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So what do street art and acid house have to do with one another anyway? 

Well let’s get even more apparently obscure and start in the sixties. Now 
say what you like about acid drenched hippies with dodgy hair licking 
flowers, but they sowed a seed of subculture that liberated us all to step 
out of the traditional framework of society and create our own free spaces 
of expression and search for an identity and a unity that conventionally 
conditioned society could never hope to provide. From the cosmic hedonism 
of Woodstock to the unprecedented peace protests over Vietnam, a shift 
in collective consciousness and the capacity of the modern world to unite 
like-minded people irrespective of geography, laid the framework for sub 
culture and counterculture across an unbound range of belief and creativity. 

Acid House set a generation free to look, think, listen and feel, far beyond 
the constraints of anything society had to impose.  It transcended rebellion 
and created something far more beautiful and meaningful – a positive 
free space by the people, for the people, where fighting and violence, 
rage and repression all dissolved into the love of the warehouse night. 
This was taking ownership of our own culture, setting our own rules and 
within the outlaw matrix of the Acid House movement, class, colour, creed 
and personal history melted into a self generated identity that celebrated 
individuality within an over arching whole. This mass unity outside the 
borders of control brought heavy repercussions from the powers that be who 
felt threatened to the core by the concept of people coming together and 
opening their eyes on their own terms. Sound familiar?

Acid House had its moment and left its legacy that still underlies so 
much of underground culture, and we feel that through a totally different 
medium and with a totally new cast of reprobates at the helm, Street Art has 
harnessed the same power of individual free expression waking people to 
the world around them and sparking an underground movement to reclaim 
society as our own and redefine it in the image of the art. Street Art is about 
ownership of our minds and our spaces and its passionate subversion of our 
role in our society both questions and unites, opens minds and opens hearts, 
bringing us into gloriously colourful engagement with our own identities 
and our role in the wider world – just like acid house in another time and 
another spirit.

It’s 20 years since the illegal warehouse generation last saw the sun rise 



with love and bass in their hearts and we celebrate that shining memory in 
this issue, interviewing the people behind the creation of this spectacularly 
pirate world and the legends that created the music that was the rock on 
which this world was founded. We chose to sidestep the oft published story 
of how house music came to the UK, because that wonderful story has been 
told again and again, but kept our focus on the orbital warehouses and the 
men behind the music who so warmly spoke to us and whose dedication 
to music’s role in a better world is still so inspirationally aflame. With our 
limited resources and the limited man hours of 2 people we hope that we 
have put together a fitting tribute to the wonder of the late 80’s and we hope 
in this issue to synthesise the world of Acid House and the world of today’s 
Street Art into a greater understanding and a stronger multi dimensional 
whole that makes us all stronger and opens all of our eyes to the sublime 
beauty of the human spirit that social conditioning can never break.

Big Love
WAyne Anthony AnD SiriuS 23
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1989
One Brief Shining Moment

Riding time’s ley line in 89, as the walls came tumbling down
Twisting history into a silver tear in the eyes of a tired clown
As religion fell to ideology’s knell
Modernity’s promise built a stronger cell
Bound by two world wars and grey Party whores
Thought surrendered to a shadowy corps
The media grew to self evident truth
Airwaves raping a forgotten youth
A generation lost to inglorious battle
The very next became a herd of cattle
But on time’s ley line, in 89….the walls came tumbling down.

Soviet block took a mighty shock as the truth began to falter
Young minds less willingly sacrificed on the grey barbed wire altar
But over the walls and far away
Capitalist doctrine making hay



The land of the free and the home of the brave
Was digging a far more subtle grave
Preach a creed of individual need
Sow a seed to make unity bleed
Enmity a mutually sustaining force
Both sides of the wall resist divorce
But on time’s ley line in 89…..the walls came tumbling down

A  wing and a prayer through Tiananmen Square  as the tanks began to roll
Individual soul took a determined stroll but June saw such a heavy toll
And Exxon Valdez spilt it’s mighty load
Poll became the new tax code
Solidarity broke the Polish yoke
The Communists fell and the workers spoke
A human chain called the Baltic Way
600 miles that would not be swayed
Hungary’s borders opened wide
A shared humanity that had never died
Because on time’s ley line in 89….the walls came tumbling down

On Robben Isle with a resolute smile, one man saw an election run
The very last win of systematic sin, and the end had now begun
In Prague a richly Velvet coup
Clipped barbed wire and flooded through
And Romania’s leader shot in disbelief
His cult had cracked, just history’s thief
Bulgaria’s tyrant since ‘54
Toppled down hard and rotten to the core
And at Berlin’s wall, symbol of it all
Hammers forged in freedom watched it fall
And on time’s ley line in ’89……. The walls came 
tumbling down

But the West is best so fuck the rest
Watched  the freedom march, cards close to their chest
Irony was that in the capitalist dream
A spark had lit on a head of steam
Our own revolution was burning bright
Beats rang out through the warehouse night
No brutal struggles of the Communist East



But the western system still thought policed
Hand in hand, opened up to the love
The freedom of a pure white dove
Because on time’s ley line in ’89…the walls came tumbling down

Energy flows though a point in time, a chain reaction so sublime
A whisper of healing from a century’s crimes - a chance for humanity to 
glimpse it’s prime
Barriers fell in the collective mind
The physical walls replied in kind
2 decades on as we take for granted
A new tree of life so lovingly planted
And we look around at a bloodied world
Lies unfurled, the corruption swirls
We do have the power to act as one
See a better future in a shining sun
Build our own ley line in 2009 and watch the walls come tumbling down

SiriuS 23
www.youtube.com/watch?v=GvQRcpEl4tA



our emotionAL StAte of choice iS ecStASy. our nouriShment of choice 
iS Love. our ADDiction of choice iS technoLogy. our reLigion of choice 
iS muSic. our currency of choice iS knoWLeDge. our PoLiticS of choice 
iS none. our Society of choice iS utoPiAn though We knoW it WiLL 
never Be.

you mAy hAte uS. you mAy DiSmiSS uS. you mAy miSunDerStAnD uS. you 
mAy Be unAWAre of our exiStence. We cAn onLy hoPe you Do not cAre 
to juDge uS, BecAuSe We WouLD never juDge you. We Are not criminALS. 
We Are not DiSiLLuSioneD. We Are not Drug ADDictS. We Are not nAive 
chiLDren. We Are one mASSive, gLoBAL, triBAL viLLAge thAt trAnScenDS 
mAn-mADe LAW, PhySicAL geogrAPhy, AnD time itSeLf. We Are the 
mASSive. one mASSive.

We Were firSt DrAWn By the SounD. from fAr AWAy, the thunDerouS, 
muffLeD, echoing BeAt WAS comPArABLe to A mother’S heArt Soothing 
A chiLD in her WomB of concrete, SteeL, AnD eLectricAL Wiring. We 
Were DrAWn BAck into thiS WomB, AnD there, in the heAt, DAmPneSS, 
AnD DArkneSS of it, We cAme to AccePt thAt We Are ALL equAL. not onLy 
to the DArkneSS, AnD to ourSeLveS, But to the very muSic SLAmming 
into uS AnD PASSing through our SouLS: We Are ALL equAL. AnD 
SomeWhere ArounD 35hz We couLD feeL the hAnD of goD At our BAckS, 
PuShing uS forWArD, PuShing uS to PuSh ourSeLveS to Strengthen 
our minDS, our BoDieS, AnD our SPiritS. PuShing uS to turn to the 
PerSon BeSiDe uS to join hAnDS AnD uPLift them By ShAring the 
uncontroLLABLe joy We feLt from creAting thiS mAgicAL BuBBLe thAt 
cAn, for one evening, Protect uS from the horrorS, AtrocitieS, AnD 
PoLLution of the outSiDe WorLD. it iS in thAt very inStAnt, With theSe 
initiAL reALizAtionS thAt eAch of uS WAS truLy Born.

