. He maybe does more of the boring drudge stuff like letrasetting

and packing up records into envelopes because I do other things -
right now earning the money for the new releases, othertimes
studying, No so—and-so and his wife/girlfriend "I couldn't have done

without her, she was so understanding and did all the t ping"
s ’shit, but _the TWO of us, Tpi8

equals for once.



WMaptes 4wo

Knowing that SARAH 9 is the most important record we've
released because it annoyed people. Revelling in the fact that
people resent the gap in their collections between 8 and 10

Chapier tiree

Getting home from work one day, hot.and
sticky=-tired - it's two or three miles uphill and
this day one of the rare bursts of summer. I shove
on a demo, gulp some squash and slump in an

armchair. T stop it after one song though I
didn't need more than ten seconds. Heavens!
Have we got any money though? I

play the rest of the tape

and dance about and jump
around and generally disturb the
neighbours some (but I don't care
just now) and then I sit down grinning like the

bigzest cheesecake you ever saw, and hell, T Imoy
we'll get some money somenow because we have té.

We treasure a smelly purple paint daubed bedroom
cassette with black spots because because she's got
this tiny little voice (but Christ can she sing) and they hurtie
along all shrieks and giggles and just so excited that we thinik

and I can't find the words, just imagine Talulah Gosh wooo !}
Magthew's age at the beginning Jjust so fuch el =
all la g = g g J © tuch fucking excited to be

a ponband, but a little nervous=shy too, 11 mish-mashed with
P . ] . i
strumalong guitar and then this racing roaring cover of
"I've Never Been To Me" al ten Squillion miles an hour so fast the
vocals can't keep ur and tiey forget all the words or it's too fast
to fit them and then get to the end and collapse in a hnear
and Christ they're so FUCXING YOUNG and fregile and
3 ent oh thig is S v A g
innocent on tais 1s real this time +phig is IT...and just

Cka P ¥U being so scared we might get let dowm.

:: l I Yhatever this is about it won't be about
| popmusic, that much is for sure. I simply cannot do that
anymore - or is it, maybe I just refuses T don't inow, but somehcw



it all seems kind of pointless. Here's me listing my top ten bands
so you'!ll feel some kind of affinity, aw fuck that, I'd rather
list my top ten flowerseee

Q‘*\QP"’QI: F\.\/e,

Number one: the campanula. I hadn't
noticed it for years, but then I've walked
round eyes closed long enough. The campanula
has this amazing ability to grow in every

nook and cranny you can find; I walk round
Clifton warm spring cleaning evenings
and it sprouts out of every other wall, each

plant a tangled tousled mop of
powder blue bells.,

. At the top of our path, for no obvious reasom, is
?ile of rocks, cemented safe by soil and, summertime,
weeds..A gfrfect rockery, Next time I see the landlord, I shall
a§k hime "Mark" T shall say "Can we have a rockery " and he'll
smile all warm and generous and say "Indeed. You shall have

saxifraga and aubretia and that white b3
and...oh, and campanula," =L & never. osh Sptig e

chap¥re six

When I say no popmusic, I don't mean NO popmusic, just -
- "Oh, seeing that, oh you know how you felt the first time you
heard 'Sunflower' - that total surprise, amazement, joy, bliss,
falling for the false ending each time, laughing so happy,guilty
it had been lying round innocent looking a whole week UnPlayed,
DETERMINED t0 make up - a whole melee of emotions all scrunched up,
confused, muddled like, If you've heard it and it mattered, then
you'll understand; if you haven't or it didn't then you'll just
substitute something else, and, well, you'll get by...

a

A long-running argument withe...
she seems to want to talk in terms of
tangible events, I in terms of feelings. 11
Our dreams differ, mine don't involve go
motorbikes Or hi-fis, but hand-held
afternoons in Clifton Village with the
chorus of "Are We Gonna Be plright 7n 1‘*
thundering through my head.
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This popmusic thing is too much a barrier;

He loves the (qzofcuts ¢oo
- — e undefstands } lé

letters that scream of "understanding" make me cry.
Maybe I misinterpret, take too literal,underestinate - I don't

‘ know - I'd love you to prove me wrong, honest. Yoy Spurn and scorn

the majority, the others (but you're in favour of democracy of
course), you detest all these people (but you're a decent tolerant

socialist), Oh.se.
A11 T can see is elitism and snobbery and I place that low

low down with facism and upper class twits.

