


The Prelude
The third issue of The Mental Virus brings a selection of allsorts from writers and artists in and around Wigan. We 
have poetry interspersed with fiction and photography, mingling with the odd illustration of a naked woman and a 
deer or article on the value of Debenhams toilets. It’s this mixed bag that we love and hope to continue in the 
Mental Virus in future issues, allowing you to dip in and out, letting the words and artwork infect your thoughts. 
We are looking for new writers and artists all the time so don’t be shy with submissions. We hope you enjoy this 
issue and continue to support and improve the creative culture of Wigan in the future.
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Cherry Pie by Norma Jennings

The Ingredients:
20 ounces (or 560g) of cherries 
235ml sugar 
80ml plain flour 
0.5ml salt 
30ml butter 
1.5ml almond essence 

The Directions:
Before or during the preparation of the cherry 
mixture, pre-bake a pie crust base. Line your pie 
dish with it and bake it for 10-15min at 200°C. Put aside one cup of liquid from the jars or cans of 
cherries. Put the flour, salt and sugar in a relatively large saucepan and gradually add in the cherry 
liquid. Keep stirring gently until it boils, then simmer the mixture until it thickens – around five 
minutes. Add the other ingredients – including the cherries – and stir until the butter has melted and 
the cherries are well mixed in the sauce. Leave the mixture to cool down for a while. From now you 
might want to preheat the oven to 220°C, depending on how long you want the cherries to cool down. 
When you’re ready, pour the cherry mixture into the pre-baked crust. Cover with the other half of the 
pastry and cut a few holes in it so the mixture doesn’t burst out the edges. Bake for 35 minutes. Serve at 
room temperature. 

Now if you’ve baked it successfully you’re ready to dig in. But no food worth eating should be served 
without the due attention it deserves. There are several aspects that you should consider. You must 
decide what drinks you will offer, what type of crockery to serve it on and the table setting. 

Let’s not beat around the bush. Pretty much the only drink you’ll be serving with cherry pie is coffee. 
Whatever type it is, it must be freshly brewed and filtered. If it’s possible, grind the coffee beans 
yourself. For sweetening, again, use brown or dark brown sugar. Either that or sugars made especially 
for coffee. Offer cream and any type of milk that you like. A good friend of mine likes it fresh, black 
and hot. He always gives me the thumbs up.
   
Beautiful pie deserves beautiful crockery. There are many nice styles to choose from. Plain white is 
always a good choice because it shows up the food and is relaxing to the eye. Use china if possible; 
otherwise use the nicest tableware you have. You don’t need silverware, but use nice cutlery that doesn’t 
look like it’s used to serve the cat’s food. The same of course applies to the coffee cups and saucers. 
However you manage to organize good crockery and tableware, you have to find a table to put it on. 
Most of the time you might be in the family room and therefore using a coffee or side table, or you 
might be in the kitchen, using the bench-top. In cases like those, you aren’t going to be worried about 
tablecloths and serviettes. If you are serving on a dining table, try to have a neutral material. White is 
ideal. Mildly embroidered cloths can look even better. Although the serviettes should either match or 
complement the tablecloth, they don’t need to match the pattern if they have one. Otherwise, an 
uncovered wooden table looks just as nice.
   
The most important thing of course is to eat, drink and be merry. However you set your table or serve 
your coffee, what matters in the end is that you make a perfect cherry pie.



The Magic Hat by Colin Burroughs (Illustration by Anna Smith)

Why the hat? When wearing 
the hat a new identity is 
assumed. The wearer of hat 
is transfigured. He is a hat 
wearer. He is somebody who 
can wear hats, and he can 
topple and tipple and smile 
and wink, a cheeky grin that 
lurks under a brim. His 
posture changes. He must 
walk the way of the hat if 
this identity is to survive. 
The hat is wearing him. 
Possessed by a possession, 
he waltzes about, unable to 
stop, while the parasite 
searches for a new host. One 
who is worthy, head size is 
irrelevant. If it wants you it 
will have you. I have seen a 
hat dance over the heads of 
half a club, sometimes 
disappearing for days on 
end. Mine has been all over 
the country. I have found 
myself craving the very 
identity of the hat, wanting to learn the secret of its mysterious powers. It is close by now, pining for 
adventures and hair, but I dare not wear it.

‘One Too Many 
(Wigan Lane,
6.04am)’ 
By John Togher

Mnemosyne Rising from Reconstructed Armchairs

A Personal Profile of OK Studios by John Togher

We are all familiar with the patriarchal chair of the family home, my Grandfather owned such one; a 
chair that the traditional breadwinner, the man of the house retired to after a long, hard day of manual 
labour; a chair that would seat, on its occupier’s knee, sons and daughters, grandchildren and great-
grandchildren, all bounced up and down to some Irish rhythm or some now-forgotten nursery rhyme; 
a chair that a young member of the family, if daring enough, would steal a moment in, warmed by the 
safe heating of the missing body, in the kitchen making a brew.

It was August 2004 and I sat with my Grandfather in his house. He was sat in ‘his’ chair and I on the 
couch. A game show on a low volume on the TV; the tick of a clock in the hallway, waiting till three 

and the return of women from the 
shops. He heaved heavily, knowing 
something I did not. Conversation 
was slow, forced, plucked from the 
past and of those not present. He 
moved his hand to his head at times, 
as if the weight of his skull against 
the weakness in his neck was too 
much. After a while, the contestants 
on screen vanished and vanquished, 
and a news report rolling, I made to 
leave. He grabbed my arm, still an 
iron grip, and squeezed like he had 
done when I was a child. He smiled,
laughed, then rolled a cigarette. 
“Look after yourself. And shave that 
bloody beard.” I left, my last image 
of him sat in his chair, a blue 
serpent of smoke rising from his 
lips. 

A few weeks later, we 
wait in the front room for the 
funeral cars to pick us up; his chair 
is empty despite the lack of seats for 
the numerous family members. I 

can’t bear to look at the chair in which most of my childhood memories and indeed adult ones were of 
him. His Irish Weekly is folded open on the article he hadn’t quite finished. The TV remote in its 
familiar place on his side table alongside a pouch of tobacco and a green Swan lighter. A young 
cousin jumps up onto the chair and is told to get off, get out of there, it’s Granddad’s chair. 

Later, I carry the coffin with cousins and brother. It’s surprisingly heavy. Solid. Real. 
Wood. Natural. Ready, to be joined with the earth. Soil and rock. Flesh and bones. Ashes to ashes. 
Dust to dust. 

A year later, I’m invited to OK Studios on the basis of writing an article highlighting the work of the 
artists there, raising the profile. Instead, I am faced, almost confrontationally, with what art itself is all
about. Concerning the evoking of an emotion or challenging of a perception. I come across something 
aesthetically pleasurable and yet demanding to the soul. Debra Budenberg is a sculptor who works 



with old items of furniture. She deconstructs them, takes them to pieces and rebuilds, structuring the 
drama, emotion and history into each piece. 

There is a bed that, at first glance across a room, wouldn’t look out of place on a tip. Look 
closer and you see figures embedded within the body of the bed. A Father perhaps, a child or two 
huddled. It is strangely eerie looking at these bodies merge within the furniture; their forms suggest 
stories of family life past and it is hard not to make a personal connection with each piece such is the 
power of the physicality and suggestion they place on the viewer. 

One piece in particular is of a raggedy old armchair; its material scuffed and chewed, its 
insides rotted and seeping out of seams, unbalanced and leaning at an angle; the ghost of a figure 
embossed, preserved almost, in the body of the chair, twisted and gnarled like the insides of my 
Grandfather. A warped and perverse memory plucked from the nether-region of my mind. An 
uncomfortable atmosphere smokes around my thoughts and then it hits me like the first time I ‘got’
Shakespeare: this is art. This is its purpose. It’s not for the pretentious to prattle, for the money-
makers to market. It is to feel, to be wrapped in the moment and to revel in the phenomena occurring. 
Even though the subject of the work may be wholly different to my interpretation, that is what is 
exciting and distinctive about Budenberg’s work; her themes of family and domesticity are universal 
and yet deeply personal not only to herself but to each person who views her pieces. I leave having 
had the experience of being knocked sideways from latent mourning awoken in me by a piece of 
rackety old furniture. A triumph of art if ever there was one.

What else awaits at OK Studios? Well for 
one there is the work of Jane Fairhurst. 
Inspired by the works of the nineteenth 
century Japanese artist Hokusai, her work 
takes on his floral prints and injects her 
own spin and vision to it, replacing the 
traditional bird in the painting with her 
own hybrid figure: a ‘Barbie-like’ doll 
with a bird’s skull, falling through the 
landscape rather than flying, albeit in an 
extremely graceful way. There is a beauty 
to each painting in the series (of nine), 
with the bold vivid colours and the 
‘super-flat’ style of current Japanese 
painting that Fairhurst professes to be 
inspired by. There is also the element in 
the work, as she mentions in a statement 
on the genesis of this current project, of 
the ‘cultural exchange between Asia, 
Europe and the U.S.A., brought about 

through trade and the twenty-first century industrialised society’s detachment from the natural 
world.’ This slightly undersells them I think, as they are stunningly beautiful pieces, each one 
challenging in that the floral print sets an attractive quality while the falling hybrid figure hints at the 
weird and disturbing aspect of the work.  

Jane is intrinsically involved with the running of OK Studios. It’s a studio that is run by the 
artists themselves and is a charitable organisation set up to secure a working environment for 
contemporary visual artists in the form of studio and exhibition spaces. The work of Bernard 
Georgeson is visually striking in that some pieces seem like a blurred picture of a neon highway. 
Working with oil on canvas, he creates pieces that melt before your eyes; they fuzz, and smudge your
perception. Joyce Coulton is an artist who weaves tapestries in true ‘outsider’ art fashion, who when 

we meet is a lovely and delightful woman whose vision and enthusiasm is highly encouraging; her 
work contains hidden depths of emotion and intricacy. 

OK Studios has a growing number of artists working in paint, mixed media, ceramics, 
textiles, photography, sculpture and glass. Other members include Louise Wilkie, Elaine Fox, David 
Stanley, Steve Cunliffe, Elaine Bennet and sculptor Hawys Mather. Some of the artists engage with 
local communities through running workshops in schools and colleges. There is an annual open studio 
week every summer when the public are invited to visit and talk to the artists as well as view their 
work. The time I spent there was an engaging and revitalising experience and I recommend a visit to 
others wholeheartedly.
OK Studios is located at The Standish Centre, Cross Street, Standish, Wigan, WN6 OHQ. To contact 
telephone: 01257 424804.  www.okstudios.org / www.janefairhurst.co.uk
Artwork pictured: Debra Budenberg – The Material of Formative Years / Jane Fairhurst – Freefall 3

The Boudoir Is Empty by Gary Grainger

We’re not ready
To let it go away
The thought causes itching
There’s nowhere to lay
The Boudoir is empty
Our eyes are ablaze
The thought causes itching
We’ve been here for days

The floorboards are dying
They have been for years
The fire is crying
The beautiful tears
The curtains are wet
From the night that it rained
We’ve seen this before
The picture’s been framed

They keep walking by
But they never look in
They know that we’re in here
Believing the sin
But ready we’ll be
When the white horse 
arrives
To pass by the bell boy
On the way from our lives



Naked Stu’s Curio Guide To Wigan

A guide to the odd little corners of Wigan’s shopping experience 
not included in the Council’s plans of cloning our town with that 
of EverytownUK with the opening of the consumerism castle of the 
Think Pink! Project.