We continue to PAck our BoDieS into cLuBS, or WArehouSeS, or 
BuiLDingS you’ve ABAnDoneD AnD Left for nAught, AnD We Bring Life to 
them for one night. Strong, throBBing, viBrAnt Life in it’S PureSt, 
moSt intenSe, moSt heDoniStic form. in theSe mAkeShift SPAceS, We 
Seek to SheD ourSeLveS of the BurDen of uncertAinty for A future 
you hAve Been unABLe to StABiLize AnD Secure for uS. We Seek to 
reLinquiSh our inhiBitionS, AnD free ourSeLveS from the ShAckLeS 
AnD reStrAintS you’ve Put on uS for your oWn PeAce of minD. We Seek 
to re-Write the ProgrAmming thAt you hAve trieD to inDoctrinAte uS 
With Since the moment We Were Born. ProgrAmming thAt teLLS uS to 
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hAte, thAt teLLS uS to juDge, thAt teLLS uS to Stuff ourSeLveS into 
the neAreSt AnD moSt convenient Pigeon hoLe PoSSiBLe. ProgrAmming 
thAt even teLLS uS to cLimB LADDerS for you, jumP through hooPS, 
AnD run through mAzeS AnD on hAmSter WheeLS. ProgrAmming thAt 
teLLS uS to eAt from the Shiny SiLver SPoon you Are trying to feeD 
uS With, inSteAD of nouriSh ourSeLveS With our oWn cAPABLe hAnDS. 
ProgrAmming thAt teLLS uS to cLoSe our minDS, inSteAD of oPen them.

untiL the Sun riSeS to Burn our eyeS By reveALing the DiStoPiAn 
reALity of A WorLD you’ve creAteD for uS, We DAnce fierceLy With our 
BrotherS AnD SiSterS in ceLeBrAtion of our Life, of our cuLture, AnD 
of the vALueS We BeLieve in: PeAce, Love, freeDom, toLerAnce, unity, 
hArmony, exPreSSion, reSPonSiBiLity AnD reSPect.

our enemy of choice iS ignorAnce. our WeAPon of choice iS 
informAtion. our crime of choice iS BreAking AnD chALLenging 
WhAtever LAWS you feeL you neeD to Put in PLAce to StoP uS from 
ceLeBrAting our exiStence. But knoW thAt WhiLe you mAy Shut DoWn 
Any given PArty, on Any given night, in Any given city, in Any given 
country or continent on thiS BeAutifuL PLAnet, you cAn never 
Shut DoWn the entire PArty. you Don’t hAve AcceSS to thAt SWitch, 
no mAtter WhAt you mAy think. the muSic WiLL never StoP. the 
heArtBeAt WiLL never fADe. the PArty WiLL never enD.

i Am A rAver, AnD thiS iS my mAnifeSto.





Genesis’88 & Sunset
The Final Party (NYE 1988)

Millions of people around the country 
prepared for the biggest party night of the 
season. The we generation made their own 
unique plans to attend illegal warehouse 
parties or club nights dedicated to Acid 
House. In days long gone they’d usually 
be smartly dressed for the occasion but 
this year for the first time since teens 
enthusiasts sported a totally new look. 
No more silk shirts, fitted suits, shoulder 
pads, smart trousers, Italian shoes, 
brightly coloured blazers or the dreaded 
handbags on dance floors. 

By 8p.m we were standing outside the 
warehouse in deep discussion with a police 
chief about the event scheduled for later 
that night. Tony C and I were busily trying 
to convince him this was a genuine music-
business showcase for invited guests only. 
The inspector insisted on looking around 
the large warehouse for fire risks or 
anything else which may present a health 
hazard. The interior of the warehouse had 
already been transformed into a full-scale 
twilight zone. Giant stage props were 
strategically placed around the venue 
and we’d hired professional production 
companies to supply the equipment and 
co-design the finished effects. Tonight 
we’d communicate with our operation and 
security teams via radio. We also insisted 
security personnel wore the traditional 
regalia of club doorman. A local Del-Boy 
sold us a van filled with safety equipment 
such as fire-extinguishers, illuminated 
EXIT signs and crash barriers. We made 
sure fire regulations were implemented 
and anything highly flammable was 
removed or sprayed with fire-resistant 
chemicals. 
 Little did the chief know the production 
companies only moved their kit in earlier 
that day. Although their efforts couldn’t be 
faulted, he still wasn’t happy about letting 
the event take place.  We insisted on our 
legal rights to be on the property with the 

landlord’s full blessing and documentation. 
In fact we were quite within our rights to 
ask him to leave the building and only 
return with a court order or warrant. We 
informed the officer we had one thousand 
especially invited guests from the world’s 
music industry, ranging from pop-stars 
to major record company MDs.  Stepping 
on our toes could lead to massive law 
suits and huge compensation fines. The 
deliberation is conducted in a courteous 
manner. Tony had clued me up on the 
law so our presentation was extremely 
tight. To be honest we were more than 
confident we could pull it off. Nothing was 
going to prevent this event taking place 
as this promised to be the biggest acid 
party Britain had witnessed. An icy wind 
ripped through our cotton suits and my 
hands  froze to the clipboard I held tightly 



against my body for extra warmth. Our 
blag involved a five-page moody guest 
list, varied band rota’s, rider agreements 
and production contracts. The chi was 
flowing. After 45 minutes of us giving out 
the biggest load of bullshit you’ve ever 
heard, the chief decided to bring in a 
fire inspector to make the final decision. 
The station was ten minutes away so we 
hoped the inspector would hurry to get 
here. In less than two hours this street and 
the surrounding area would be invaded 
by thousands of outsiders. It was at that 
moment a major clanger dropped. I walked 
back into the warehouse, giving Tony a sly 
signal to keep the officer just where he was.  
Shit! 
In our haste to get home over the Christmas 
period we’d swept thousands of cans, 
plastic bottles and general rubbish out onto 
the fire-escape out back. I broke out into 
an instant sweat. All our hard work could 
be on the verge of being fucked. I called 
out to the security team and told them a 
fire chief was on his way and the cans had 
to be cleared from the fire escapes. They 
sprang into immediate action, grabbing 
anything which could scoop the rubbish 
up. Keith and Andrew were first to reach 
the fire-escape. A mass of cans, bottles 
and drink cartons lay knee deep blocking 

the entire alleyway. We started throwing 
the cans into bags and over a surrounding 
wall. We formed a line and frantically 
cleaned the area of any obstacles. Each 
of us got dirty and sticky from all the shit 
that poured out of the rubbish. Luckily 
we’d bought a number of army jump suits 
weeks earlier and our clothes didn’t get 
mucky. Amazingly, in only 30 minutes 
we’d almost finished. I decided to see what 
was happening out front so ditched the 
jumpsuit and rushed outside. Tony was 
still engrossed in conversation with the 
officer on the merits of what we were doing. 
The chief didn’t want the responsibility of 
a thousand party revellers congregating 
on his watch. It was New Years Eve and 
it was stalemate. There’s no doubt we 
expected our largest crowd to date so 
only a professional security team would 
suffice. Mike was our contact he’d been 
in the marines most his life then became 
a mercenary. He’d done time in several 
prisons in war torn countries and said he 
knew some highly trained mother-fuckers 
who went AWOL. Mike wanted to handle 
security but was under contract from some 
corporation and had to fly out in coming 
weeks.
They’d been in the special services for 
more than ten years before deciding to 
establish an international agency of their 
own. The geezers lived on the outskirts of 
London choosing to spend most of their 
time abroad. They all had their own special 
skills, learnt in the paratroopers, navy or 
whatever infantry divisions they toured 
with. The men were well disciplined, 
worked like machines, gelled like brothers 
and gentle but firm. Apparently! They 



wanted fifteen hundred quid for a team 
of fifteen, with a further ten members as 
back-up if required. This was a lot more 
money than we’d pay pub or club doorman, 
who usually earned between £30 and £50 a 
night. We figured they must be worth every 
penny. They’d been shot at, fought behind 
enemy lines, and had come back telling 
jokes about the things they’d done. Tony 
brought his own team of six who were also 
from out of London and they treated the 
event like a military operation. The head of 
security justified this high fee by declaring 
his men would stand firm against anything, 
even if a shooter was stuck in their mush. 
No one would be leaving the building 
with any money belonging to us. Its the 
security that drove home the issue of being 
robbed which really made us paranoid. 
Once we gave it some thought alarm bells 
began to ring quite loudly. Armed robbers 
doing warehouse parties promised far 
richer pickings than banks or post offices. 

