McCARTHY
THE SEA URCHINS

1000 VIOLINS
THE GROOVE FARM

THE ORCHIDS
CED BEARS
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I found some old notepads yesterday
vhen I was clearing out: several beginnings
of several fanzines, screwed up and scribbled
on, crossed out and corrected, but never
quite thrown away. There were about half a
dosen of them in total, half a dozen
forgotten moments of my life, half a dozen

ggrgotton hayfever afternoons on Durdham
Wleos :

Summer days that were days for just
being outdoors no matter what - not very
hot days or sunny days or even especial days,
ones that I'd forgotten about until now in
fact, just outside days. I had a favourite
bench where I'd sit and watch the folks go
by, sit and think about it all, eit and write
all the things that were swimming in my

mindeos

e

Then one day I wrote {FUCK' in big
red underlined letters across all
py fanzine attempts and hid them

avays

It's just that some days I get to
wvondering if pop music's all a big excuse -
"Oh no, sorry, but I can't go and stand

a-shivering and a-shaking outside some
Shell station on Saturday morning only I've
got an essay on third world exploitation
due in on Monday/an ideologically-sound-
politically-sound record label to run =1

Kitchen being cosy and

t the
or is 1t jus and cuddley ?

the cat being cute
Some days I hate myself so much
it makes me CRY.

But you see T woke u
thi
with The Orchids carousel clfmax :a;:::i:g

AGAINandAGATNandAGAIN
in my head,
oh this is pop perfection,
oh here's ™ heart, Orchids,
oh take 1t,
keep it, keep it for  eY&Le
If you leave me I'll burn my A-Z of

Glﬂ,sgow. i
ou'll forgive
and you de Promicy i the song was

al
ughing when you 8 gl
2:1223 %gi%e Me Some Pepperminx Free



One day this summer was spent at the sea, my favourite
ever day, my favourite ever summer,..well maybe...We walked
along the beach at tea time, splashing in the incoming waves,
sharing fig rolls and far off dreams...sea on three sides, land
behind, dark sky, white crests, warm breeze...watching the sun
set orange over The Atlantic from Brean Down, Somersete.e

5 And then there's today,

rain drips and drig opath: outside:de’ ahy
.

shoes squelch, my l:s:s i down, The Do

stained...oh, washing oh washing oh~

:g 8lippy, the
8 squelch
8 18 wet and mud: 4

oh, I begrudge every second spent on the mundane
_ /Ny things in life that ought to be spent on the
‘)g important

I mean ¢hqy ;

ev
eXperience po ery sock Washed ig 4

t Passed, o mopent notPgsftnot read, an

"OH WHY :
IS IT ALWAYS DECEMBER ?"

So, I sit here, kitchen table, curled up cat, kitchen
table coated with moulted cat hairs, cold wet cold cold COLD
feet, all these half-done full-hearted attempts at fanzines
gathered about me, all these failed attempts at fangineseee

Failed becauseces
because something cropped up
because something else suddenly seemed to matter more
because I was never sure they were any good anywayees

oh, it makes me so sad



I saw 1000 Violins a few weeks ago.
My first time. They played and played and oh,
if they could overcome looking so silly sc
easily, and just shine as a memory, one to be
cherished, put in a box and labelled "best
glg ever", oh I kmow...there are as many
"best gig ever"s as as as...as dogas on the

Down: ;
85 but somehow that doesn't meem to matter

0h T want to heap scorn o
n tho
g:thetically apologise 'IT'S ONLY POP :33;2?
5 c?use they know as well as you and I it
sn ti it's 1ife and that' t. Even
more important, it's not just the i
driif
:in:iozz;;ife thoi;re screwing up with :ﬂe::t
compromlses and sellouts, oh
:ﬁ:;?:: iatzz:é b?t true every one ;fothem,
8 (Northern
they make me gick, i

money=-money-money~PR0
:ﬁga:ore more profit, ang no :igaeizz
¥ or scruffy or,.. .

singles
it'g

THEY MAKE ME SICK,

'ERASURE' advertise a new album. It
1g called 'Two Ring Circus' and has gix
remixes and three rerecordings.

Every time a record label puts out a
3 track 12" the nail is driven further into
the coffin. Already shops refuse to stock 7"s
by unknown bands, already they're nigh on
impossible to export.
bab
This business is sick real bad, bab¥s
this business is sick real badee.

Every so often I scream and shout,
bluster and swear, time and again I bawl

'FUCK OFF, I can get along fine without
you' but I don't add 'For EVER' and Pop
just watches, amused, aloof, knowing that
deep down reallyeee