R.S.P.C.A. SHOP
In the world of charity shops a year doth make a lifetime of difference. 
Twelve months ago Wigan’s R.S.P.C.A store was the laughing stock of 
the town’s bric-a-brac community, along with the consistently pathetic 
Scope. The selection of clothing on offer was abject, the range of music 
and film laughable. 
   However, in the late spring of 2006, something occurred which would 
change our shopping patterns forever. Items of interest began to appear 

in the window. New and exotically-odoured members of staff were seen on the till. Further investigation 
yielded surprises of an abundantly pleasant nature. In a matter of months the store has gone from zero to 
hero and is now undoubtedly deserving of its reputation as one of Wigan’s finest second-hand retailers.
   Gaining entry to the premises is something of a challenge due to its troublesome location on Market 
Street. Ensconced amid any number of pie shops and chippys, plus the Jackbit café, The R.S.P.C.A. Store is 
positioned in the dead centre of a pigeon hotspot. I strongly urge you not to be put off by the hordes of 
feathered disease bags, for any shopper who may successfully navigate them is then privy to one of the 
finest establishments the town has to offer. 
   This autumn alone has seen it offering organs, drum kits and bespoke crockery for a pittance. Aside from 
its superb assortment of regularly refreshed cut-price curios, there is an area within the shop which sets it 
apart from run of the mill stores such as the Oxfams of this world. I speak of a vinyl selection beyond 
compare. To rear right hand corner of the shop can be found a mouldy mound of cardboard boxes, stuffed to 
the gills with used 12”s. “Not surprising, for a charity shop” you may think. This, however, is no regular 
pile of battered James Lasts and discarded Manilows that one would find in any old junk emporium.
   Regularly re-stocked and shuffled, the variety of vinyl on offer is beyond anything the chumps at Music 
Zone could even begin to contemplate and renders HMV’s 2007 arrival in the town unnecessary. Many’s 
the time I have skipped out of the store clutching armfuls of prog to my musty bosom where once I would 
have merely minced past and tutted in it’s general direction.
So I say hats off to the R.S.P.C.A. for ploughing profits back into dilapidated outlets such as this, rather 
than shelling out on yet more unnecessary weasel sanctuaries.

MORRISONS’ BARGAIN SHELF
Occasionally, between receipt of my substantial paycheques, I find myself having to shop for groceries on a 
budget. It is in these dark times that Morrisons’ Bargain Shelf proves invaluable both in terms of nutritious 
satisfaction and head-scratching amazement. Only last week I was in need of seven days worth of 
provisions and had but £2.00 at my disposal. One trip to the shelf later and I was skipping home with three 
lasagnes and a grapefruit.
   Shoppers of a curious disposition will find the shelf tucked away in the rear right hand corner of the 
Morrisons store, within Wigan’s glamorous Galleries shopping complex. Split into two sections, the shelf is 
a boon for patrons browsing for attractively priced consumables which are slightly past their prime. The 
main shelf is regularly re-stocked with cut-price clams and all manner of exotic cheeses. To the right of this 
is the second shelf, a somewhat less glamorous affair where one may pick up two Schmacko’s and a 
tampered-with bottle of Domestos for under £1.00.
   Those wishing to investigate further are advised to get there early. On several occasions I have witnessed 
an elderly person undertaking the most devious of ploys. The geriatric in question makes a bee-line for the 
rear of the store in her mobility scooter. She then parks up in front of the Bargain Shelf thus blocking of all 

other shoppers. This audacious manoeuvre allows her to leisurely harvest the choicest items for herself, 
leaving the rest of us fight over the suspect chicken thighs.
   Of course, more adventurous consumers will be aware of the legendary “Bargain Shelf Jr.” irregularly 
located somewhere within Tesco’s. However, a landmark as heavenly as that deserves a tribute all of its 
own.

KRUGER’S I
If you happen to be out and about in Wigan during the daytime and get a hankering for something warm, 
satisfying and electrifying, may I be so bold as to recommend Kruger’s Coffee House in Wigan’s 
“Galleries” shopping complex?
   In the winter of 1992 I had been shopping with mother and the pair of us agreed that sustenance was 
required before we embarked upon the arduous journey back to Wigan’s exclusive Whitley district. We 
happened upon a newly opened coffee house named Kruger’s and decided to aid the fledgling business by 
gracing it with our custom. I proceeded to order the mushroom soup with croutons, presuming I would 
receive a bowl of standard coffee shop fare. The meal with which I was served was warm, pleasing to the 
eye and rich in mushroomy goodness. The croutons? Ask me how good they were and I will tell you that 
they were AWESOME! So much so, that the incident is still talked about in some circles.
   Admittedly, I have never returned to Kruger’s since that life-altering event some fourteen years ago. 
However, I have no reason to believe that the standard of the mushroom soup with croutons has diminished 
and so plan to visit the establishment again in the not too distant future. I strongly urge you to do the same!

RETURN TO KRUGER’S COFFEE HOUSE
Today I snubbed the old adage that one should “never go back” and, some fourteen years since my original 
visit, returned to Kruger’s Coffee House. The motivation for my sortie was to see if they had maintained the 
exceptionally high standard of the Mushroom Soup with Croutons, which I discussed at some length above.
   Upon setting foot inside the establishment my very presence drew gasps of recognition from the very 
clean staff who obviously remembered me as the extremely polite and sweet-smelling youngster who dined 
there back in 1992. I approached the counter and enquired as to what was meant by the phrase “Soup of The 
Day”, which was displayed in large lettering on a wall-mounted board. I was informed that the two soups
available were “Vegetable” and “Cauliflower & Broccoli”, which is also a type of vegetable soup. 
Somewhat crest-fallen that I was to be denied the famous Mushroom Soup with Croutons, I plumped for 
Cauliflower & Broccoli and shuffled off to a table whilst struggling to conceal my immense 
disappointment. Truth be told, the absence of Mushroom Soup with Croutons renders this article redundant. 
However, I paid £2.40 for the Cauliflower & Broccoli and so will soldier on regardless.
   The soup arrived swiftly and was accompanied by a buxom bap for dipping. I was also presented with a 
butter option for bap application if I so chose. Which I didn’t
The Cauliflower & Broccoli was notably crouton-free but extremely pleasurable in all other areas. Green in 
colour and salty to the taste it possessed a vaguely rough texture, which was enough to convince me that it 
hadn’t come straight from a tin. The bap had been gently warmed and, upon tearing open it’s crusty flesh, I 
witnessed it’s soft, fluffy innards. Bappery at it’s finest!
Upon gazing around Kruger’s, it became apparent that no interior redecoration had been undertook since 
it’s opening, nor should it have. “Very pleasant surroundings in which to consume soup”, I noted. Mid-way 
through my meal a nearby table became occupied by a group of four slow people, somewhere in the midst 
of their fifties. They began by attempting to ascertain who amongst them was the sweatiest. Once that hot 
topic had been settled they moved on to discussing family matters. Apparently Lynne has “picked herself a 
RIGHT one in Brendan”. Brendan, it transpires is half Japanese, has a tattoo and only eats his tea late-on. 
So, have standards at Kruger’s diminished since 1992? Most certainly not. I would warmly recommend the 
Cauliflower and Broccoli to all and will be returning to dine there in the near future in an attempt to 
experience the elusive Mushroom Soup with Croutons v.2007.

THE SAMARITANS SHOP 
Ask any knowledgeable brac-a-brac devotee about Wigan and The Samaritans Shop will undoubtedly
receive a complimentary mention. For many years it has proved to be an invaluable source of bespoke 



clothing, limited edition ornaments and twenty year old colouring books. It’s the very place from which I 
purchased my beloved ALBA Music Centre and has yielded a fine pair of shiny shoes on at least one 
occasion.
      It also houses a fine range of pre-owned vinyl which includes a natty selection of foreign 12”s, thanks 
no doubt to Wigan’s burgeoning immigrant community. Only this morning I was rummaging through the 
L.P.s and came across a handful of intercontinental albums from the late seventies. In a daze of delight I 
raised my arms skyward and thanked the heavens for the multicultural melting pot in which we live. The 
shop is also famed for its colourful range of staff. The most notable are a mother and daughter duo who man 
the premises on most Saturdays. They converse with patrons and each other in a manner which shuns 
accepted social convention whilst never being anything other than exceptionally pleasant.
      Located on Hallgate opposite Long’s ‘Roid Emporium, it has only the infuriatingly inconsistent Marie 
Curie Shop for nearby competition. A Saturday would simply not be complete without a sortie into The 
Samaritans to gaze upon its musty wares. Long may it reign supreme as the jewel in Wigan’s town centre 
charity shop crown.

HOME FROM HOME
In 1974 Sparks unleashed their ‘Kimono My House’ L.P. upon an unsuspecting public and, by doing so, 
raised musical standards to a level which only they could conceivably surpass. Praise was lavished upon 
the Mael’s opus, yet critics found difficulty in attributing to which, if any, genre it belonged. Thus the 
album had a “glam rock” tag lazily slapped upon it and Sparks spent the following two years pouting to 
millions of frothing adolescents via Top of The Pops, alongside the likes of Marc Bolan and his equally 
talentless peers.
      Jump forward thirty three years or so and there exists in Wigan a retail outlet, comparable in many ways 
to Sparks’ outstanding ‘74 release. Much like ‘Kimono My House’ it’s ability to dazzle, stun and excite 
increases, rather than diminishes, visit after visit. Its musty goods have not been ravaged by age but, rather, 
matured immeasurably decade upon decade. In much the same way that ‘Kimono My House’ was dubbed 
“glam” by bewildered rock journalists, so Home From Home labours under the wildly inaccurate label of 
“charity shop”. Well I for one say “NO MORE!” For it is worth at least ten of your paltry little Oxfams.
      Located at the bottom of Gidlow Lane, The Queen’s Hall’s Home From Home outlet misses much of 
the passing trade on which town centre stores rely. However, whilst its secluded location may result in a 
lower amount of trade than is deserved, it means the bric-a-brac is piled high and the prices are rock bottom. 
Not since the sad demise of Toy & Hobby in the early nineties has Wigan played host to such an 
extensively stocked toy department. Board games, guns and plastic animals are readily available for under a 
pound a pop and I understand that there are plans to develop the video game shelf. Only last week I was 
emotionally reacquainted with the joys of Mario Kart 64 for the meagre outlay of 20p. It is hoped that by 
undercutting the high street in this manner, a great number of patrons will soon be eschewing their X-Boxes 
and embracing the superior technology of yesteryear.
      As one delves deeper into the store a wall of books is encountered. Indeed, with a selection that knocks 
Wigan Library into a cocked hat, one must applaud Home From Home for its attempt to raise the town’s 
lacklustre literacy levels by retailing reading material at 10p per item. Decanters, ornaments, trophies and 
organs, all can be found in this two-storey tardis. The range of furniture beats that of Ikea’s in my book, 
whilst the artwork selection on display trumps the Guggenheim. The accommodating staff will readily 
discuss their vast array of ailments with the more inquisitive shopper and a free home delivery service is 
available on demand.
      Those of you condemned to the rat races will be dismayed to hear that Home From Home remains 
tightly shut in the evenings and on weekends. I, however, applaud the limited hours of opening as the policy 
does tend to keep out the riff raff. Riff raff being a term which applies to roughly 99.99% of the townsfolk 
and those from its surrounding areas. My only hope is that Home From Home continues to flourish under its 
current management. Whilst I drink to its success on a daily basis I urge those in charge to shun a move to 
the town centre as this would mean the likes of me having to share its wares with countless Trisha 
Scrapebacks and Goon Kevs. The above statement makes me a charity shop snob, a badge of honour I pin 
proudly to my mouldy brown tank top. 

DEBENHAMS TOILETS
I don’t know about you but if I’m caught short whilst mooching around Wigan’s many charity shops and 
tobacconists I tend to make a bee-line for the toilets in Debenhams. Situated on the first floor at the entrance 
to the I area, these luxurious lavatories offer everything a busy shopper with a full bladder, or colon, could 
possibly require. Granted, there is a overwhelming aroma of urine which stays with you long after you’ve 
vacated the area, but when a public convenience is this roomy it’s a pettier man than I who gets sniffy about 
the lack of air fresheners. With the bus station and Galleries demanding 20p before you can let rip I applaud 
Debenhams for their fabulous facilities which enable the likes of me to enjoy a toll-free discharge on an 
extremely regular basis.