According to them we needed the right 
team around us, lads who wouldn’t lose 
their bottle when faced with armed fiends. 
At the end of the day who could we call? 
I looked back down the dark street and 
spotted a tall thin man walking along the 
road inspecting the pavement gutters for 
rubbish I expect. The policeman happily 
announced the arrival of the fire chief and 
walked towards him, closely followed by 
us.
‘They’re planning some kind of party,’ he 
said. ‘We don’t want it and I’m sure it’s not 
safe. Have a look. It’s down to you’
The fireman didn’t look very happy at the 
fact he’d broke away from festivities at the 
station. I looked at him and thought we 
had no chance. He was in his late forties, 
grey hair, stone-cold cockney accent, 
and bloody efficient I’m sure. He’d given 
the chief a boost to say the least. By this 
time my thoughts were going ballistic. 
Why us? Why now? I wondered if the fire 



guy was prepared to take a bribe, as I told 
him about the strict fire regulations at 
our events. Our illuminated EXIT signs 
were clearly visible, as was our variety of 
stolen fire-extinguishers.  We entered the 
warehouse, where our lighting technicians 
were running through their routines.  You 
can’t even imagine how I felt as I watched 
these two middle-aged blokes, who had 
no understanding of our culture and the 
historic event we were trying to stage, 
deciding whether our party could go on. 
The inspector walked straight over to the 
fire exit and walked out the door to return 
but moments later through another exit 
door. He then paid close attention to all 
electronic apparatus, backdrops and nets 
on the walls. I could hardly believe my ears 
when the fire chief turned to the officer 
and said, ‘Everything seems fine to me. As 
far as I’m concerned they can have their 
party’ He gave a wink. A dark veil had been 
lifted, every pore on my body quivered 
with excitement. There was much invested 
in the event least in momentary terms. The 
police and fire department had given us a 
green light to make history and a shit-load 
of cash in the process. Hey maybe I was 
wrong, I bet these guys were at Woodstock 
man, skipping round with daisy’s in 
their hair chanting ‘make love not war’. 
Whatever the case I would quite happily 
have given them five grand each. All they 
need do was drop me the slightest of hints 
and it would have been theirs. Our dream 

was edging closer. 
On this particular night we opened another 
part of the warehouse which was a third of 
the size of the main room and connected 
by a short tunnel. We put three inflatable 
bouncy castles and some fanlights into 
the chamber then added another sound 
system with decks. We took a small back 
room for the command centre in the 
corner. Lined up on a long table were all 
the phones, about ten in all, which would 
ring constantly until 6a.m. People would  
call from all round the country to find out 
exactly where the venue was located and 
if the party was actually still on. As early 
as eighty eight people thought that finding 
your way to a warehouse party was almost 
as good as actually being there. 
 At 10p.m a five hundred strong gathering 
of the happiest, most excited thrill-seekers 
you could ever lay your eyes on cheered 
and clapped as we officially announced the 
party open. On the stroke of midnight five 
thousand loved-up party animals held their 
hands in the air and sang Joe Smoothes 
anthem ‘Promised Land’. It was truly an 
inspiring site to behold and emotionally 
feel. The venue came straight from the 
future and enhanced the experience of first 
time and regular users. We danced and 
sang at the top of our voices:

Brothers, sisters
One day we will be free
From fighting, violence
People crying in the street
When the angels from above
Fall down and spread their wings like 
doves
As we walk hand in hand
Sisters, brothers
We’ll make it to the Promised Land
You and I
Will walk the land
And as one, and as one
We’ll take our stand
When the angels from above
Fall down and spread their wings like 
doves
As we walk hand in hand
Sisters, brothers
We’ll make it to the Promised Land



He could’ve never comprehended the 
effect of this track on thousands and later 
millions of people around the world. 
Inspired by Dr Martin King’s famous 
words Joe Smooth walked amongst the 
gods. We sang the song lyric for lyric. Wow, 
what a russsshh. I wanted it to last for ever! 
We’d booked some really talented DJs, 
including, Tony Wilson, Eddie Richards, Fat 
Tony, Phil and Ben, Colin Hudd, and Terry 
Farley (who actually hated playing at gigs 
like ours on the grounds that promoters 
like Genesis spoiled the rave scene. They 
would’ve preferred it remained with the 
slick and so-called beautiful people of 
media-central).  The building was old and 
had seen better days and this made it a 
security coordinator’s worst nightmare. 
The floor we intended to use was in good 
shape, but there were two other floors, 
all with broken doors and windows. The 
ground floor windows were covered with 
heavy-duty backdrops, and the main 
staircase from the first level down was 
blocked off with hundreds of used car tyres. 
There was no lighting on the fire escape 
out back or above ground level and the 
restricted areas were cornered off and in 
total darkness.  
We were in our command centre counting  
loot when a call on the walkie-talkie 
informed us the building was under siege 
by hundreds of people hell-bent on bunking 
in! They were trying to gain entrance by 
any means necessary, including violence. 

Our security was stretched to the max 
and struggled to regain control of the fire 
escape, where a group of geezers were 
throwing bricks and rubble at them. It 
was pitch-black out there. We brought 
our guys inside to man the exit doors and 
sent out a call for reinforcements. Our 
home made tyre barricade on the first 
floor was trashed, and twenty blokes were 
taunting the doorman from the upper level.  
Some people on the fire escape made 
unsuccessful attempts to cut through our 
backdrops with knives or broken glass. The 
crowd were oblivious to what was unfolding 
and continued dancing whilst our security 
tried to stop the fire-exits being kicked in. 
We could see by the way they were dressed 
they wasn’t part of the new movement. 
These were locals who’d come to see what 
all the fuss was about. Thousands of cars 
had suddenly appeared in a normally quiet 
area and attracted the attention of certain 
undesirables that would take advantage of 
our loved-up members. 
The security were panicked more than 
us, anyone would’ve thought cannibals 
planned to devour every man, woman and 
DJ in the house. Some drew weapons while 
others screamed into radios or mobile 
phones. Tony, Keith, Andrew and I were 
gob-smacked. We watched silently at first 
as they secured the room with a barricade 
of tables and chairs blocking the only 
entrance. 
I know we’d chosen this team specifically 
for skills in this area, but now I was pilled 
up I’d changed my tune. I tried to calm 
the situation down by reminding them of 
the promise they made that no-one would 
be harmed. If their god is money then let 
them take it, we couldn’t afford a bloodbath 
on our conscious. The security was just 
for show, a predicament like this had the 
potential of destroying the movement. The 
head of security tried to reassure me that 
no harm will come of anyone that didn’t 
threaten the welfare of his team or us. It 
didn’t take long for the back-up team to 
arrive, and though I don’t know how they 
did it, control was quickly restored without 
any casualties.
 Thank goodness for that, it’s fucking News 
Year Eve. Seeing my friends from the pub in 



fancy-dress costumes, shouting ‘Aceeed!’, 
brought my high back. I couldn’t believe 
it, Crimble, Blondfield, Short, Scarfee, 
Lloyd, Scrap Iron, and Buff running around 
introducing themselves to everyone! 
Here was first-hand evidence that MDMA 
enhanced happy feelings towards others!  
These guys were ex-blaggers who loved 
a punch-up and only weeks ago told me 
they’d attack anyone that hugged them, 
and here they were cuddling anyone that 
walked by. Not only that I was shocked to 
see them dancing! These guys had never 
danced anywhere before! They didn’t 
have any particular rhythm and didn’t 
give a dam anyway. This was a dramatic 
transformation I was happy to share with 
them.  The same change was taking place 
simultaneously across London and in 
Manchester. There was so much energy 
in the warehouse that I think, if you 
really concentrated and had meditation 
experience, you could levitate purely on 
the vibe. I know it sounds like bollocks and 
one of those mad thoughts you get while 
you’re buzzing, but I have to admit that 
I did try it! I guess there were too many 
distractions, but an interesting concept 
and a fantastic start to the New Year. 