You wouldn't like it if all these people you scorn shared

your musical tastes, you wouldn't gee yourself as special then. I
don't mean you wouldn't like the music, but you wouldn't like the.

social-ness, the activity of it. If you bought all your records in
tastolors facelens: O Frite or Virgin instead of cosy little
upstairs basement record shop where they all know your riame - if
seeing a band meant 100,000 capacity and £20 a time instead of 200

. or 20 and £1.93.s.you wouldn't, now would you ? ‘

" So why pretend ? WHY ? WHY ? WHY ? Why hate them for not sharing
when you don't want their company anyhoy ? Why do you have to be -
sparked with hatred when youcould be sparked with love ? Love,
love of all things small and special, elitism in a positive sense, a
feel of luck not envy or jealousy or pride., ’

Chapter sevea

Reading narriet gaiqn and waiting for the
- death at the end (outstretched on the Downs,

. soaking up the sun), Reading "The Pork Butcher
@ - and phew wow bang thud world-ends-here, David
Hughes my hero ever on. I shall queue early outside

3 : . the library tomorrow, rattle the letterbox,

! .. “;"J'. : ‘.{’ impatientu.

i Chapler eight

"
: Out far away across the big wide Ocean,
bt in the middle of the USA lies the state of




Illinois. About an hours drive outside of Chicago is Barrington.
Here lives Ric, a 6'5n American with a floppy fringe and a great big
heart. GET THIS 3! Way out there in the USA ;?ecple are dedicating
flexidiscs to The Razorcuts ! People are putting 7" smgle's' =4
plastic bags EVEN THOUGH THEY'RE IN SEALED SLEEVES! Peoplell!

Lka‘)+Q( y\‘,/\e_ (sighe..)

Number two:the clematis. I especially love the deep purple ones
and I wish we had one up the side of our front d°°r’on1y it

s too
dark I know.

Tuesday morning
sun through the windows,
curtains wide, rooftops
Q opposite, clattering down

in the street below, a car englne
revved and revved again, a dog barkinge.e..

We went to Exeter one weekend. Up early
to lug some records down to Revolver on the
bus, home for elevenses, gather our
[ﬁ 'f rjﬁyopJvo(4jjj] belongings - sleeping bag, cardboard signs,
rucksackees the bus to Shirehampton from
the end of our road, getting to git at the
front (upstairs) half way doen Parry's Lane
where we both lived at one time or another, through Sea Mills. We
get off at the stop beyond the town, just after the traffic lights,
dayriders packed carefully away in pockets jugt in case. Then over
the bridge, the Avonmouth Bridge, walking along the M5, wondering if
we'd been on theother side if we could have maybe tried to hitch a
1ift, wondering a little flippantly...The bridge stretching out
ahead, a bright clear day, sun shining, out exposed on the bridge,
the wind buffeting, the cardboard sign flapping
threateningly.

We descend the steps. Pill, then Easton-In-
Gordano, then the services and junction 19. We
look around, inquisitive, searching out the best
spot, proffering our sign to the gods. t's okay,
it's sunny, we've got plenty of time. The first
vehicle, almost straight away. A lorry. It stops.

He's driving crisps from Scunthorpe to Plymouth:




He! Scunthorpve Utd. and Neil Young. He has a rhoto of his

*:{fo Ssmaajfjaxlhﬁd:en taclzed to the dashboard and thinks what's needed

is more discipline. I like him. I think he maybe.-lkgs us too; he

finds our record company funny, and the conversation is easy...all
the way to Exeter.

Ixeter, Four, five miles into town. The cathedral and the bus
station, the tourist information and thpe shops. We see The Visitors

across the street. We wave frantically but they don't see us. We
bump into The Orchids outside the chip shop,

Remember Fun and The Orchids have hit the town as part of
their summer tour - three nights in stoke, one in Birminghan
(competing with Mighty Mighty's last ever gig) and tonight, the make
or break. Sreak.

A miserable smattering, a dozen, maybe two,

recovered here. Debts weigh heavy on their minds.

A semi-sleepless night in a bedsit ﬂi} 1}
with the noisiest fridge in the worlgd

(much thanks to Pete), up with the
larks or thereabouts and aboard the
8-40am Exeter to Sidmouth, a red
double decker through narrow hedge
lanes(vell almost. The real ones
may feature later in the story.)