[More from Naked Stu can be found at www.myspace.com/stunaked]

Waking Dream No 6570 by Martin Higgins

We’re headlong into it...on tenterhooks dodging uppercuts from the angels
mistrust. A hollow pit, demonic and phosphoric. Telekinetic and apathetic
beasts prowl with dissident intent. Intent on the kill, eager to vent their
spleen with intestinal fortitude and torture obscene. Metamorphosing demons
exhort angst along the latitude, squirmed out through the vacuum tube and
poured onto the wasteland with slight of hand. Now sparks from the track
fuse violently to amuse the undertaker, who burns orange black.
Digital code swirls around this abode welding friction with science fiction,
hovering above this attrition a typographic death angel beats wings on a
kamikaze flight in a parallel mocking of my ostracised plight. The beast
descends in derision and makes her incision into the eye of the vision.
Blueprints turn red as babies ooze puss from heads. Plagues rage like a
warped typeface, the charred aftermath of 12 point lowercase indicates doom,
like the pulse in the flood, as a child, hailed as a king, kept in a cage
and donned in robes seeps maroon through sores, and stains the road.
Rotating kaleidoscope hurtles out of control along the longitude into the
hazy unknown...
...We’re now minute in size, a mere blip on life, impulses of kinetic
energy, lit up with lethargy sleeping behind the eyes. Dance on the iris,
destroy all behind it, glaring through vapour headlights, slowly, at the
speed of light, running on diesel, impersonating Evel Knievel, through
intricate layers of electrodes buzzing a constant drone. A hazy red mist
ascends the infrastructure, a tangible pang in this unlit dome, an urge to
crush bones of bastardized clones...I change form... From microscopic train
switching lanes to hit the third rail, through to hot rods from the gods, on
tyres burning like funeral pyres on a trail made with luminous shades of a
candy cane, cruising the lullaby lane, an amoeba metamorphosing into
vehicles of the self, an engine in me revving the head, pixilated fonts in
red, the petrol tank hits the tangible pang and the voice box splinters and
filters through a nicotine hue. Crippled with emotion and adoration, her
impartial dissuasion, swept by the vortex and negative content of text. The
X-seeing eye, X-vision, X-mind, X-vibe.
The projector fades and anguish comes in waves of dumb prophetic plays acted
out in my younger days.
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Reinterpreting East 
The following two stories were inspired & adapted from Japanese fairy tales titled ‘The Farmer And The 
Badger’ & ‘The Tongue Cut Sparrow’, respectively. Both originals can be read at www.gutenberg.net

The Goth And The Chav by Howard Haigh
Long, long ago (as far as the fast moving world of Youth Culture is concerned), there lived an old Goth and his 
Morticia Adams look-alike wife who had made their home in the suburbs, far from any city centre. Their only 
neighbour was a bad and malicious female Chav. This Chav used to come out every night and run across to the 
Goth’s garden and spoil the deadly nightshade and hemlock and other necropolitan themed planting which the 
Goth spent his time in carefully cultivating. The Chav at last grew so ruthless in her mischievous work, and did so 
much harm everywhere in the garden, that the good-natured Goth could not stand it any longer, and determined to 
put a stop to it. So he lay in wait day after day and night after night, with a big replica Samurai sword, hoping to 
catch the Chav, but it was all in vain. Then after much thought he laid some devious traps for the wicked Chav.
      The Goth’s trouble and patience was rewarded, for one fine day on going his rounds he found the Chav caught 
in a Burberry-lined hole he had prepared for that purpose. The Goth was delighted at having caught his enemy, and 
carried her home securely bound with rope. When he reached the house the Goth said to his wife “I have at last 
caught the bad Chav. You must keep an eye on her while I am out at work in the garden planting ivy amongst the 
fake gravestones and not let her escape, because I want to make her into soup to-night, because as all wise Goths 
know well, boiled Chav tastes rather like chicken.”
      Saying this, he hung the Chav up to the fake oak beam rafters of his utility room and went out to his work. The 
Chav was in great distress, for she did not at all like the idea of being made into soup that night, and she thought 
and thought for a long time, trying to hit upon some plan by which she might escape. It was hard to think clearly in 
this uncomfortable position (well, it was hard to think clearly ever), for she had been hung upside down and all of 
her blood was trying to drain into her rather small brain. Very near to the backdoor of the utility room, looking out 
towards the belladonna and the trees and the pleasant sunshine, stood the Morticia Adams look-alike wife 
sharpening replica ceremonial daggers. She looked tired and old. Her face was seamed with many wrinkles, and 
was as white as flour, and every now and then she stopped to wipe the perspiration that rolled down her face.
      “Dear lady,” said the wily Chav, “you must be very weary doing such hard work in your old age (snigger). 
Won’t you let me do that for you? My arms are very strong, and I could relieve you for a little while!”
      “Thank you for your kindness,” said the black-clad woman, “but I cannot let you do this work for me because I 
must not untie you, for you might escape if I did, and my husband would be very angry if he came home and found 
you gone.”
      Now, the Chav is one of the most cunning of animals, and she said again in a very sad, gentle, voice “You are 
very unkind. You might untie me, for I promise not to try to escape. If you are afraid of your husband, I will let 
you bind me again before his return when I have finished sharpening the daggers. I am so tired and sore tied up 
like this. If you would only let me down for a few minutes I would indeed be thankful!”
      The flour-faced woman had a good and simple nature, and could not think badly of any one. Much less did she 
think that the Chav was only deceiving her in order to get away. She felt sorry, too, for the youth as she turned to 
look at her. She looked in such a sad plight hanging downwards from the ceiling by her legs, which were all tied 
together so tightly that the rope and the knots were cutting into the skin. So in the kindness of her heart, and 
believing the creature’s promise that she would not run away, she untied the cord and let her down.
      The old (in teenager terms at least) woman then gave her the knife sharpener and told her to do the work for a 
short time while she rested. The Chav took the sharpener, but instead of doing the work as she was told, the Chav 
at once sprang upon the old woman and knocked her down with the heavy steel bar. She then killed her and cut her 
up and made soup of her, and waited for the return of the old Goth. The old man worked hard in his large wooded 
garden all day, and as he worked he thought with pleasure that no more now would his labour be spoiled by the 
destructive Chav.
      Towards sunset, he left his work and turned to go home. He was very tired, but the thought of the nice supper 
of hot Chav soup awaiting his return cheered him. The thought that the Chav might get free and take revenge on 
his wife never once came into his mind.
      The Chav meanwhile dressed up like Morticia Adams (which was rather easy with plenty of flour, a long black 
wig and gothic vampire dress), and as soon as she saw the old Goth approaching came out to greet him at the 
backdoor of the little house, saying “So you have come back at last. I have made the Chav soup and have been 
waiting for you for a long time.”

      The old Goth took off his large leather buckled boots and sat down before his tiny dinner-tray. The innocent 
man never even dreamed that it was not his wife but the Chav who was waiting upon him, and asked at once for 
the soup. Then the Chav suddenly threw off the wig and dress and transformed herself back to her natural 
Burberry-clad form and cried out “You wife-eating old man! Look out for the bones in the kitchen!”
      Laughing loudly and derisively she escaped out of the house and ran away to her single-bedroomed flat. The 
old Goth was left behind alone. He could hardly believe what he had seen and heard. Then when he understood the 
whole truth he was so scared and horrified that he fainted right away. After a while he came round and burst into 
tears. He cried loudly and bitterly. He rocked himself to and fro in his hopeless grief. It seemed too terrible to be 
real that his faithful wife had been killed and cooked by the Chav while he was working quietly in the garden, 
knowing nothing of what was going on at home, and congratulating himself on having once and for all got rid of 

the wicked animal who had so often spoiled 
his plants. And oh the horrible thought; he 
had very nearly drunk the soup that the 
creature had made of his devoted wife. “Oh 
dear, oh dear, oh dear!” he wailed aloud. 
Now, not far away there lived in the same 
street a kind, good-natured old Burberry 
salesman. He heard the old man crying and 
sobbing and at once set out to see what the 
matter was, and if there was anything he 
could do to help his neighbour. The old man 
told him all that had happened. When the 
Burberry salesman heard the story he was 
very angry with the wicked and deceitful 
Chav, and told the old man to leave 
everything to him and he would avenge his 
wife’s death. The Goth was at last 
comforted, and, wiping away his tears, 
thanked the Burberry salesman for his 
goodness in coming to him in his distress.
      The Burberry salesman, seeing that the 
Goth was growing calmer, went back to his 
home to lay his plans for the punishment of 
the Chav.

The next day the weather was fine, and the 
Burberry salesman went out to find the 
Chav. She was not to be seen in the market 
or in the pub or on the streets anywhere, so 
the Burberry salesman went to her flat and 
found the Chav hiding there, for the girl had 
been afraid to show herself ever since she 
had escaped from the Goth’s house, for fear 

of the old man’s wrath.
      The Burberry salesman called out “Why are you not out shopping for fashionable clobber on such a beautiful 
day? Come out with me, and we will go and buy genuine designer label clothing at the car boot sale together.”
      The Chav, never doubting but that the Burberry salesman was her friend, willingly consented to go out with 
him, only too glad to get away from the neighbourhood of the Goth and the fear of meeting him. The Burberry 
salesman led the way miles away from their homes, out to the car boot sale where everything was indeed as 
genuine as it seemed. They both set to work to buy as much as they could carry home, to flog it on to all of her 
unsuspecting friends. When they had each bought all they wanted they stuffed it into black bin liners and then 
started homewards, each carrying their bundles of clothing on their backs. This time the Burberry salesman made 
the Chav go first.
      When they had gone a little way the Burberry salesman took out a piezoelectric cigarette lighter and, lighting it 
just under the plastic bag slung over the Chav’s back as she stepped along in front, set her bundle of finest 
polyester clothing on fire. The Chav heard the lighter striking, and asked “What is that noise? Click, click?”



      “Oh, that is nothing.” Replied the Burberry salesman; “that ‘Click, click’ was me taking a photograph of you 
with my smart new camera phone.”
The fire soon spread in the bundle of synthetic fibre garments on the Chav’s back. The Chav, detecting the trace of 
some pungent smoke, asked, “What is that?”
      “Oh I’ve just lit up a monster spliff dear,” answered the Burberry salesman.
      But very soon the bundle was nearly burned out and all the hair had been burned off the Chav’s head. She now 
knew what had happened by the smell of the smoke of the burning hair and clothing. Screaming with pain the 
Chav ran as fast as she could to her flat. The Burberry salesman followed and found her lying on her bed groaning 
with pain.
      “What an unlucky girl you are!” said the Burberry salesman. “I can’t imagine how this happened! I will bring 
you some medicine that will heal your burns quickly!”
      The Burberry salesman went away glad and smiling to think that the punishment upon the Chav had already 
begun. He hoped that the Chav would die of her burns, for he felt that nothing could be too bad for the nasty 
teenager, who was guilty of murdering a poor helpless old woman who had trusted her. He went home and made 
an ointment by mixing some HP sauce and red pepper together.
      He carried this to the Chav, but before putting it on he told her that it would cause her great pain, but that she 
must bear it patiently, because it was a very wonderful medicine for burns and scalds and such wounds. The Chav 
thanked him and begged him to apply it at once. But no language can describe the agony of the Chav as soon as 
the red pepper had been pasted all over her sore inflamed skin. She rolled over and over and howled loudly. The 
Burberry salesman, looking on, felt that the Goth’s wife was beginning to be avenged.
      The Chav was in bed for about a month, which was most unusual as her record for staying in bed was but a 
single week; but at last, in spite of the red pepper application, her burns healed and she got well and her hair 
started to grow. When the Burberry salesman saw that the Chav was getting well, he thought of another plan by 
which he could bring about the creature’s death. So he went one day to pay the Chav a visit and to congratulate her 
on her recovery.
      During the conversation the Burberry salesman mentioned that he was going street racing, and described how 
exciting illegal racing was when the weather was fine and the police were occupied by race riots elsewhere.
      The Chav listened with pleasure to the Burberry salesman’s account of the way he passed his time now, and 
forgot all her pains and her month’s illness, and thought what fun it would be if she could go street racing too; so 
she asked the Burberry salesman if he would take her the next time he went out to race. This was just what the 
Burberry salesman wanted, so he agreed.
      Then he went home and built two souped-up Vauxhall Corsas, one painted shimmering pale blue and the other 
with defective brakes was a candy pink. At last they were both finished, and as the Burberry salesman stood and 
looked at his work he felt that all his trouble would be well rewarded if his plan succeeded, and he could manage 
to kill the wicked Chav now.
      The day came when the Burberry salesman had arranged to take the Chav racing. He kept the pale blue Corsa 
for himself and gave the Chav the car with the dodgy brakes. The Chav, who knew nothing about cars other than 
how loud the stereo would play, was delighted with her new wheels and thought how kind it was of the Burberry 
salesman to give it to her. They both got into their Corsas and set off. After going some distance from the Chav’s 
flat the Burberry salesman proposed that they should try their cars and see which one could go the quickest. The 
Chav fell in with the proposal, and they both set to drive as fast as they could for some time. In the middle of the 
race the Chav found that her car wouldn’t slow down, for the brakes had now given up completely. She cried out 
in great fear to the Burberry salesman to help her. But the Burberry salesman answered that he was avenging the 
old woman’s murder, and that this had been his intention all along, and that he was happy to think that the Chav 
had at last met her just deserts for all her evil crimes, and was to crash with no one to help her. Then he swerved 
towards her and in a panic the Chav finally lost control and skidded off the road into a canal and was seen no 
more.
      Thus at last he kept his promise to the old Goth. The Burberry salesman now turned and drove home, and 
having parked and carefully locking and then setting the alarm on his lovely customised Corsa, hurried back to tell 
the old Goth everything, and how the Chav, his enemy, had been killed.
      The old Goth thanked him with tears in his eyes. He said that till now he could never sleep at night or be at 
peace in the daytime, thinking of how his wife’s death was unavenged, but from this time he would be able to 
sleep and eat as of old. He begged the Burberry salesman to stay with him and share his home, so from this day the 
Burberry salesman went to stay with the old Goth and they both lived together as good friends to the end of their 
days – which just goes to show that people from different cultures can indeed settle down together happily.