Although hundreds of enthusiastic punters 
desperately clung on to the vibe, our party 
sadly ended at 10a.m. We thanked them for 
turning up, then kicked everyone out. 
The money had already been divided 
between our companies and secured in 
separate safe houses nearby. The security 
team wasn’t needed so we sent them home, 
which left six people in the building. Keith, 
Tony, Andrew and I were in the back office 
counting what was left of  pound coins 
taken at the bar. There must have been 
three grand in ten-pound stacks on the 
table. We heard the sound of voices in the 
corridor outside, Keith and Andrew went 
to investigate, thinking it could be police. 
I heard them saying the area was out of 
bounds, but an agitated voice said they 
were looking for the promoters. The dark 
tone appeared out of place I instinctively 
grabbed an iron bar from the table and 
told Tony to get security on the mobile. 
The office door crashed open, a tall skinny 
geezer came charging into the tiny narrow 
room. I whacked him hard and he fell to 
the ground. Tony was wrestling with a 
second intruder who I also whacked hard. 
In the corridor my partners were fighting 
with three more blokes. We retreated into 
the office and searched for more weapons. 
Armed with two knives, a knuckle-duster 
and an iron bar (confiscated earlier) we 
stepped back into the arena. The group was 
heading our way, with knives, bricks and 
lumps of wood. Like trapped wildcats we 
charged our aggressors who turned and 
ran like professional athletes. The security 
showed up shortly afterwards. We told 
them what had occurred and off they went. 
The team returned empty-handed, and 



rightly so, the intruders had already 
accepted defeat. If our doormen had 
apprehended them it could have got 
very messy!
The partnership between Genesis 
and Sunrise was a major success we’d 
achieved our objective of staging the 
biggest illegal Acid House party in 
the world.  Even NME voted our New 
Year’s Eve event Best Party of 1988. 
Four refuse bags of cash were split 
fifty-fifty and everyone was happy. We 
decided to promote a series of events 
together, starting with the following 
Saturday. However, the bubble burst 
on the Wednesday when the local 
police chief paid us a personal visit at 
the warehouse. He told us the building didn’t belong to the person who had leased it to us. 
Even worse, the geezer was a squatter and had no leasing rights at all. The chief wasn’t 
arrogant about it but simply said we couldn’t have any more events there and we had to 
clear our stuff out by the following week. He even apologised for bringing the bad news. 
We were shocked but knew there was no chance of continuing at that venue. It was time 
to hit the road.

WAyne Anthony

from the Book cLASS of 88 - the true AciD houSe exPerience
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What’s the concept behind your Trash 
Canvases?

Firstly, It came out of my fascination 
and love of discarded  
packaging that’s been dumped in the 
street, left to decay and then  
battered by the urban elements and 
secondly, the modern day charm of  
labels and warning signs that has 
become so prevalent due to fear of  
litigation. I thought it was a nice, 
simple concept to change the  
warnings but at the same time keeping 
there integrity but mixing it  
up a bit and saying hey! these things are 
true and relevant too.

Tell us a little about the Bomb Walls Not 
People Canvases.

I quite often get initial inspiration 
from a praise or a play on words and 
although it seems a bit churlish and 
flippant I liked the message that 
bombing walls illegally was by no 
means as bad as killing people to 
promote freedom and democracy which 
is a contradiction in itself.

What is your artistic background?

Art school and then I spent time in the 
sanitised world of corporate graphics. 
To counteract this I spent evenings and 
weekends liberating myself from those 
restrictions and playing around with 
dirtying stuff up, degrading images 
and conceptualising on a different 
level. I was never really into freehand 
graffing so it wasn’t until the whole 

street movement evolved into pastes 
and stencilling and all kinds that I 
started to feel that I could contribute. 
I loved the freedom that this brought 
and finally felt at home, no boundaries, 
anything can work and be accepted. 
This knowledge freed me up to do 
installations like the Boom Shrine and 
Mattress pieces I did.

Do you live in fear of arrest?

I guess there’s a certain amount of 
fear there but when you’re out on the 
street this invariably transposes itself 
into adrenaline so it’s a buzz. My 
general ethos is that if I get caught so 
be it, what’s the worst case scenario, 
probably a fine but usually a wrist slap 
and the cops confiscating your paint 





and stuff. There’s a hell of lot of  
harmful shit that goes on in the street 
and creativity is not one of them.

What’s your motivation?

To produce pieces that hit the mark and 
register with like-minded people, I love 
being creative, It’s the only thing I’ve 
known so I continue and strive to get 
better and better. My motivation has 
always been the big picture, the long 
run and not a fly by night to make a 
quick buck.

Where is the line between street art and 
vandalism?

Such a difficult question to answer 
because art across the whole spectrum 
is all about opinions and personal 
taste, one person will say art, one will 
say vandalism. From my perspective, 
anything that has a sound concept and 

been considered is art - execution in 
my opinion is irrelevant, though this 
distinguishes a piece of work and sorts 
out the men from the boys (or girls).

Street, warehouse or Gallery?

All of them are relevant, they all have 
there place and street art  
can work in all these environments... 
you just have to think outside  
the box and maybe adapt to make it 
work.

Do you execute campaigns during the 
evenings or daytime?

Both, just depends on what I’m doing.

Name  few of your favourite street 
artists?

I hate answering this question because 
there’s far too many- Banksy  







is still the best on pretty much every 
level but I like all kinds and  that’s 
the beauty of street/urban art as 
there’s something for everyone to like, 
it’s so diverse. You’ve got the more 
painterly exponents like Matty Small, 
Guy Denning, Herakut to the more 
graphic guys like Shepard Fairey, 
Dface, Faile and Paul Insect. Not only 
that but there’s everything in-between 
from freehand graffers, stencillers 
to pasters and beyond. It’s a big old 
melting pot and that’s why I  
love it so much, no parameters, that’s I 
why I feel so at home to be associated 
with this culture.

What impact do you feel your art has?

I hope my art makes people think and 
maybe reconsider stuff that might 
have got missed or swept under the 
carpet. I hope it brings a relevant 
visual comment to what’s happening in 
todays society and on another note brings a little smile.

http://www.k-guy.co.uk/
http://www.flickr.com/photos/30337581@N06/





One MONK
Urban myths

A top secret report, leaked in the 
early 1990’s described a series 
of NASA-authorised sex sessions. 
Document number 14-307-1792 
started there was a growing 
number of married couples 
engaged in long-term projects 
on the US space station, raising 
the question of “how these 
couples will be able to carry 
out the normal martial relations 
without the aid of gravity”. It 
revealed that during the STS-75 
space-shuttle mission, the lower 
deck of the shuttle was cleared 
for 10 copulation experiments, 
each an hour long. An elastic belt 
was placed round the wrists of a man and women, and the results noted; then a belt was placed 
round their thighs. The belt methods off-puttingly reminded them of practices ‘associated with 
bondage’. Another test involved an inflatable tunnel pressing the passionate pair together. 
This had worst snags; ‘once aroused outside the tunnel, getting in was difficult’ and the tunnel 
‘tended to get sticky’ 
 
But NASA claims there’s problems with the report too: mission STS-75 wasn’t launched until 
1996 (a few years after it was ‘leaked’) and that the shuttle carried only men.  NASA claims 
14-307-1792 is an anonymous piece of naughty nonsense…then again who believes anything 
NASA says! 
 