No money 4o he

Over hill and down again - and
there's the sea - deep deep blue,
the real gea, not iy, fucking poxy

Bristol Channel, real ges i
; s> the like of
which hadn't been seen for years .

PR £ Xxplain the humour of Monty Python and its
significance in English Youth Culture, and we had our sandwiches

up at the castle and tea in that lovely little cafe ‘to shelter from
i h th alled us our names, learnt from liste
the rain, where they called us by ’ e e o+

And here it is again, a different sea from Scarborough, bluer,
more continental, just as rough, just as cold.
Saturday morning, Sidmouth town centre. Pete, Iriﬁiﬁtliizi
you for ever for being an early riser, for haviﬁﬁ)that ?
noisy fridge and that lovable tape to wake up to. = i
We set off, destination Branscombe, distance five miles.



takes hours, this coast path thing, it goes up and douni.uiméid
down, we head inland, weave out again, down to the beach, back up
again, fields of bullocks, rucksack and sleepin® bag not the easiest

of accompaniments (though we've folded our cardboard signs away now).
It takes hours. We're hot and thirsty. It's so sunny.

We cut the bit to Branscombe Bay and head straight for the
village, straight for the pub and a pint of ice cold coke. childhood
memories relived in a swift hurried moment, though not by me. I'm

Just an observer, I tag along, feeling kind of unnecessary.

But we can't stop and dawdle. We need N VL N
to catch that bus, the 4-10. We head back %
along the roads, well inland now, feet
beginning to ache, rain beginning to
fall, It's clouded over now, darker and

‘duller, Early afternoon. We hit Sidmouth
at 3-30pm, no time for social calls, just
to eat icecreams and buy a loaf of bread,
watch the people trying their best to
enjoy the windy beach, watch the melted
drips blow well clear and splatter on

the sea walle.

Chapler eleveasersa’

Knowing SARAH 11 is the most important record we've released

because it's more than just a poprecord. In the run-off groove are
scratched the words wFycK THE POLL TAYM

L s ee

Chapler twe |ve

oing an interview for e Japanese fanzine and half forge

about it until = package arrives daubed in brightly coloured
flower stamps. Inside, a fanzine entitled RELEE and a five track
doubie-sided heavy flexi featuring Lollipop 30 icplaying the best
song this side of yesterday. Achim yng =i came to stay, we played
it to them and they sang it as they washed up; it opened a tape Achinm
took home. (The rest of the fleyi is dreary, but this éne classic
song is worth &% international money order,.. The fanzine is mainly
about English indie-pop and tends tc read suiggle squiggle scribble
SEA URCHINS scribble squibble WRAP AROUND squiggle in that fumny
writing they do over there.)

s
vilng



chaprer farteen

Fuck, I'm tired. Legs ache, arms ache, back aches, face
scorched shiny pink, eyes ache (pollen allergy). Cycling all day.
Out cycling my shiny new green bike. It's all new to me, this

yoooshing into the wind, this speed, this feel of freedom, this
thrill of excitement, the fresh air, skirt flapping, head down,
free wheeling. And the highlight of all, much needed much courted

ice-cream in Hallen. Small village, ©one shop, not much choice, I get
what I think is one of those choccy coated lollies with ice-cream in

the middle - well it is, no disputing that - only the ice=cream is
ORANGE flavour and is absolutely oooh oooh oooch.

My knees aren't used to this round and round. One bears
a bruise still from a Saturday night slip on a fence, wet metal
near Dundry. One foot wrong and bang,
wnack thud, lmee hurt heel hurt hand hurt

aw fucking agony, but short-lived.
(Bus out from the north of the

city,_through the centre and out, south of
the T1VETy proper Bristol now, then south,
ever south, sad looking grey houses all 'C
jampacked and huddled for warmth )__$
and shelter, three tower blocks
rise tall, overshadowing.
Then, beyond. The hillside,
Dundry, the countryside. Stand
on top, in the churchyard, by the

shop, and look back on this
loveble bastard city, all yellowglow fields in the sunlight sunset
vy

spotting the bridge, almost fragile from this far, and the
walertoWeTs just across our roada..)

cmoptes fourteen

Tast night I went to a gige The city was daubed in photocopy
and wax crayon and I wore my anorak with pride because 1 paven't
siven in, because I've got better things to spend my money on than
a new coat before this one wears out, because I refuse to Teceive
Enstrugtion from a self-righteous ragmag 125 miles from my life...
Something worries me, let's call it elitisc.. 2'm not sure I can