‘Angel’ Photograph by Howard Haigh

The Tongue Cut Sparrow by John Togher [Illustrations by Anna Smith]

It was the perfect home on the edge of a beautiful woodland; an old log cabin powered by wind turbines and solar 
panels and all other guilt-free devices. Ted Fellows and his wife Annie had coined together everything they had in 
a pursuit of the ideal home away from the hustle and bustle of city life. Ted thought too that the peaceful 
surroundings of the woodlands would be a calming influence on his wife, a woman who had a volatile and nasty 
nature to her that had come from working in the city for thirty years. Their pensions, which were due to start soon,
would just about cover things; he would start to fashion furniture or children’s toys from wood as an income in the 
meantime. After working so long as a banker, he thought it would be fun to actually make things with his bare 
hands.
      As a year passed by, they struggled to adapt or make much money. They would just have to bide their time 
until their pensions started. Annie, who had a penchant for shopping and beauty salons, had grumbled non-stop 
since the first day, bemoaning the hell out of the lack of anything to do other than housework. “There’s not even a 
Marks & Spencers for fifty miles!” she’d yell. Read, go for a walk and collect flowers, Ted would say. But none of 
this pleased her and day by day her anger would grow so much that Ted would retreat into the woodland and read 
beneath an oak tree. He would be out most of the day and as they had no children, for his amusement and a 
friendly companion, he kept a tame sparrow. He loved this little bird just as much as if she had been his child. It 

was his only pleasure at home, to 
pet the sparrow, talk to her and 
teach her tricks. He would play 
with her in one of the spare 
bedrooms and after supper, he 
would save her some tit-bits as a 
treat. 
      One day, Ted went out to chop 
a fresh batch of firewood while 
Annie stayed at home to wash 
clothes. She had left out her mobile 
phone, a small, thin shiny one, and 
now when she came to look for it, it 
was all gone. While she was 
wondering who could have stolen 
it, as nobody lived within miles, 
down flew the little sparrow, and 
bowing her little feathered head – a 
trick Ted had taught her – she 
chirped up and said “It is I who has 
taken the phone. I thought it was 
left out for me to play with and so I 

took it in the woods. I dropped it in the lake when taking a drink. If I have made a mistake, I beg you to forgive me. 
Tweet!” 
      Annie, who had never liked the sparrow, often finding herself tidying up after it and resenting her husband’s 
doting on it, was shocked to hear it speak. She immediately grabbed the sparrow in a fit of rage and took hold of a 
pair of scissors. “I’ll teach you, you stupid bird!” She then squeezed the sparrow till it stuck out its little tongue 
and off she chopped it with the scissors. “I suppose you took take a drink with this little tongue! Now let’s see how 
you go on without it!” With that she threw the bird out the window and shouted Good Riddance without a thought 
of what might happen to it.
      That evening as Ted came home, he looked forward to the sparrow greeting him as usual, ruffling its feathers 
like he had taught her and showing her joy at his return before coming to rest on his shoulders. But not even the 
shadow of his dear sparrow was to be seen. He searched the house for her, slowly panicking that he had lost his 
little friend. He called to his wife and asked if she’d seen his little sparrow. Annie pretended not to know, saying 
she wondered if the ungrateful bird hadn’t flown away at last and left him after all his foolish petting. Ted was 
suspicious. He carried on asking his wife until she finally cracked and confessed all. “Here is the tongue I cut off! 
Horrid little bird! It stole my phone.” All Ted could answer with was “How could you be so cruel? It doesn’t know 
any better. Oh! How could you be so cruel?”
      Ted was too kind-hearted a man to punish his wife, even though he was severely distraught at the loss of his 
little sparrow and the way in which she had her tongue cut off. He shed many tears that night and while he wiped 



them away on his cotton robe, he decided to go out looking for his sparrow in the morning. “She won’t be able to 
chirp anymore, but I have to see her, to help her,” he said to himself.
    He rose early as soon as ever the day broke, snatching a hasty breakfast before setting off into the woods, calling 
out for his little tongue-cut sparrow. He didn’t even stop for any lunch and it was deep into the afternoon and miles 
from home when he stumbled upon a clearing and there, chirping away on the low branch of an oak, was his little 
friend. He ran to her and she performed the tricks he had taught her, he clapped and smiled and waited till she had 
finished, with the bow of her head, before picking her up of the branch and gently stroking her and kissing her. He 
placed her back on the branch and watched as she opened her beak, showing him that a new tongue had grown. 
She told him that she was no ordinary sparrow, that she was a magical fairy, and no common bird. “I am well and 
happy. I have my new tongue and I hold no grudge against you or your wife.” Ted forgot how tired he was, forgot 
all his troubles and thanked the bird for her graciousness. She beckoned him to follow her deeper into the woods 
and so he did, watching as she flew beautifully in front of him. 
      She led him to a beautiful house that seemed to appear from nowhere in the dense forestry they had come 
through. Ted was astonished when he entered the house to find how attractive a place it was. It was built in the 
whitest wood, had the finest cream carpet he had ever seen and the cushions the bird brought out for them to sit on 
were made of the finest silk and feathers. Beautiful vases with the finest flowers adorned various places in the 
room. The sparrow led the old man to the place of honour, and then thanked him for all the kindness he had shown 
over the years. She then went on to introduce her family who entered bringing in trays of all kinds of delicious 
foods till he thought he must be dreaming. In the middle of dinner, the sparrow’s daughters performed a wonderful 
dance and never had Ted enjoyed himself so much. The hours flew by too quickly, with all these fairy sparrows to 
wait upon him, to feast him and to dance before him.
      But the night came on and the darkness outside reminded him of his long way home. He thanked his hostess 
for the splendid entertainment and food and begged her for his sake to forget all she had suffered at the hands of 
his wife. He told her that it was a great comfort and joy to him that she had such a beautiful home to live in and 
that she wanted for nothing. Now he could return home with a light heart knowing she was well and happy. If ever 
she wanted him for anything, she had only to send for him and he would arrive at once. The sparrow begged him 
to stay and rest for several days, to have a change from his wife, but he declined saying he had to get back soon 
else his wife would be angry. 
      The sparrow saw he could not be persuaded to stay and so gave an order to some of her servants who returned 
with two boxes, one large, the other small. They were placed in front of him. The sparrow said to choose 
whichever he liked as a present. He couldn’t refuse this kind offer and so chose the smaller box, saying “I am too 
old and feeble to carry the big and heavy box. As you are so kind to say I may take whichever I like, I will choose 
the small one, which will be easier for me to carry.” The sparrow flew to his shoulder and whispered into his ear. 
He nodded gravely to the sparrow, then said his goodbyes and set off home.

When he reached home, he found his wife even crosser than usual. She had been waiting up for him for hours.  
She hit him round the head several times shouting “Where have you been all this time? Why are you so late 
home?” He tried to calm her, showing her the box he had brought back. He told her all that had happened to him 
and how wonderfully entertained he had been at the sparrow’s house. “Now let us see what’s inside the box,” he 
said, not giving her time to grumble. They both sat down and opened the box. To their utter astonishment, they 
found the box filled to the brim with gold and silver coins and many other precious things. Ted was simply 
overjoyed at the riches and they handled the jewels and coins between them. They could live happily ever after 
with no financial worries from now on. “Thanks to my little sparrow! Thanks to my little sparrow!” he said. But 
Annie, after the first moments of surprise and pleasure, could not suppress the greed of her wicked nature. She
began to reproach Ted for not having brought home the bigger box. “You silly old man! Just think what we have 
lost. We might have had twice as much gold and silver as this! You certainly are an old fool.” Ted began to wish 
he had never mention the bigger box, but it was too late; Annie decided, if possible, to get more. 
      Early next morning she got up and made Ted describe the way to the sparrow’s house. He tried to discourage 
her from going, but she wouldn’t listen. Her greed had blinded her to the fact that the sparrow might be angry with 
her for cutting off its tongue. Ted felt it strange that she felt no remorse for what she had done. And so Annie set 
off through the forest to find the sparrow’s house and claim the bigger box.

Ever since the tongue cut sparrow returned to her family in the beautiful white house deep in the woods, weeping 
and bleeding from the mouth, her sisters had done nothing else but speak of the cruelty of the wife. They all loved 
Ted, but his wife Annie they hated. The tongue cut sparrow said that the chance will present itself; the wife will be 
punished as she deserves. They just had to be patient.

Annie reached the house after a few hours and banged on the door shouting “Tongue cut sparrow, tongue cut 
sparrow! Are you in here?” The servants let the sparrow know the wife had come at last, and the sparrow, ever so 
pleasantly, invited her in. Annie, straight to the point, said “You need not entertain me as you did my husband. I 
have come to get the box which he stupidly left behind. That is all I want.”
      The sparrow consented and told her servants to bring it at once. Annie immediately seized it and hoisted it on 
her back and without stopping to thank the sparrow, ran out of the house. The sparrow called out to her to enjoy
the surprise. The box was very heavy and she struggled to walk. She wanted to run home as fast as she could and 
see what was inside the box. Her desire to open the box grew and grew until finally she sat down and could no 
longer control her temptation. She opened it carefully, expecting to feast her eyes on more gold and silver coins 
and precious jewels. What she saw, however, terrified her. As soon as she lifted the lid, a number of horrible and 
frightful looking demons bounced out of the box and surrounded her, a look of intent to kill scorched onto their 
eyes. Not even in her worst 
nightmares had she seen 
monsters such as this. A demon, 
with one eye missing and the 
other with yellow puss oozing 
out of it approached and pushed 
her to the damp grassy floor. 
Ghostly figures with gaping 
mouths creeping up on her as if 
they would devour her or suck 
out her soul; a huge snake coiled 
and hissed around her and a 
large dirt-brown and venom-
green frog hopped and croaked 
towards her. The demon with the 
missing eye ripped the clothes 
from her body while the ghostly 
figures hovered above her, 
holding down her arms. The 
large, menacing frog moved 
between her legs and flicked out 
its tongue and sunk it deep into 
her, causing her to wail in pain. 
She tried to fight off the frog but 
it was too powerful, its sheer 
size and weight too much for 
her. She started to shout out for 
the tongue cut sparrow, 
screaming for it to make it stop. 
The other demons and ghostly figures took their turns between her legs while the frog sat on her chest forcing her 
to breathe with great difficulty as its slimy feet dug into her stomach. She started to feel faint, but the pains 
between her legs kept her conscious, until at last, she couldn’t take anymore. Just before she passed out she saw, 
on a low branch of a tree, a group of sparrows tweeting with glee. 
      Annie woke up in the harsh morning light. The box was closed. She was naked and couldn’t find her clothes. 
Instead she ran all the way home as fast as she could despite the searing pain between her legs. She fell to the floor 
as she entered the house. Ted found her sobbing, helped clean her up and listened to what had happened to her. 
She told him everything then began to blame the sparrow for it. Ted stopped her short at once, saying “Don’t 
blame the sparrow. It is your wickedness which has at last met its reward.” Annie argued more and more, saying 
she should have slit the sparrow’s throat when she had the chance. Ted slapped her hard across the face then put 
her in bed, tying her wrists and ankles to bedposts. He watched as she struggled and fought to free herself before 
finally giving in to her body and falling asleep. 
      Later that day, as his wife slept, Ted ventured out into the woods and found the box his wife took from the 
sparrow. He carried it back to his house. Placed it in the bedroom where his wife was sleeping, then slowly opened 
the lid and ran outside, into the woods, to join his beautiful little sparrow in her beautiful white house. 