 Unsung heros  

While all the beautiful tall people swan around 
drinking free champagne (is there any other kind?) 
and  during London’s fashion week (18-22 Sept) - I 
salute two unsung heroes:  
 
Louis Re’ard the French designer, who designed an 
exciting new garment for women. It was 1946, the 
Americans were testing atomic weapons off the Bikini 
Atoll in the Pacific, and so he called his explosive 
invention the “bikini”. But found it almost impossible 
to find any young women bold enough to model it in 
public…
 
Step forward: Micheline Bernardini a 19 year-old who 



put the bikini on at a swimming pool in Paris, and made history. She had little worries about 
wearing just 30 square inches of fabric; she was an “exotic dancer” who regularly wore little 
more then a smile at the Casino de Paris nightspot. Re’ard gave Bernardini’s bikini a pattern of 
newspaper type, because he was certain it would make headlines. 
 
I bow to you both… 
 
 Taking the Michael

“But was it really necessary for the BBC to indulge in 
such besotted coverage? Truly we live in a world that 
no longer discerns between those who achieve fame 
and those who are genuinely touched by lasting 
greatness”  
Editorial, Daily Mail 27 June – who then filled pages 
1-13 of the paper with Jackson coverage 
 
“Sellers were trying to cash in on Michael Jackson’s 
death last night by flogging memorabilia on eBay. 
Hundreds of hastily printed “Jacko memorial T-shirts, 
key rings and even computer mouse mats appeared 
on the popular internet site within hours of the king 
of pop’s death being announced” 
Mirror 28 June 
 
“OUT NOW: Michael Jackson – King of Pop celebrates 
his life through a selection of great images from 
the Daily Mirror archive…Part of the new Mirror 
Collection, price £4.49 delivery £1.50 
Mirror, 30 June
 
“WITH ALL OUR LOVE AND PRAYERS: THE OFFICIAL 
TRIBUTE ISSUE – MICHAEL JACKSON IN LOVING MEMORY” 
Cover of OK! Magazine…which featured a picture of the dying Jackson in ambulance (bought 
for £500,000) 
 
“The horrifying state of pop superstar Michael Jackson in final days can be reveled by the Sun 
today. Harrowing leaked autopsy details was a virtual skeleton… The examination showed the 
5ft 10in star – once famed for his on stage athleticism – had plunged to a ‘severely emaciated’ 
8st 1oz (and) lost nearly all his hair” 
Sun 29 June 2009
 
“He looks in incredible form strutting his stuff on stage – but two days later Michael Jackson 
was dead. These pictures are thought to be the last taken of the tragic superstar…As he pulls 
off an impressive high energy routine” A source who watched Jacko’s final rehearsal in LA said: 
‘Michael was in better form then for years’ 
Sun 30 June 2009
 
“La Toya Jackson reveled her superstar brother will never return to his notorious Neverland 
ranch. La Toya said: ‘He hasn’t been there in about six years – he hasn’t been there since the 
trial. He says he never wants to see it again. He doesn’t want to be there. The memories are so 
awful.”’ 
Sun, 23 January 2009 



 
“Michael Jackson will tomorrow return to his beloved Neverland ranch – where his body will lie 
in state for grieving fans to say goodbye” 
Sun, 1 July 2009
 
What the F**k happened to journalism? 

“Looking for people with Swine Flu today. Have you got it? Fancy doing a quick chat over the 
phone with Sky news? Tweet me. About 4 hours ago” 
 
“Getting lots of interesting new followers, but none with Swine Flu yet. Have you got it? Tweet 
me.” About 3 hours ago
 
“I’m still hoping to speak to people confused by Swine Flu. Come on Tweeters. Message me.” 
About 22 minutes ago
Tweets by Paul Brennan reporter Sky News 20 July 
 
Number of people killed by Swine Flu = 29 (at time of going to press) - Number of people who 
die from flu on average each year = between 3,000 to 4,000
 

Not GR8  

Well so much for the promise made at the G8 summit in L’Aquila in July, to invest $20bn in food 
production to feed Africa’s poor. With no details of when the cash is due, how it will be spent 
or by whom, it falls in the “Lets agree figures that will gain us all great headlines” category of 
international commitments. What is known for sure it that the British government’s £1bn share is 



simply coming out of budgets announced back in 2007!
 
Back in the real world, when Britain’s principle development arm CDC (formerly the 
Commonwealth Development Corporation) has all but deserted agriculture. Since 1998 the 
proportion of its £1bn invested in the sector has fallen from 25% to a miserly 5%, as investment 
across sub-Saharan Africa were sold off, being deemed not “profitable” enough at a time when 
New Labour was looking to privatise the fund. 
 
In reality it means at least £200m has been withdrawn from a sector now judged critical to 
sustainable poverty relief, though even this vastly underestimates the damage done. 
 
CDC was created in 1948 and in its first 50 years in existence, it became expert at developing 
viable agriculture businesses in Africa and then actively transferring this expertise to local 
managers. But with the retreat from rural business in favour of urban investments - such as 
shopping malls or power generation (which in any case already attracts private capital) – now 
that expertise has been lost. 
 
All rural presence in Malawi and Uganda, for instance has disappeared and thousands of local 
staff have been laid off – effectively what could have provided a useful means to invest new 
funds has been dismantled in favour of seeking 25 percent-plus returns by placing the cash 
with private equity firms – which happens to include its own private fund management arm 
Actis, who work from the comfort of swanky riverside offices in London.
 
Dark Side of the Moon

When football’s World Peace Cup took place in 
Spain this summer, at least the contenders had 
God on their side. The event this year featured 
Aston Villa, Juventus, Real Madrid, and PSV among 
others, was created in 2003 and fostered by the 
Reverend Sun Myung Moon, the founder of the 
Unification Church who has often confused himself 
with the deity. 
 
At the core of Moon’s front organisations is the 
Universal Peace Federation (UFP), which is hosted 
in the Uk parliament by Labour peer Tarsem king, 
Moon also owns the voice of conservatism in the 
US capital, the Washington Times. 
 
Moon and his wife are known as “true parents” in the church. As the Moon owned news 
service UPI reported “On 25 December 2001, at high noon, a meeting was held in heaven 
between Jesus, Confucius, Buddha, Mohammed and Skankara (founder of the Advaita Vedanta 
in Hinduism). Sitting with them were 600 representatives of the five leading religions…they 
adopted a resolution that says…Reverend Moon is the ‘Savior, Messiah, Second Coming and 
True Parent of all humanity’…God signed on the resolution later with a letter proclaiming Moon 
to be his beloved son” 
 
Moon would like to merge the US and UN and run them both through his religious fronts. As 
they say…“no peace for the wicked” 
 

Ian Milne is founder of 3000monks
www.3000monks.com 





The Originator of House 

Jesse Saunders
And it all started here....Pure legend, Jesse 
Saunders made the first ever house record 
in 1984 and has never looked back, throwing 
all his energy, love and positivity into the 
movement he played such a seminal role 
in creating. DJ, sublime innovator, driving, 
force, inspirational ambassador and 
sparkling ball of energy, Jesse spoke to us - 

What were your early influences both 
musically and personally  and how did they 
lead to house music?

I took all kinds of instrument lessons 
from the early age of 5…from trumpet to 
piano and recorder (flute) to drums.  My 
favorite tunes were anything with a heart 
and soul-from classic rock to R&B, I loved 
the melodies and the grooves!  That’s what 
led to the foundation of House Music!  My 
favorite groups and influences were Earth 
Wind & Fire, Heatwave, Fleetwood Mac, 
America, The Beatles, Chicago, Human 
League, The Bangles and Bob Marley!