I was walking up the Gloucester Road
the other day on my way to visit some friendse
The man walking in front of me wes about
seventy, slightly stooped, a trilby sort of
hat, but canvassy not felt, a walking stick
in one hand and a dog lead in the othere..
and a REVOLVER bageseWell it made me smile,

seel don't knoy if you heard about

THE SEA

URGHI“S Bristol glgee.I guess

it's the first time they've really succeeded
in capturing it live, the thing that makes
their recordings so extraspecial; they were
1ike some sort of a dream island = warm



romantic golden sands, calm

breeze across

green sea of melody = I gtill like 'suburban
tree rustle' even if it ig very silly and
fails to convey that hint of the unattainable,
that aura of something e..something from
somevhere special that they've been and the

real world hasn'tee.that beautiful
dreﬂ,mlit mi].k tray 151md maybeooo

Sunday afternoon, sometime in
November I was up on The Downs, the busiest
place in Bristol on November Sunday
afternoons, Some time between lunch and real
life, I strode off into the grey unknown, a
fuzzy haze with burning yellow cracks. I
passed men with sticks and dogs, boys with
balls and bikes, women chasing dogs chasing
dogs chasing dogs. A silhouette rose above
in the sky, an inverted pear, grey against
peach - hey, balloons on Sunday afternoons,

3¢32pm and queues for the ice cream van in
November.

b

and gaze
Young couples intertwine
into theYiudf niddle-aged coupl:; :1:I:h dog
leads and cornets, & climber sling

thud and
the railings with a
Zii:ge;:eraboard. Three balloons in the sky)

gtars in my eyes, and it begins to rain.



One day in September we walked
the eighteen miles or so to Bath along
the old railway line; sandwiches beside
the Avon at tea time, solitary fishermen
and plip-plopping stones...entangled
with the early evening dog walkers as we
neared our destination.,,and then
darkness as we followed the banks of the
glamourlit river into the cityeoo

That night
played their THE GROOVE FARM
most rushed and raucous ever:

Andrev (gore throat and happy heart)
begged (uncontrived) for
'more singing through the things'
It took two to hold down 2
a
an over—excited drum kit driven by
maniac, oh chaos, absolute blissful

chaos, oh like the time they smashed the
tambourine in disgust at the Moon Club

one Bank Holiday in Maye..

THAT DAY
I DISCOVERED PUNK ROCK.

y

Zertainly been betiereee




For that day it was mine...

A rav gut reaction got from
setting out after lunch, af ternoon tea
outside a cafe on an old station platform
wvith rain splashing in steamy mugs of
milky orange liquid -

Got from killing 13 hour
: s wi
shopping after it was all over, hi:cgg:;

a train ride home, tumbling into bed at
Lam after the long haul up from the
station -

THIS IS PUNK ROCK.

do you remember June the 1llth,
election day, hot and sunny, here at
least..san afternoon spent wandering the
lanes and avenues, under shady trees, not
knowing howe..how to go and put my cross
and face my feel of inadequacye..

But after tea we set out, you and
1, walking together in the gentle
sunmershine, and queued behind the ever
confident, and so rightly so, stiff upper
collars, button-topped buttons, pinstripe
ties, wafts of Chanel...we walked their
pavenments, passed their shiny bright
clean automobilesess

And then, listening to the
results coming through on the radio for
a while after THE GROOVE FARM at The

Tropic, and it was all so unreal - do
you remember watching the Grand National
et that party in Yorkshire - it was that
divorced from me, I was that divorced
from it - you know I don't give a fuck
about horse racing, but we'd been
watching Monty Python in the kitchen and
the National followed, and it was still
Monty Python, and the election results
were the Nationalee.
1f only I knew whatt;::ta“;:ﬁgv
0001088

where W& uen: ::?:%at nice little (cheap)
pbefore,we 8 + and discussed it
1ittle veggie restauran
all and were full of hope end food ’:F
things optimistic...s hung Pﬂrltgéenog
maybe, we thought, & Eary O
go naive, 8O foolish

BY THE TIME YOU READ THIS I'LL

BE TWENTY YEARS OLD. 3
escapism, 88Y W
1 i23§;?rg:¥ite the manifesto, but

:;i% zgglégi£i’them reconsider ?



tried, I've tried, I'
s I've argued, I've
reasoned - for three or four yéars with

A FIVE TRACK 12" '
sone peaple, Bt doorsians:alogediand K 12" SINGLE AND AN LP WITH

locked and bolted, and I S ON.-
’ can only hammer FOURTEEN SONG .
and hope... and maybe it ig that I'm 10h
gomehow incompetent, incapable... S wt et zgg:rggiﬁtcz:: ::;? tz;d"°rld»
]
: et real depressed half a 'militant' record labe
e days'i %eom worth the effort in particular... ajalito) aokody

and 1t Just doesn

Sometimes it's all one big cosy

anymoreesee

e club, and here an I a part, involved -

But HOPE bounds beck, thumps me fanzines, flexls, 'proper’ recordse

in the stomach, and after a long : | Others, I'm all apart, and it's you and
the rain to think about g me agalii YRR ORI A,: ALL DN, VIR, THI,

with nobody else understanding whyeee

Understanding why I love
the big mean city, why central
Bradford would be my favourite
Sunday afternoon place in the whole
wide world if it wasn't for seeing
gcafell Pike shrouded in mist or

and why

i: vl knowit'é the trying
hat matters anyhow =

there ig a point and a use,
and somehow ~

A SPARKLE OF HOFE - ﬂ

x :
Here come McCarthy, they've gotees” for the view from Hgyatacka,

n ‘the eigh‘been

the gometim

walking, walking all for its own

sake, but knowing that The Groove
Farm are playing too is PUNK

ROCK , and a reclining seat coach
to see Julian Cope play gomewhere