Break Time by Pete Kennedy

www.myspace.com/baweepgranaweepninibong

Elvis Lives Next Door by Sean Fallows

When your life is told from a bar stool
The only winner is drink but so long as you’re happy
And life don’t treat you cruel…

You used to drink with my granddad
The last of the old school
You tell me nothing beats the clubs down in Blackpool

Your bungalow next door could be a shrine to the Memphis coast
It’s okay as you say
If you start your day
With a cowboy breakfast of beans on toast

You dye your hair with black shoe polish 
In the hope that no-one can tell
But it’s washed off in the rain
You’ve lost your lover. You’re in heartbreak hotel

But you’re a cardboard cut-out from 1964
  
Who’s the fool?

So long as you’re happy & life don’t treat you cruel
You tell me nothing beats the clubs down in Blackpool
Nothing beats the clubs down in Blackpool

[More of Sean’s poetry at www.myspace.com/thesoulseat] 

The Green Man by Stephanie Fry [Illustration on opposite page]

The Green Man is widely perceived to be an early form of nature deity personifying woods, 
flora and fauna and his origins are undoubtedly pagan. He is often depicted with branches 
and foliage spouting from his mouth and adorning his face and is a symbol of re-growth and 
regeneration in the natural world after the long winter months.
      He is an integral aspect in the study of British folklore as he has been linked with other 
well known figures such as Robin Hood, the Green Knight of the Arthurian tales, and Jack in 
the Green, a medieval figure who traditionally dances at the head of Mayday processions. The 
link between Mayday and the Green Man is a significant one because the ancient Celts 
celebrated the first day of summer as Beltane, which means ‘the fire of Bel’.
      Celebrations such as the lighting of bonfires to honour the Sun would have formed an 
important part of the Beltane festivities, which would have included other rites and rituals all 
celebrating the fertilising powers of nature. The Green Man is ‘born’ at this time of year and 
goes on to live  throughout the summer before decaying in the Autumn months and through 
Winter only to be re-born again the following spring. These and other ideas and theories 
support the notion of the Green Man as symbolic of fertility and of renewal. Although widely 
regarded as a Pagan God, the decorated face of the Green Man is to be found in churches and 
cathedrals across Britain, and his image is also prevalent throughout Europe and much of 
Asia in caves and buildings. There is no explanation as to why he is so widespread but he may 
have links to other gods such as Dionysus.



"There's a time when the 
operation of the machine 
becomes so odious, makes 
you so sick at heart, 
that you can't take part, 
you can't even passively 
take part, and you've got 
to put your bodies upon 
the gears and upon the 
wheels, upon the levers, 
upon all the apparatus, 
and you've got to make it 
stop! And you've got to 
indicate to the people 
who run it, to the people 
who own it, that unless 
you're free, the machine 
will be prevented from 
working at all!" Mario Savio.



Buskers by No Fixed Abode

Space within the city is a contested and valuable commodity. The cost of city living rises along with the 
new developments that are continually being built. As a city grows and engulfs ever larger areas, in turn 
so does the density of people within that specific space. The division of space within the city relies upon 
cohesive co-existence, from the sharing of a house to the shared use of public space. Community ethics 
of respect and tolerance form the foundation of a set of morals that makes the possibility of living 
together a reality. The law goes some way to trying to instil a character of these ethics within its people, 
using punishments for anti-social behaviour such as ASBOS to enforce this. The transient nature of 
acceptable social behaviour means that it can be all too easy to take for granted how one should act 
wherever one is. We automatically tailor our behaviour to suit the space we are occupying. It is only 
when something out of the ordinary happens do we question the conditions of our social functioning.

Buskers occupy a unique position within a cities space. Lying somewhere between street performer and 
beggar, their ability to appropriate public space provides them with an income. Public space is shared 
on an understanding of shared goals. People are (reasonably) happy to queue with you at Morrisons as 
it is to the advantage of both to do so. Within this relationship though there is another understanding that 
although we share our greater space, our personal space is not to be intruded. Intrusions can come in 
many forms such as a physical occupation of the space around us to a verbal, visual or mental intrusion. 
Violation of these breaks the unwritten rules of acceptable social behaviour. The busker though makes it 
his job to do this and on the most part gets away with it.

The busker occupies a static position in the city. Indeed these positions and spaces usually stay the 
same and are even sometimes rotated between different buskers. The key point to notice here is that a 
person can know where to expect a busker in a city space. The busker is a relatively predictable sight 
and does not present an unexpected intrusion, and is generally well received by the public. Through 
music they bring relief and entertainment and because of this people are willing to part with their money 

allowing the intrusion into their space. Also the diversity of motive of the public 'performer' goes some 
way to ensuring a generally warm audience. Some rely upon it as an income in itself, some for pocket 
money, some for pleasure and others to preach and to directly influence. 

The key to a buskers success as an earner works on two factors. Their ability to play music and the 
necesscity to stay in a fixed position. Musical ability is an obvious factor in their earning potential, but 
their static nature is particularly vital for two reasons. Firstly, the ability for a busker to collect money is 
greatly reduced while the busker is moving. Secondly, a busker risks his ability to connect with a public 
either by fading into the mass or become too much of a spectacle, alienating an audience through 
unexpected behaviour. 

If the performers were to be dislocated from their static positions where most of the city's inhabitants 
would expect to see a street performer, how would the performers be received if they became an active 
part of the transience of the city? And what of the spaces where 'live' performances were to be expected 
remained quiet? 

Interestingly, it becomes evident that the spaces in which we find performers have evolved with the city 
to become the key spaces for a direct interaction with the public. These spaces speak volumes of the 
temporality of the city. The city's topography evolves, local bureaucracy introduces legislation which in 
some way validates them as 'constructive' members of the public and the wavering motives of the city's 
users are all factors in the reception of such performers. 

For more information, visit www.nofixedabode.org.uk



I’d Rather be a Pagan by Mat Turner

I am a Pagan because I perceive Divinity in Nature.

I’d rather be a Pagan I’d rather be a Pagan
Than a dysfunctional Christian Than an untouchable Hindu
Worshipping abstract metaphysics Enslaved in the name of God
And ghosts being born again. Oh the evil those religions do!

I’d rather be a Pagan I’d rather be a Pagan
Than a tight-fisted Fagin Because the animals can feel
Or a scrupulous Jew And we should give them their rights
Trying to save his own bacon. Instead of butchering and eating them.

I’d rather be a Pagan I’d rather be a Pagan
Than a sabre-rattling Muslim ‘Cos the forests breathe freedom
Lording it over his wife, And in the Moon, Sun and stars
What a tyrannical husband! Spins the whole of Creation.

I’d rather be a Pagan
Than a death-worshipping Buddhist
Renouncing all worldly ties.
What a load of old rubbish!

Army of Trees by Mat Turner

‘Fear not, till Birnam Wood
Do come to Dunsinane.’

Silent, menacing presence They will lay waste to all his cities,
Of bold warriors standing tall, All concrete, glass, steel, rubber, machine.
Upright, no slack, undaunted, Nothing will remain of his handiwork.
To the elements immutable. Their colonising rout shall be supreme.

Presenting a united front, And in distant futurity I see…
Solid wall of dark, fecund green,
Marching close across the horizon A forest cathedral of trees in
With dead, motionless speed. A sea of emerald green leaves

Shimmering in a gentle summer breeze
No careless talk or betrayal of Where once again the flower children can breathe
Secret military manoeuvres,         
No words escape their bark lips.
Only the wind whispers though their lofty canopies.

Rooted deep within the earth,
Bearing banners of branches high,
They have come to reclaim the land
That was theirs no one can deny.

They have come to displace a tyrant,
An arrogant, overreaching Macbeth,
Ripe for plucking from his pedestal
And suffering the indignity of death.

Veshengo Purrum
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Ungalet by John Togher

Lashings. We see a foetal beggar outside, 
Forehead touching 
The rain-soaked cobbles of Prague, 
His bald patch tipping a copper plate, 
Humble to the chink-chink of copper pennies.

More lashings. We use yesterday’s Times
As an umbrella of information.
Golem underfoot chases us to Ungalet,
Stumbling, we enter with ink, black ink

Stained on our hands and sodden paper on our shoulders.
A fog hits our eyes and we squint at little fires
Held, in warm fingers, glowing, lighting
Faceless shapes. We blink and we blink.

Then the noise, seemingly chaotic,
Frenzied shakes, tinkles and toots, the pull of a long trombone,
A skipping beat, looseness in the wrists, the gravity
Defying notes willing us to think and to think

About the intricacies. We’re offered dark froth in glasses 
And dumplings on plates, so we sit in scotch-red seating.
An electric-haired enthusiast
In the front row takes a drink, takes a drink.

His partner yawns, painted black caterpillars
Framing her eyes, as he nods and applauds 
Hypnotically, robotically. I stare into the eyes 
Of the players, at the kink, that maddening kink in their face.

A bearded man approaches in an almost-clean
White shirt, tells us, “You two should have been
Here an hour and five minutes ago.”
We look at each other, eyebrows raised.
The trumpets pipe down, the piano plays
Morse code, and the lights, the hue, glows pink, glows pink.



The Dylan Harris Travelblog…

28 May 2006, 21:49 - Avoiding Arrest in Iran…
Flight only got in the early hours of yesterday morning. Got woke up after about three hours 
sleep by a phone call to my room, answered it and it was a girl saying she was a friend of 
Pouya’s (soon to be ex) wife and she was waiting in reception for me. Didn't have a fucking 
clue what was going on or how she knew what hotel I was at. 
      The last thing I'd done before I went to bed was read a piece in the Iran guide book about a 
German bloke who'd been arrested in Tehran for being seen out alone with an Iranian woman. It 
warned to never do this and not to shake hands with a woman as its forbidden unless you're 
married to them. Needless to say I went downstairs and there she was alone and the first thing 
she did was to shake my hand. As if I weren't already nervous enough heading into the street 

with her, I then had to try and cross the road. I can only liken it to the last level of Frogger. There are no rules 
whatsoever, cars just drive wherever they want, at any speed and just swerve from one side of the road to the next 
in a split second. Motorbikes are even worse; they either drive the wrong way down the road or on the pavement. 
Had to jump out the way of one today carrying three people on the back.
      Went to the university but Nazli, who I was with, got shouted over by security. Sounded like she was getting a 
bollocking for being with me, so she turned round and we made a sharp exit. Got a taxi with a person-shaped crack 
across the window. Spent the entire journey just hoping I would get out alive. I'll never slag off Talbot’s driving 
ever again. 
      Met up with Pouya’s wife who's about to get divorced from him. Spent the day with them before Nazli took me 
back to my hotel. Couple of minutes after she left I saw the military police through the window running towards 
the hotel. Absolutely bricked it especially when they came bursting through the doors. Thankfully they headed to 
the basement. I didn't stop to ask what was going on down there.
      Got picked up by a bloke and his wife from the hotel to take me to the airport for the start of my tour (my visa 
proved harder to acquire than Highbury tickets so the only way I could get it was to book onto a tour). The plan 
was to drive me to the airport but the car was fucked so ended up pushing it myself down a dusty road until it got 
started. Once in the car we chatted about Iran’s 'chances' of winning the world cup and where was the best place 
for me to visit after my tour finishes.
I suggested a place the guidebook had recommended called Bam.
"Is not a good time of year to visit Bam"
"Why not? Is it too hot as it’s near the desert?"
"No, rebels block off road last week. They hijack coach full of foreign tourists. Shoot them all dead. Execution 
style." he said as he swerved down a side road.
"We must take this road, police block off main route. Rioting......"