What does DJing mean to you?

DJing is an ART!  You don’t just learn how 
to beat match-Anyone can do that!  You have 
to understand and read your crowd and 
immediately interpret where you want and 
need to take them…through the highs and 
lows and buildups.  You can’t just pound 
them over the head with hard beats, or lull 
them to sleep with soft beats.  It should 
be a musical journey through all kinds of 
emotions and sounds.
There’s no better high than seeing a crowd 
react and anticipate to your every move.

What was the creative atmosphere like in 
early 80’s Chicago?

In the early 80s there wasn’t much of a 
creative atmosphere except for New Wave.  
My friend and I used to go to The Exit and 
Neo’s which were underground clubs for 
the New Wave bands.  I was playing at the 
Playground and would always play a NEW 
Wave set mixed in with Disco Classics and 
Electro tracks coming from Europe.  It 
wasn’t until I decided to make ON & ON 
that things started heating up creatively.  
ON & ON was released in January of 1984 
to overwhelming response.  Then other DJs 
saw what I was doing and tried to copy it.  
The 1st DJ I made a record for was Farley.  
He actually tried to sing on it!  LOL.



Where did the beats and the vibe for On 
and On come from?

I made the beats on my Roland TR-808 and 
played all the instruments and effects on a 
Poly 61.  The bass-line came from a Roland 
TB-303.  I recorded it all on a Tascam 4 
track cassette recorder in my bedroom.

Were you aware of what was being created 
back in 1984 – could you even have dreamt 
of the possibilities.

Of course not!  How could I?  I just wanted 
to make a record.  I still to this day cannot 
believe the magnitude of what I created.

What was it about house music that made it 
a medium for so many different styles and 
grooves? 

It’s that 4 on the floor pounding beat that 
gets into your soul!  You can put anything 
musically on top and you still have the 
drive!

Can you give us an insight into the soul and 
the power of house music?
House is a feeling. If you can’t feel it, you 
don’t understand, but when you do, it stays 

with you for life!

What did the Immense commercial 
success of Love Cant Turn Around with 
Farley mean for the direction of house 
music?

The funny thing about that is it wasn’t 
Farley that made Love Can’t Turn Around!  
It was Darryl Pandy’s vocals and my 
production!  I remember touring in the 
UK in 1986 and while DJing at the Virgin 
Megastore I see the video come up on the 
TV.  I was like WHAT THE FUCK?????  I 
had no idea there was a video.  They did all 
of that behind my back.  Our agreement 
was that the record was released as Farley 
Jackmaster Funk & Jesse Saunders.   So it’s 
still dumbfounds me that Farley gets all 
the credit, but I get all the Publishing so no 
worries! LOL.

How do you feel about the intense cultural 
shift house created – what was it that made 
so many people loving and free?

It’s like Woodstock in 1969.  I have to thank 
the Brits for that feeling cuz you guys 
started the Rave culture which was based 
on love, sex and drugs (we could have left 



the drugs out, but oh well…)!  People want 
to feel good, dance and love each other.  
It’s a natural human characteristic.  House 
provides the love and freedom in the music 
for all!

How aware were you of the massive social 
and cultural impact House had in the UK, 
bursting out of the clubs and becoming a 
freedom movement

I didn’t find out until my record label, 
Warner Brothers at the time, informed that 
it was at the Top of The Pops in London.  
They immediately put together a tour over 
there for my group Jesse’s Gang when we 
had the single Real Love out.  We did 28 
dates in 24 days all over the UK!  We even 
performed at Barry Island in Wales for 
over 5,000 people.  I had never seen that 
many people in one place for House Music 
before!  It was such a feeling.

Tell us about the Rave Secure Project:

Rave Secure was a legal representation for 
Promoters to put on legal Raves after the 
Rave Act was passed.  Events were getting 
shut down left and right, so we stepped in 
and took a diplomatic approach to saving 
the culture.  My partner is a US Goodwill 
Ambassador and would send over his 
credentials to the mayor of that city which 
would roll out the red carpet for us and the 
promoter.

You are an extraordinarily positive 
ambassador for house music – how 
important is it to keep the message and the 
vibe flowing?

Extremely important!  That’s why I’m 
currently on the 25th Anniversary of House 
Music TOUR, which marks the release of 
the world’s first House record ON & ON.  



The TOUR hits Birmingham, England on 
the 2nd of October and LONDON on the 
3rd for the massive event at SE1 Club!  It’s 
also important to know the history.  Too 
many people would like to lay claim to 
its origins, but they always get their facts 
wrong and make themselves look silly.  
They weren’t there, so they have to make 
things up.
This is why I’m in the process of building 
the world’s first House Music Preservation 
and Art Gallery in Las Vegas.  It’s known 
as the ELECTRONIC MUSIC CAFÉ.  There 
are many ingredients in House Music.  It’s 
electronic based and I wanted to include 
everything that make House House!  So I 
didn’t discriminate against the other styles 
and we are open to ALL influences; from 
Classic Rock to Reggae and from Blues to 
New Wave!  
For more info: 
 www.ElectronicMusiCafe.com 

The Gallery will house a unique display of 
art and history through visuals, lighting 
and interactive video!

Do you feel that dance music has 
splintered into narrow genres in a way that 
betrays its original spirit?

Marketing classifications don’t really 
splinter it.  It’s the people who don’t 
understand it that splinter House and 

Dance Music.

Tell us about the 25th Anniversary tour:

The TOUR began on May 15th 2009 in Los 
Angeles.  It was meant to be a celebration 
of 25 years of House Music!  It’s gotten 
overwhelming response which dictated me 
building the Electronic Music Café!  Like 
the Hard Rock Café before it, the EMC 
will soon become a worldwide franchise!  
Stay tuned   More info on the tour can be 
downloaded here: 

25th Anniv of House Music TOUR PRESS 
RELEASE: 

http://www.jessesaunders.com/
Documents/25th_Anniv-Red_Stripe_TOUR-
PRESS_RELEASE-Updated.pdf
LA Weekly TOUR Review:  

http://blogs.laweekly.com/
westcoastsound/nightlife-and-events/
house-nation-jesse-saunders-ce/

What other projects are you working on – 
when did you embrace filmmaking?



I went to USC film school and started 
working on it in the early 90s when my 
wife at the time, Jazsmin Lewis was 
getting her career off the ground.  We made 
our own tape for her reels and achieved 
great success in the process. We kind of 
revolutionized digital filmmaking when tru 
film enthusiasts were being dinosaurs!  You 
will see my 1st ever LIVE documentary at 
the 25th Anniversary TOUR in London!
I run my label BROKEN RECORDS now.  
We distribute 8 labels and have releases 
going out every week.  This month we’ve 
released LOVE CAN’T TURN AROUND 
2009.  It’s already creating quite a stir!  
We also released I DREAM A DREAM 
(Remixes) by Sarah Spiegel, which is doing 
quite well.  My new compilation album 
MADE 2 B BROKEN is coming early next 
month as well.  
For more info on Broken Records releases 
please visit:
www.BrokenRecords.us

What message do you have for our 
readers who never experienced the house 
revolution – what would you say to them to 
get them out there discovering house 

KEEP HOUSE ALIVE!  It takes your love 
and devotion to keep the feeling going.  

There is a message of love, peace and 
harmony in House and that’s what the 
world needs most of!

Decades on – looking back – how does it 
feel?