31 May 2006, 22:23 - Back in Tehran…
Just back in Tehran now after a mental four days travelling around the country. I was met in Tehran with the site 
of roadblocks around the centre and military swarming the streets with guns checking cars for terrorists.
Other news in Iran this week:
- Bird flu outbreak in Tehran
- Earthquake in Bam
- Bombs gone off in Bam (as if an earthquake and executions weren't bad enough for the town)
and the best one yet...
- President Mahmoud Ahmadinejad has demanded that all the countries dogs be arrested! 
      Was in a city called Shiraz earlier in the week. Was walking round on my own and a lad comes up to me and 
starts asking me where I'm from. When I tell him Manchester he tells me he's paid $12,000 to be taken there 
illegally in six months. Anyway, he seems nice enough and we get chatting and he asks me if I want him to show 
me around the city. I agree and he starts showing me the bazaars and stuff. As time goes by, I start getting a bit 
suspicious, especially as we start going down all these back alleys. Anyway, just as I'm thinking about doing a 
runner we get to a mosque and he says he'll show me around it, making me feel a bit more at ease. Nothing bad can 
happen to me in a mosque. Can it?? He tells me to keep going up these flights of stairs and the next thing I know 
I'm on the roof and he rolls his sleeves up and shows me all the scars on his arms.
"I've been in many knife fight. I get slashed last night, look at fresh scar"
"Oh right"

He then tells me to sit down, which I'm not gonna argue with at this point. He puts his hand in his pocket and pulls 
out a spliff.
"This is for you smoke. Is ok up here. No police"
After ten minutes of trying to tell him I didn't want it, I eventually give up in fear of being stabbed and smoke the 
spliff. After I finish it and paranoia is setting in even more he gets out a block of weed and puts it in my bag. 
"This is gift for you, please keep."
After what seems like an eternity I finally get him to take us down off the roof and he stays with me for another 
two hours, the entire time I’m convinced I’ve been set up and I’m gonna get arrested any minute. As soon as he 
lets me go I don't know where I am but I go straight for the smallest back alley so I can ditch the weed from my 
bag.
Just as I’m fiddling around in my bag looking for it I feel a tap on my shoulder.
"Hello, where you from?"
Oh for fucks sake. I tell him England and he then asks me where I'm going.
"Erm, down here."
"Me too, is ok if I walk with you and ask you about England?"
So we start all over again. After walking for about fifteen minutes we get to a door that looks familiar.
"I must show you in here, beautiful building of my city,"
So we go in and it’s only the fucking mosque that the other bloke had taken me in.
"This mosque have nice roof, we go up?"
"NO! We definitely do not go up! Erm, I'm scared of heights."
So he takes me round the back instead and nicks a kind of tile/mosaic thing from the wall and just as expected, he 
puts it in my bag.
"This gift for you. Two hundred year old mosaic,"
No matter how much I protest he insists 
"It’s ok to take. It free. it gift to you," and I’m more and more convinced that I’ve been set up and any minute I’m 
about to get arrested for smuggling drugs and stealing ancient artefacts.
Nearly two hours later I finally manage to get rid of him and nervously dump everything around the back of my 
hotel with five minutes to spare before my car leaves for the airport. I've never been so nervous or glad to get out 
of somewhere in my life.
      I get the night flight to Isfahan and I have a huge sense of relief on getting to a new city where I’m away from 
them fucking nutcases. Until I get in the car with my new driver.
"AH! You work in music?? I have music here! You must listen! It very good music, you will like!!" and on he pops 
some bouncy Iranian house music.
"See! It very good music! It brilliant music!! You like? YOU LIKE??! You listen to words and copy after me! 
Hodha Hafez Salaam Shtori....."

01 Jun 2006, 10:38 - I think I'm going insane…
I've had to get in off the streets, it’s too mental. The only way I can keep any kind of grasp on reality is coming on 
here and writing stuff down; I really do think I'm going mad. It’s not that its bad or I'm not enjoying it, it’s just that 
its REALLY FUCKING WEIRD. I feel like I'm on another planet. I was in Isfahan, glad to be away from Shiraz 
and all the mentals. I was booked on a full day tour with an official guide. Good I thought. No one can hassle me 
or shove stuff in my bag now I've got this bloke around. So soon after midday I was walking down the street with 
him and a car skids in front of me and a bloke jumps out.
"You are Dylan Harris?"
"Erm yeah, why?"
"You must go to police station, they looking for you,"
Now I'd read in the guidebooks that Isfahan sometimes has bogus police that ask to see your passport then do a 
runner with it, so I immediately assumed it was one of these.
"Bollocks you're not the police, this is a con."
"I know I not police, I hotel manager, that’s why I know your name. Police phone hotel. They say they look for 
you. You must go. Station just over road there."
"Oh fuck."
My guide then starts arguing with the hotel manager telling him that I've not done anything wrong. I start to worry 
even more at this point and then wonder to myself how the hell the hotel manager knew where I was and how to 
find me (Isfahan’s a big city). All I can think is that they've finally caught up with me from the happenings of the 
day before in Shiraz.



      I walk into the station and the officer greets me with a smile. I can't tell if it’s a friendly smile or a smile as if to 
say, "you're going down for a long, long time!"
"We been looking for you since you arrive here. We glad we finally find you. Two girls in Tehran University...."
Fuck, I’d forgotten about that. I realise its nothing to do with what happened the day before but from the day I 
arrived and I was hanging around with Parissa and Nazli. Sweat is pouring off every part of my body at this point 
until he finishes his sentence.
"Two girls in Tehran University. They English, only other English people we know of in Iran. We so glad to finally 
meet English person, we wait a long time for it,"
He then goes onto tell me that him and the sergeant studied English Literature at university and starts to talk to me 
about English writers and poets
      Two hours later and I'm still there. He gets out some poetry by Ted Hughes and says they've just discovered his 
poetry but they're not sure what all of it means. So he reads it out while I dissect it line by line telling him the 
meaning of it all while the sergeant is sat at his desk writing everything I say down. Except Poetry isn't exactly one 
of my strong points so I have to make half of it up. I finally get away three hours later after giving him my address 
and promising him I'll translate all the poetry he wishes to send me.

03 Jun 2006, 18:20 - Escape from Iran 
Thursday night saw me finally meet with Pouya after several failed attempts. The look on his face was a site to 
behold when I crept up to him on a busy street corner and just stood in front of him. He did a triple take, then when 
he realised it was me staggered back a few steps, dropped the pile of books he was carrying and then nearly 
fainted. From that point onwards though things went bad. 
      Pouya and his wife are in the middle of a divorce and Pouya faces jail as he can't afford to pay her a divorce 
payment of 50,000 which he must do under Muslim law. I got caught in the middle of all this and someone who’d 
I’d considered one of my best friends for more than two years turned on me and decided he could use me to avoid 
going to jail. I’d gone for tea with him, we’d spoke a couple of times on the phone but little did I know he was 
setting me up and reporting me to the police of having an affair with his wife (a crime which carries the death 
penalty in Iran). On the Friday on returning from a day around Tehran the police and military raided the hotel.  For 
half an hour I didn’t have a clue what was going on until a translator arrived. After much questioning I was 
ordered to go up to and stay in my hotel room while Pouya and Parissa were questioned.
      As they were taken down to the station, I got a knock on my room. I won't say who he was as he will face 
death if the police find out what he did next. He told me to pack my stuff straight away and get the fuck out of the 
hotel. We drove straight over to the British Embassy and explained the situation. They told me to get the fuck out 
of the country ASAP. Apparently, its guilty until proven innocent in this country and I was warned that if taken 
down to the station I'd be made an example of and I'd be in there for months before the embassy are even able to 
send someone down to see me.
      The next five hours were spent riding round making calls from phone boxes as he was convinced his mobile 
had been tapped and driving around avoiding road blocks. He was finally able to get me booked on a flight to 
Amsterdam at five in the morning. The three hours wait in the airport was scary as fuck, especially going through 
passport control where I was convinced they'd sent my name through for them. Thank fuck I managed to get 
through ok and the flight went ahead with no problems.
      I got a flight into Manchester later in the afternoon only to be awaited by customs who took me for 
interrogation. Thankfully it was nothing to do with what had happened the night before, they just wanted to know 
what the fuck I was doing in Iran. All my entire luggage got fully searched, scanned and swabbed and they thought 
they'd hit gold when they pulled out three large bags of spices that I'd brought back.
Half hour later when they'd tested samples of the spices they came back and begrudgingly allowed me to go. I've 
never been as happy to see Wigan. 
Anyone fancy a pint?

21 Dec 2006, 01:07 - Holidays in the Radiation Zone 
Surprisingly not been as many mishaps on this holiday. Apart from accidentally spending £75 on grilled lobster, 
queuing for over three hours to get a train ticket and standing on the wrong end of the second tier bunk bed on the 
train to climb up to mine at the top and causing it to collapse almost killing the Russian woman on the bottom bed.
      Anyway, after visiting various sites around Kiev it was time for a change. Applications had gone into the 
Ukraine government and the military had approved our permits. To visit Chernobyl. Picked up in a Lada we were 
swiftly driven onto the motorway and onwards towards Chernobyl. I'd heard a few reports from people on the net 

who'd managed to visit/were stupid enough to go there and it all seemed pretty exciting, so I was in great 
anticipation for what lay ahead.
      As we approached the 50km exclusion zone around the site the first signs of paranoia started to hit. From a 
pretty clear day the sky had seemed to turn a murky dull grey the closer we got. Then I started to notice the driver, 
who worked for the government daily within the Chernobyl site violently twitch every few minutes. Was this a 
tick he'd been born with since birth or was it from working in the most radioactive site on earth? I couldn't help 
feel it was the latter.

      We pulled up to the edge of the exclusion zone and 
documents were passed on to the soldiers at the military 
checkpoint. After a few minutes there we were allowed to 
pass and that’s when things changed even more. The roads 
were deadly quiet. Not a single other car there or sign of 
life anywhere. Not surprising really seeing as the area has 
been off limits since the explosion twenty years ago. Not 
really the place you'd want to set up home. Except some 
mad bastards did. Out of all the hundreds of thousands that 
had to leave their homes after the accident, a few hundred 
had returned, mostly older people in there eighties who'd 
lived there all their lives. They weren't allowed to do but 
the government had turned a blind eye to them. We were 
offered the chance to go into the forests to search for them 
and meet them but we declined the offer. Quite what 

you're supposed to say to an old Russian bloke whose been living in the wilderness growing and eating his own 
crops planted in the most toxic land in the world apart from "Oreet" is beyond me.
      So onwards we travelled up to another checkpoint at 30km and the final one at 5km. We then travel past huge 

abandoned building works, cooling towers and more nuclear reactors that were being built at the time of the 
accident before we reach the damaged reactor itself. We get out of the car for the first time and that’s when things 
start to set in and you realise just where you are. I'd read about the reactor beforehand about how it was covered by 
a "crumbling sarcophagus" that had been "hastily built" by the Soviet government following the accident and was 
"long overdue" a new safer containment unit. I didn't think/worry about this too much until Yuriy, our guide 
reached for his Geiger counter. He'd first got the counter out at the edge of the 50km zone where it had given a 
reading of 20 microentgens. Normal radiation is around 
10mgs. As he turned it on now though, it started climbing. 
And climbing. And climbing. And beeping like fuck. Until 
it hit 800mgs and he turned it off. "It ok. We only staying 
here for few minutes"
      And thank fuck we did and got back in the car but the 
only words I could hear in my head were "crumbling 
sarcophagus, crumbling sarcophagus, crumbling 
sarcophagus, crumbling sarcophagus HURRY THE 
FUCK UP"
      We then headed to Pripyat, a mile from the reactor. 
Pripyat was a purpose built town in the early 1970's for 
those who worked at the power plant and their families. 
The eeriness of this place was hard to describe. 50,000 
people had just had to up sticks and leave at a minutes 
notice and everything had been left and abandoned exactly 
as it was twenty years ago. It must be the most silent place 
you can possibly visit on earth. Nothing around for 50km 
so no man made background noise. And no natural noise. 
No birds, no insects, no wind, no nothing. So silent it 
seemed deafening. It was a place stuck in time, a return to 
the Soviet Union. The buildings still had the hammer and 
sickle emblems on them; the clocks had all stopped; 
newspapers on the floor dated April 1986; half marked 
registers in the classrooms; exercise books still opened on 



the desks; toys lying on the floor; rusted fairgrounds, sports halls with ball prints on the wall like they'd been 
played in just yesterday; theatres and libraries - with trees growing in them.
      As we were reaching the end of the tour of the city we were left to just view it all from the top of a hotel roof 
and take it all in. The silence was broken, as it always is, by a yank, the other guy on the tour. "So like, when all 
this happened man, what did everyone, like the public who lived here, feel about it at the time? Were they angry"? 
The incredulous look on Yuriy’s face was a site to behold and I expected him to go on a big rant about the effects 
that it had actually had had on all these people’s lives but he summed it up much better by simply shouting 
"WHAT YOU THINK?" and walking off.
      We headed out of the town after three hours so as to not expose ourselves to too much radiation but we still 
had to pass two contamination control tests at two points before we were let out. The agonising two seconds, but 
feels like two hours, wait for the green light was quite nervy (but not half as bad as waiting for the blue line on a 
pregnancy test surprisingly). I'm going to Butlins on my next holiday.

09 Jan 2007, 11.00 – Iran: another twist to the tale 
Just before leaving Iran, the guy who helped me escape give me a special email address to contact him on when I 
returned and was told not to contact his work address or phone as it could be traced. For the three or four days 
following my return I was in constant contact with him, chatting about what had happened and stuff and all 
seemed ok. However after about five days, contact just went dead. From a couple of emails a day, they just 
stopped suddenly. I waited a couple of weeks and still nothing. I emailed him back a couple of times but still 
nothing. Over the next couple of months I tried to think up excuses why he hadn't got back to me, anything to 
avoid thinking what was likely to of happened. Still nothing though so I finally accepted that the authorities must 
have caught up with him and banged him up. It was quite hard to take. Even though he didn't need to help me - he 
offered himself, I didn't ask him...the fact still remained that if I hadn't been there, he'd now just be living a normal 
life with his wife. Instead he's banged up and probably facing the death penalty. There was nothing I could do 
about it though so it was no point worrying; I just had to forget about it. Except its not easy to forget about 
someone who saved your life and now his life is in danger because of it.
      Last Thursday night I was in bed trying to sleep but as was quite regular I couldn't as this was playing on my 
mind. A lot worse than usual this time though. I needed to 
find out what had happened to him so I sent a short email 
to his work address in the hope that someone would 
answer and tell me what had happened to him. I got a 
reply almost immediately. From him. It turned out that a 
few days after I left, he had his laptop stolen. He had all 
my contact details on there as well as all his email 
passwords. The address I was contacting him on was a 
seldom used account by him so he couldn't remember the 
password so couldn't log in. He'd been trying to track me 
down for the past eight months. But this is where things 
get ridiculous. He then goes on to tell me how incredible it 
was that I'd contacted him at that very moment. At the 
same time that I was rolling about in bed worrying about 
him, he was sat on a table with HENRY FUCKING ROLLINS talking about me and discussing how they could 
find ME. 
      Henry Rollins with the guy who helped me escape sat round a table in Tehran discussing how they can find me 
is not a scenario I ever envisaged whilst watching Rollins Bands' Liar on MTV back in the early 90's. For anyone 
who isn't familiar with Rollins, he's the legendary member of Black Flag, then later Rollins Band as well an actor 
in straight to TV movies such as Heat featuring little known actors such as De Niro and Pacino.
      It turns out Rollins is on a tour of the Middle East and decided to have a short visit to Iran on his few days off. 
He then met up with 'my man' who took him on a tour of the country. On the last day he told him the story of what 
happened to me and Rollins was amazed. He told him that I was a music promoter in the Manchester area so 
Rollins promised to help him track me down. He left just before I emailed the guy so he doesn't know we've got 
back in contact now so Rollins could quite possibly be now sat on his computer googling for me and putting out 
the feelers with his UK music contacts....

Dylan plans to visit North Korea Summer 2007.
Photos on previous page by Dylan Harris in Chernobyl. This page: Henry Rollins in rescue operation discussions.

Bullet In Your Head by Mathew Turner
An Analysis of ‘Humane’ and Ritual Animal Slaughter 

Recently in this country and more widely across Europe, there has been a great deal of controversy regarding ritual 
slaughter of animals. In July 2003, FAWC, the Farm and Animal Welfare Council, (a branch of DEFRA1) 
recommended the government outlaw kosher and halal ritual slaughter practices on the grounds of causing severe 
cruelty to animals. Earlier this year the British government declined to change the law regarding ritual slaughter 
despite pressure from a number of groups including FAWC, CIWF2, the RSPCA3 and the British Veterinary 
Association. Kosher and Halal slaughtering practices are banned in several European countries. In September 
1893, Switzerland became the first nation to ban ritual slaughter when the Swiss people voted in a referendum to 
outlaw the practice. Animal rights groups, consumer rights groups, veterinary surgeons and farmers were amongst 
those who campaigned for the change in law. The ban has remained in place for 111 years despite attempts to 
change it. Norway outlawed ritual slaughter in 1929. Sweden, Denmark and most recently Holland have also 
banned ritual slaughter. Jews and Muslims have accused these European governments of racism and 
discrimination. It is bitterly ironic that, in this time of warfare between Jews and Muslims and the ongoing conflict 
in the Middle East, one of the only things they can agree on is their right to cut the throat of fully conscious 
animals in the name of their respective religions. Below are two reports from the United States regarding ritual 
slaughter methods.

"A number of years ago the Federal inspectors ruled that no animal is to be slaughtered with its head 
resting on the floor probably for sanitary reasons.  Therefore the animal is slaughtered while hanging in the air 
suspended by its hind legs with the head at the right height for the shochet [Jewish slaughterer] to reach it.  In 
order to do this properly it must be forced to remain perfectly still during the time of slaughter.  To render it 
incapable of movement, a rope is attached to one of its front legs, then tied securely to the wall by means of pulley 
and hooks while the head is made secure and immobile....  A plier with an iron hook at either end is inserted in the 
animal's nostril [and] tightened....  The plier is then pulled by a rope and secured to the opposite wall so that the 
front leg is pulled to one wall while the head with the help of the hooks is pulled to the other wall, thus subjecting 
it to the most excruciating pain imaginable....  The animal generally screams and bellows with agonizing pain until 
the shochet cuts its throat thus putting it out of its misery."  Excerpts from a shochet's report, Jewish Press.  Jan. 
13, 1961.

"In a Kosher plant I recently visited, the hoist was operated until the steer was hanging suspended by 
the leg with its face partly on the floor.  The slaughterhouse worker then turned the hose on the animal's face and 
neck so that the animal got the full force of the water [and then I witnessed something I had read about as 
occurring in kosher plants, that I could scarcely believe when I read it. The packing-house employee deliberately 
plunged both his hands into the steer's eyes until the eyes were displaced by being pushed back into the head.] He 
then grasped the sides of the eye sockets and held the animal that way while the shochet, the man who performs 
the kosher slaughter, stepped forward to cut the steer's throat.  The hoist was then operated again until the animal's
head was several feet from the floor and the animal was moved along the motor driven line, hanging head 
downward, its full body weight suspended by the shackled hind leg, ... every part of the body quivering....  While 
the struggling was going on, the shackle was released and the steer was dumped on the floor, still ... moving 
convulsively.  These, in my judgment, were not post-mortem reflexes.  They were too violent.  This entire 
procedure ... was routinely and systematically carried out on all of the animals I watched being slaughtered."
Excerpts from a statement by the president of a national humane society at a public meeting of Friends of Animals, 
Inc., Feb. 5, 1967.

Jewish meat eaters should look to their enlightened vegetarian brothers and sisters for the good of their 
race. ‘Tsa’ar ba’alei chaim’, a key teaching in the Torah says: “You may not cause sorrow to living creatures!” 
Muslim butchers must be devout men of Islamic faith and say each time they cut an animal’s throat the prayer: 
“Bismillah Allahu akbar” which means: “Thank you God for the meat.” There is a Muslim abattoir where 7, 000 
chickens an hour are dispatched by machines with whirling blades to the accompaniment of a taped prayer speeded 
up to match the rate of the mechanised knives, all with the blessings of the imam. What a tragicomically grotesque 
image this conjures up. The Humanists movement, which has previously called for the abolition of ritual slaughter, 
said recently, in relation to the proposed change in law that ethical values should be put above religious ones. 
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"There is no imperative for Muslims or Judaists to eat meat produced in this manner," said spokesman Roy Saich. 
"There is no reason why they should not simply abstain from eating meat altogether if they do not wish to eat the 
same meat as the rest of us."

And yet, as grotesque as kosher and halal ritual slaughters are, are non-kosher methods of animal 
slaughter any better? ‘Humane’ pre-stunning involves firing a captive bolt through a fully conscious animal’s 
forehead. Let’s not mince words here. In layman’s terms, this would be called “blowing its brains out”. However, 
this method is considered humane because it supposedly renders the animal insensible to any further, unnecessary 
suffering. But the animals aren’t stunned before they are ‘pre-stunned’! There is no Pre-Pre-Stunning so that the 
animal can be spared the agony of having its brains splattered by a captive bolt pistol. Hence, animals must stand 
waiting in a blood-spattered cubicle fully conscious while a blood-spattered slaughterhouse worker aims a blood-
spattered pistol at their head. If the animal keeps moving its head and its body, possibly out of fear, it must be 
forcefully immobilised so the gun can be accurately fired. Another pair of hands would have to be called on to 
grab the animal’s head and force it to keep still so the bolt could reach its target between the eyes right in the 
middle of the forehead. How ‘humane’ is this really? When it comes to animal slaughter, the argument of what’s 
humane and what isn’t is totally ludicrous and highly absurd. We’re dealing with a question of mere seconds. A 
slit throat might prolong the agony by moments but how much better is the best alternative really? It is splitting 
hairs. The bottom line is there is no such thing as ‘humane slaughter’. It is an oxymoron, a screwy verbal paradox 
like ‘vegan butcher’ or ‘Disney snuff film’.

Hence, the notion that governments who have outlawed kosher and halal ritual slaughtering practices 
but not other captive bolt methods are morally superior to nations that haven’t, is erroneous and hypocritical. Let’s 
outlaw all animal slaughter and evolve towards greater compassion and higher ethical standards.

Silencio by John Togher

‘Silencio.’ Her last word, exhaled in a whisper before she shut her eyes for the last time. I laid my head on her 
chest, the satin nightdress smooth to my cheek. I could feel the curve of her breast on the tip of my nose and she 
was warm. How long before she lost heat? That heat I sidled up against in bed every night. Silencio; and what did 
that mean? 'Silence' I presumed, some sort of Spanish or Italian. This would be the silence of her passing, of her 
death. I kept my head on her chest and strained for beats that I knew I would not hear.
      It took a while before I noticed the goose bumps forming on her arms and mine. The open window brought in a 
light breeze that drifted around the room. I wanted to get up and close it, shut the curtains and the world from this 
moment. But I couldn’t move. I lay there and waited for the warmth to disappear from her body. 
      Her hands were at her sides, orderly, with her fingers slightly bent as if waiting for mine. I used to stroke these 
hands, soft, everyday. She would be driving, one hand on the gear stick, and I’d trace my finger along her skin, 
tickling the little hairs that rose to my touch. 
      A knock came at the door. It was Jennifer, her sister. I tried to say that I’d only be a few more minutes but 
nothing came out. I hadn’t the strength to move my jaw muscles or my tongue to speak. She came in, peeping 
round the door, her glasses reflecting the light from the candles.
      ‘Sorry, how’s she doing?’
She always started her sentences with sorry it seemed, especially these last few months.
      ‘She’s gone Jennifer. She’s gone.’
That was enough for her. She ran out of the room, her hand to her mouth, breathless noises, then shrills echoing 
the hall, emphasising the silence. Silencio. I turned the word over in my mind and slept on her chest. 
      Only two hours earlier she had kissed me on the nose. A small peck in slow motion, strained. I could smell her 
lipstick; she insisted on wearing her make-up even towards the end. I didn’t want to wipe away the mark she left, 
as I normally would.    
      I thought about what would happen after this ended; the visits that would come, no doubt, from family and 
friends; all those who had never stepped a foot into this room over the last six months for one reason or another. 
But now she had gone, it would be safe for them to strap on their masks of compassion, pat my hand and tell me 
things would be all right. Well, I would have none of that. I locked myself in the room with her. I read her our 
favourite passages from the bible; I prayed for her safe journey to the next life; I ignored the banging on the door; I 
squeezed her hand tight and sang our song and cried until the candles flickered out. 
      The door burst open and I saw Dr. Greendale and Jennifer rush in to separate us. I was weak and drained and 
struggled to hold onto her as the Doctor grabbed my shoulders and Jennifer pleaded to let go. I gave in and fell to 
the floor sobbing. The Doctor checked for her pulse and shook his head then turned his attention to me   
      He felt my forehead and asked questions. How long had I been in here? What time did she go? Had I eaten 
today? I couldn’t reply. Instead I took deep breaths to steady myself then vomited over the Doctor’s shoes. 
Jennifer ran out again shouting for a bucket and mop, and I fainted.
      I woke and saw the flash of an ambulance through the windows. I was on her bed, alone in the room. They’d 
taken her. I clenched every muscle in my body for as long as I could and held my breath until my head felt ready 
to explode, and then let it go and relaxed. It was over. 
      