It still feels like a dream…

www.BrokenRecords.us
www.ElectronicMusicCafe.com 
www.JesseSaunders.com

www.DontFixItMusic.com
www.JustSayAgency.com 
www.MySpace.com/JesseSaunders

RADIO: Global House Show on www.CTDUO.com, www.UDO.fm, www.Teklab.fm



Tell us a bit about yourself

Name is Boswell , Ive had other pseudonyms 
which I wont mention here .25 years in the 
game and loving it more than ever. Here is a 
very potted history of noteworthy events in my 
life which may be of some significance to the 
Art I make.
Iwas adopted at 6 months by my birth mothers 
Sister and her husband .I had a happy but 
somewhat alienated childhood drawing a lot 
of the time and an interest in archaeology 
collecting fossils with my father at the coast. I 
was dragged under a car aged 12  and spent 
6 months at home away from school …it was a 
near death experience which my mother says 
changed my outlook on life during this period 

I got into comics in a big way and started to 
listen to Punk Rock.I learned a few chords on 
the guitar and joined a band .Been playing in 
bands on and off ever since . I got into graffiti 
quite late compared to most in my late teens 
..and its been a constant in my life to the 
present day.

What is your artistic background? 

I am completely self-taught. I’ve drawn all my 
life and in some ways my most productive 
period was in childhood. I did some album 
covers for techno pioneers: Eat Static and 
that helped to push illustration skills and 
techniques. Being into graffiti and painting 
walls has been the thing that pushed me most. 

Emerging from Rural Somerset Boswell presents us with a mixed up twisted world 
where the likes of freakish anthropomorphic creatures stalk apocalyptic landscapes co-
existing with lost and obsolete technologies, which have mutated and taken on a new life. 
Boswell’s weird and wonderful visions are fuelled by a powerful imagination, a soup of 
the mind whose ingredients range from a childhood brought up on comics, old horror 
movies, sci-fi, northern European fairy tales, weird 1970 s kids T.V, and Punk Rock to 
name but a few of the influences.
             After getting into Graffiti in the 80s through discovering the seminal book Subway 
Art like so many others of his generation, Boswell’s art found a new means of expression 
on walls. In some ways the antithesis of more bubbly traditional Graffiti forms Boswell’s 
work dwells in a twilight world, an edgier and atmospheric domain. The eternal outsider 
Boswell pushes the boundaries of the art form creating a fantastical and sometimes 
unnerving universe of mutated possibilities.
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Some of your work has an alien, surreal, 
and some would say dark quality, can you 
give us a bit more of an insight into the 
characters in your work  ?

Yeah I think the characters have an elemental 
and dreamlike quality. They seem to be 
emerging from a shadowy underworld. I enjoy 
an underground style to my characters they 
come from my imagination and are sometimes 
created from forms which I find pleasing; cogs, 
mechanical items, plant life and microscopic 
forms such as pollen or germs, bacteria and 
virus s. I think they can be paradoxical in 
nature as although they can look shadowy and 
emerging from the darkness, I also feel they 
can be sort of friendly and not necessarily 
malevolent. In some ways I think I might be 
communicating the idea that obvious beauty is 
not always a positive thing and things that are 
perceived as a weird or ugly in the same way 
are not necessarily evil. I think society pushes 
this perception that pretty perfect things are 
good and something to aspire to… and the 
abnormal should be pushed under the carpet 
or hidden away. I like to think my characters 
help to turn this idea on its head .Im an 
ambassador for the weird and wonderful.

What outside of art influences your 
imagery?

I guess nature and the world in general 
influences the work,  heres  some off the top 
of my head : animals, plants, faces ,emotions, 
weather, chemicals, microscopic forms, pain, 
rock forms trees, swamps ,birds ,rain, storms, 
love, hate, hands, war, peace, happiness, 
sadness, sex, noise, machines, technology, 
genetics, mutation, music, death, humans, all 
these things and more…

Why the streets?

I’ve always enjoyed the alternative canvas of 
the streets, abandoned warehouses, factories 
etc. the environment around me brings a lot 
more to the work and I react to it as opposed 
to working on a canvas at home which can lack 
atmosphere and be sterile.  I think the canvas 
itself needs to be inspiring or its placement in 
the environment is also very important …the 
work becomes part of everyday life , interacts 

with it and with the public who see it …this all 
part of the process for me …knowing that Ive 
left something behind which remains when 
Ive gone is a buzz.

How do you feel about the transient nature 
of street art?

The transience is part of the appeal and 
beauty of street art. It’s like a channel of 
communication outside the control of the 
government and the powers that be. I see 
graff like lichen that attaches itself to surfaces 
and just grows, layering up and constantly 
evolving .Its not meant to last forever, I get 
photos for the archive and that’s the best I 
can hope for, its great if something runs for 
a good time but if it goes it goes and that’s it, 
I dont get too hung up about it. It seems like 
today theres not enough wall space and too 
many painters, so stuff is gonna get gone over. 
Having said that when I started out there were 
rules about” going over” it was: go over my 
piece with some thing more spectacular and I 
cant really say shit but if you drop a throw up 
over a burner then that’s just an insult…this 
unwritten code of conduct seems to have gone 
out the window these days , which is a shame 

What does collaboration with other artists 
mean to you? the pros and cons.

I’ve collaborated a lot with other artists and 
continue to do so, mainly with members  of 
my old crew; S.O.F: Vermin and Pen. I’ve 
always viewed collaborations like  being in a 
band and creating a  track in a  visual way…
each artist acting  like a cog in a machine 
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with a singular mission of creating a piece 
that works as a whole .I think our approach 
is  to a different from a lot of other graff 
writers, a lot of them tend to concentrate 
on their own pieces with the backgrounds 
being secondary. When we work together 
the background is very important  , a strong 
atmosphere is needed to get the piece 
working from the off, it sets the tone and mood 
of the piece. Sometimes it can cause some 
confusion in the veiwer  as to whos done what 
in the piece but apart from that collaborating 
with other artists is usually positive. Recently 
Ive done collaborations with Cheo & Turo 
old school Bristol  legends  and  they came 
out great, the one with Cheo was interesting 
as we both have seemingly opposing styles, 
his characters being a fair  bit cuter and 
happier looking I guess than my stuff which 
tends to be darker and swampier ….could 
have been a bad collision but it pulled of a 
treat and had great contrast. That’s the thing 
with collaborations you never know what your 
gonna get and on large walls I think it helps to 
have a few styles interacting with each other 

as one style all over can look too much of one 
thing.

Do you have a Philosophy?

Not sure, but as a way of looking at the world 
Im interested in evolution and mutation ,the 
way that life is always changing, nothing is 
static , everything is in a state of flux and 
everything is moving all of the time. We live in 
an unstable universe.

What Impact do you feel your art has?

Ah tricky one this…I never really know as 
people only tend to say positive things .I have 
managed to provoke some angry responses a 
couple of times from people who said it was 
too dark to put out into the community and 
scaring their children , they said as a public 
artist I should do something neutral and non 
challenging.
I reckon it probably does a few heads in here 
and there maybe within the Graff community, 
as it tends to be more off-key than a lot 
of other stuff. I like to think it challenges 
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convention within the Graffiti scene .I guess 
some of my work can be viewed as weird 
and surreal - I am happy with this  as I reckon 
it brings back some of the shock factor that 
Graff once had  or the” What The Fuck factor “ 
is a better way of putting it .I remember when 
seeing a piece of Graffiti was a rarity ,walking 
round a corner and discovering a piece was 
like wow !w.t.f? now its everywhere its lost 
a lot of its impact in my opinion ,so maybe 
Im bringing a bit of that feeling back by 
dropping more off-key stuff. Although having 
said that Id be dropping this kind of stuff 
whatever as Im quite an off-key person.

Where is the line between street art and 
vandalism?