A few nights later, after Jennifer had gone and I’d signed this form and that, I went back to her room for the first 
time. We normally slept upstairs in the master bedroom. Only for those last six months, when she was too weak to 
climb the steps, when I felt too stupid to carry her all that way, was the room, her office in the good days, 
converted into a bedroom for her. A room where she could work when she wanted to and rest when the Cancer 
became too heavy, too much. Whenever I picture that word in my mind, I see it with a capital C because it is 
severe, demanding and merciless. It spread through her until the end; a plague, a virus, a wave of mutilation with 
no compassion or thought for its actions. Although she had kept her mind active until the end, it had worn her 
down so much that it was a struggle for her to talk or stay conscious for any length of time and I hated to see her in 
that condition. 
      I couldn’t sleep in our bedroom. I was an amputee; ghost limbed where she should be on her side of the bed. I 
could still feel, imagine I could feel, the silent S of her body under the sheets; hear the light breathing she used to 
make, the sound of snow falling on wood at night. Her room was untouched. There was still that sick smell of 
phlegm on tissues and of ointment in the air. Her desk still there in the corner, crumpled paper on the floor, piles of 
books at her elbows and that natty old typewriter sat waiting for those fingers that would never again clack-clack 
the keys. 



      I never gave it a thought to clear anything away or move it all to another room. It was her stuff, her work. She 
had been writing up until the end. She had made me promise not to read the manuscript until her editor Daniel was 
present. He was due to arrive the morning of the funeral and would be staying a few days. The day after she passed 
away, I had to make the call to him. He was unreachable and the person I left a message with didn’t seem all that 
upset at the news. In fact they seemed relieved and I had an image of a group of marketing experts shaking hands 
and popping champagne corks at the news, happy they could sell her as a dead writer, her work now worth 
reading, worth selling.
      In the last few weeks of her life she had philosophised slowly yet frequently on life and death and the illness. I 
was sure these thoughts would find their way into her writing and I stood in front of her desk ready to read her last 
work. I didn’t want to wait for Daniel. I wanted to be alone when I read it. I had to see what she’d been writing. 
The manuscript was lying in the bottom drawer of the desk. I took it out and on the front page sat the word 
‘Silencio’, the title of her new book. I took a few steps back and sat down on the bed. I’d wondered what she 
meant by that last word to me. This work would be her last word to the world.
      I turned the page and was met by a block of black marker pen struck through each line. I looked closer and saw 
there were words underneath that I could not make out. The whole manuscript was the same. Three hundred pages 
of the same black strike-through; I didn’t know what to make of it. 

Daniel arrived in the early morning while I was still getting dressed. I answered the door in my dressing gown and 
found myself dwarfed by him. He always had an imposing physique, his muscular baldness and bear-like posture 
made me a little wary of him. He shook my hand with those ginger-root fingers of his and said he was sorry for my 
loss, for our loss. I showed him to the guest room and got ready for the funeral. I didn’t want to bring up the 
manuscript at that point; I’d wait until the evening or the day after to tell him about it.
      The funeral went well; as well as any funeral can go. All our friends and family were there, patting my hand 
and asking if I was ok. I sat by the grave with everyone around me while the priest warbled on. I wasn’t listening 
as such; I had begun to sweat and felt the world tilting a little to the left. I concentrated on the coffin as it was 
lowered into the grave. Part of me wanted to jump in after her and let them bury us both, another part of me 
wanted to rip open the lid and save her, drag her out and take her back home and make love to her one more time. 
And another part of me was content. Glad that it was over, that she was at peace and would suffer her illness no 
more. 
      The wake was at our house but I only lasted an hour before I had to get away from everyone. I sat in our 
bedroom staring out across the fields. It was early afternoon and a young girl skipped through the heather, almost 
floating, with her dog. I watched her chase the collie and laugh and call after it; it ran ahead then waited for her to 
catch up then ran on ahead again. I stayed there a little while longer until I noticed a figure reflected in the 
window. I turned to see it was Daniel.
      ‘People are asking where you are,’
      ‘I can’t face them anymore.’
      ‘No, me neither. Look, I don’t want to bring it up so soon but there’s something I need to…’
      ‘Yes I know. I was going to talk to you about it later, when we are alone.’
      ‘Ok, I understand. I’ll start to tell people…’
      ‘Thanks.’
I went downstairs to say the goodbyes, there wasn’t that many people left, just my cousin James, a few of her 
relatives and a few friends who were actually mild associates. Jennifer was there and was talking to a man I didn’t 
know. I circled and apologised and they understood and if I needed anything…yes, thank you. 
      I hadn’t eaten all day so I made myself a sandwich in slow motion. I thought back to the day we met. It was 
Christmas, fifteen years ago and she was buying gifts from the store I worked at. I was helping her pick out a scarf 
for her mother and we both reached for the same one and touched hands and smiled. I became embarrassed and 
she asked me out for a drink after I finished. Her Mother hated the scarf; she was always an impossible woman to 
please. By the New Year she had pinched the scarf from her Mother’s drawer and kept it for herself. Over the next 
few years, when we had argued over nothing and had fallen out and she wanted to make up, she would make an 
excuse to leave the house and put on the scarf and I would look at her and smile and fall in love with her all over 
again. 
      I felt better for having some food inside me and walked through to the living room where Daniel was tidying 
up. I told him to leave it and come with me to the office. I sat in the chair and after hesitating he sat on the bed. I 
took the manuscript from the drawer and handed it him. He held it and stared at the front page.
      ‘So, what’s your verdict?’
      ‘Just see for yourself Daniel.’
      ‘Silencio. Beautiful word.’

He turned to the first page, saw the blacked out text then flicked through the rest of it. He looked up at me then 
back at the manuscript.
      ‘What have you done to it?’
      ‘That was how I found it.’
      ‘Really? I mean, why…why would she do this?’
      ‘That’s what I’ve been trying to work out. I don’t know. All I’ve had to go on is the title, Silencio.’
The previous night my mind had been a wet rag flapping on a clothesline in a strong winter wind, going through a 
hundred different reasons why she had done this and what it meant, and settling on none of them. 
      ‘I think Silencio is an Italian or Spanish word isn’t it.’
Daniel ignored me and stared at the front page. 
      ‘Did she say anything to you about this?’ he asked.
      ‘It was her last word. I’m sure there must be something in these books about it.’
I took a handful of the books she had read up until she passed away and gave a few to Daniel. We started to look 
through them, searching for signs or traces as to what she had written. I ran my finger along every line, each word 
a potential clue. After ten minutes Daniel spoke up.
      ‘Sorry, I can’t do this anymore; I can’t keep up this charade with you.’
      ‘Charade? What do you mean?’
      ‘Silencio. I’m Silencio. Well, it was us. I thought she’d told you.’
I looked at him, puzzled, and watched a trickle of sweat squirm its way down the bridge of his nose. He looked at 
it for a second, cross-eyed, then flicked it away in one quick movement.
      ‘Ten years ago, on her first book tour in Spain, we stayed at a hotel called Silencio. We were excited about 
promoting the book, you remember, ‘The Girl With The Saddle’, well, as I said, we were together, and one 
thing…’
      ‘You mean to say you slept with my wife?’
      ‘Yes. We never meant to…I’m sorry, really,’
      ‘Sorry won’t make up for. Just that one time?’
      ‘No. It was more than once. I hate to say this. We went back to that same hotel, Silencio, every year. This 
manuscript is about us.’
      ‘And how long did this go on for?’
      ‘Up until the illness.’
I held my hand to my head and ran it through my hair. Daniel didn’t look me in the eye. I wanted to jump out of 
my seat and throw myself at him, strangle that tree-trunk neck of his until he spat out his last breath. Instead I sat 
there and thought about why she would do this. Why would she want to taint my memory of her? Then it dawned 
on me.
      Up until she was diagnosed we had been growing silently apart, as a married couple can. I never noticed it 
then; it was just how we were set in our ways. She would be locked in her office typing away for hours then out to 
walk the fields by herself. She went on book tours and readings, teaching sometimes too, while I would be out at 
work, odd jobbing and gardening at the weekends. We would see each other in the evening and ask each other 
about our day in a kind of formulaic way. 
      When we found out she had Cancer we started spending more time together, I went on a leave of absence from 
work, they understood. We fell into one another as though we had only just met. We talked more, had things to 
talk about. On those trips to the hospital we reminisced on the old times; how we got caught in the rain on May 
Day that time and about the strange lodger we took in one summer. 
      I think about the guilt she must have felt. I wiped the drool from her mouth; I struggled to carry her up the 
stairs and cooked her meals that she never ate. She saw how much I cared for her, deep down in a way that no 
other lover would or could.  She had stopped writing for the time being and, thinking back, Daniel hadn’t been in 
touch or come to stay for the odd weekend as he had in the past.
      I can see now why she did it this way. Daniel loved her. She knew that. He told me he had written to her a 
number of times over the last few months only to get no reply. The kind of person that she was, she would have 
wanted Daniel to confess on his own, and so he did, declaring that he was in love with her and despised me for no 
other reason than for being her husband and sharing a bed with her for all those years. He sat there and wept about 
how he had told her to leave me a thousand times and how each time she refused.
      She would never have confessed herself, even though she wanted to. That’s why she wrote the book she did 
but blacked it out before anyone could read it. I think writing about it had given her the release she needed from 
the guilt she must have felt. She could have ripped it up or thrown it away. Instead, she made it so that we would 
come together, that we would sit down and talk. I had a thought that it would have been her aim for us both to 



share our grief, having had an intimate and unique connection with her, that somehow it would help us, be easier 
for us to cope with losing her. But it was hard. 
      Daniel carried on looking through the manuscript, feeling the marks she had left with the typewriter. We had 
fallen into a silent moment after the revelation. He was fingering the back of a few pages then spoke up.
      ‘You know, I think we could publish this. We could lift the words from the imprints the keys left. Would you 
want, I mean, would you mind?’
      ‘Daniel, you can do what you want with it. It’s just too much. I’m going to bed.’
With that I left him pondering. I didn’t care what he did with the manuscript. I went to bed with a dull head and 
slept soundly for the first time in weeks.
      
The next morning I got downstairs and saw that Daniel had left, taking the manuscript with him. There was a note 
on the fireplace saying sorry, again, and that we should talk more, he would be in touch. I couldn’t stay in the 
house so I dressed and went for a walk. I didn’t have a destination; I just wandered, trying to find the horizon, my 
hands in my pockets. It had rained lightly over night; I could feel the pure sugar of the morning and hear the short 
sad songs of the birds in the trees. The leaves glistened and shimmered as the sun hit them in the wind. I saw a 
female figure up ahead, walking amongst the heather. She turned and looked my way as if in recognition. A 
silence surrounded me, a falter between heartbeats. I took my hands out of my pockets and quickened my step. 
____________________________________________________________________________________________
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