An interesting debate this one…..I will try my 
best to articulate my views…..firstly I think 
it is a matter of taste , Im always hearing the 
classic line: ”I like the good stuff but I hate 
all the shit tagging ”I think this view which is 
very common with people outside the scene 
needs to be reassessed .I respond to this by 
saying: what if you only had good stuff done 
by masters all over the place? That would look 
contrived and pretty boring I reckon .The 
chaos and messiness of graff is what appeals 
to me in a lot of ways .All the tagging, pieces 
,stencils, pasteups  and any other means of 
getting up are all valid in my view and I can 
enjoy a well executed tag as much as a burner.
Secondly choice of surface and location is a 
big issue, I mean if someone hits a wall in an 
abandoned factory or a trackside that dosnt 
seem as bad as hitting a listed building or an 
ancient monument for instance. In the eyes 
of the law hitting up on any surface which 

dosnt belong to you and without the owners 
permission is considered vandalism and 
illegal ,artists should employ common sense 
and a certain sense of morality here I think. I 
believe certain surfaces in the environment 
are fair game like those green telecom boxes 
you get on every street, why not paint those 
things up? they are boring street furniture 
that we all have to live with…also buildings 
that have been neglected by their owners 
and bring the area down… that’s more like 
a subtle, slow vandalism  by the owner who 
dosnt care what effect their neglect is having 
on an area. Paint these places up improve 
the area with art. At the end of the day Im not 
gonna judge anyone who feels an urge to 
hit any surface …if they feel they want to do 
it they should do it and be prepared for the 
consequences.
In Bristol Banksys work is not considered 
vandalism  anymore as it brings tourism and 
ultimately money to the city ,but on the flip 
side a tag by someone else unkown next to a 
Banksy is considered vandalism , this kind of 
hypocrisy is tying the authorities in knots at 
the moment, they don’t know how to deal with 
it and its showing them up to be the money 
grabbing hypocrites we all know they are.

Where do you think the street art 
movement came from and why has there 
been such an explosion?

The obvious first point of reference would 
be the book Subway Art and the first wave 
of hip hop that was packaged and delivered 
to the world in the early 80s.That book had 
such an impact on me and probably millions 
of others around the world at that time…..
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here was an artform that came from the roots up 
,with a DIY ethic that was outside the bourgeois 
elitist artworld , true outsider art in its raw state.
The pictures of all those beautiful trains blew me 
away and I was hooked, I guess it was the same for 
many others. After the train scene in NY died out it 
all seemed to go flat for a few years but there were 
pockets of people that carried on and NY inspired 
graff cropped up in all corners of the world. These 
graff is massive , I never thought it could get this 
big  even in small market towns you can find maybe 
30 or 40 writers active.Its just everywhere. I guess 
it’s the anyone can have a go DIY mentality that makes it appealing to so many .Its like vehicle 
of expression that you can stamp your own identity onto. In an increasingly globalised world 
being forced into one way of thinking and operating by the forces of democracy and capitalism 
Graffiti or street art can be a way of reacting against this by promoting and nurturing 
identity and culture.

email:boswell66@hotmail.co.uk

http://www.flickr.com/photos/28559810@N04/

http://www.boswellart.blogspot.com/ 

Prints and original artwork available@:
http://www.threenine.eu
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Synchronicity
Val Valerian & Crystalinks

Synchronicity is a word coined by the 
Swiss psychologist Carl Jung to describe 
the temporally coincident occurrences of 
acausal events. It was a principle that he felt 
encompassed his concept of the collective 
unconscious, in that it was descriptive of a 
governing dynamic that underlay the whole 
of human experience and history, social, 
emotional, psychological, and spiritual. Jung 
believed that many experiences perceived 
as coincidence were due not merely to 
chance, but instead potentially reflected 
the manifestation of coincident events or 
circumstances consequent to this governing 
dynamic. Jung spoke of synchronicity as 
being an “acausal connecting principle” (ie. a 
pattern of connection that is not explained by 
causality). 

Jung believed the traditional notions of 
causality were incapable of explaining some 
of the more improbable forms of coincidence. 
Where it is plain, felt Jung, that no causal 
connection can be demonstrated between two 
events, but where a meaningful relationship 
nevertheless exists between them, a 
wholly different type of principle is likely 
to be operating. Jung called this principle 
“synchronicity.” 

In The Structure and Dynamics of the 
Psyche, Jung describes how, during his 
research into the phenomenon of the 
collective unconscious, he began to observe 
coincidences that were connected in such a 
meaningful way that their occurrence seemed 
to defy the calculations of probability. He 
provided numerous examples from his own 
psychiatric case-studies, many now legendary. 

“A young woman I was treating had, at a critical 
moment, a dream in which she was given a 
golden scarab. While she was telling me her 
dream, I sat with my back to the closed window. 
Suddenly I heard a noise behind me, like a 

gentle tapping. I turned round and saw a flying 
insect knocking against the window-pane from 
outside. I opened the window and caught the 
creature in the air as it flew in. It was the nearest 
analogy to the golden scarab that one finds in 
our latitudes, a scarabaeid beetle, the common 
rose-chafer (Cetoaia urata) which contrary to 
its usual habits had evidently felt an urge to get 
into a dark room at this particular moment. I 
must admit that nothing like it ever happened 
to me before or since, and that the dream of the 
patient has remained unique in my experience.” 

Who then, might we say, was responsible 
for the synchronous arrival of the beetle, 
Jung or the patient? While on the surface 
reasonable, such a question presupposes a 
chain of causality Jung claimed was absent 
from such experience. As psychoanalyst 
Nandor Fodor has observed, the scarab, by 
Jung’s view, had no determinable cause, but 
instead complemented the “impossibility” 
of the analysis. The disturbance also (as 
synchronicities often do) prefigured a 



profound transformation. For, as Fodor 
observes, Jung’s patient had--until the 
appearance of the beetle--shown excessive 
rationality, remaining psychologically 
inaccessible. Once presented with the scarab, 
however, she improved. 

Because Jung believed the phenomenon of 
synchronicity was primarily connected with 
psychic conditions, he felt that such couplings 
of inner (subjective) and outer (objective) 
reality evolved through the influence of the 
archetypes, patterns inherent in the human 
psyche and shared by all of mankind. These 
patterns, or “primordial images,” as Jung 
sometimes refers to them, comprise man’s 
collective unconscious, representing the 
dynamic source of all human confrontation 
with death, conflict, love, sex, rebirth and 
mystical experience. When an archetype is 
activated by an emotionally charged event 
(such as a tragedy), says Jung, other related 
events tend to draw near. In this way the 
archetypes become a doorway that provide us 
access to the experience of meaningful (and 
often insightful) coincidence. 

Implicit in Jung’s concept of synchronicity 
is the belief in the ultimate “oneness” 
of the universe. As Jung expressed it, 
such phenomenon betrays a “peculiar 
interdependence of objective elements 
among themselves as well as with the 
subjective (psychic) states of the observer 
or observers.” Jung claimed to have found 

evidence of this interdependence, not only in 
his psychiatric studies, but in his research of 
esoteric practices as well. 

Of the I Ching, a Chinese method of divination 
which Jung regarded as the clearest 
expression of the synchronicity principle, he 
wrote: 

“The Chinese mind, as I see it at work in the I 
Ching, seems to be exclusively preoccupied 
with the chance aspect of events. What we call 
coincidence seems to be the chief concern 
of this peculiar mind, and what we worship as 
causality passes almost unnoticed...While the 
Western mind carefully sifts, weighs, selects, 
classifies, isolates, the Chinese picture of the 
moment encompasses everything down to the 
minutes nonsensical detail, because all of the 
ingredients make up the observed moment.” 

Jung discovered the synchronicity within the I 
Ching also extended to astrology. In a letter to 
Freud dated June 12, 1911, he wrote: 

“My evenings are taken up largely with 
astrology. I make horoscopic calculations 
in order to find a clue to the core of 
psychological truth. Some remarkable things 
have turned up which will certainly appear 
incredible to you...I dare say that we shall 
one day discover in astrology a good deal of 
knowledge that has been intuitively projected 
into the heavens.” 



In formulating his synchronicity principle, 
Jung was influenced to a profound degree by 
the “new” physics of the twentieth century, 
which had begun to explore the possible role 
of consciousness in the physical world. In 1945 
Jung wrote 

Physics has demonstrated that in the realm 
of atomic magnitudes objective reality 
presupposes an observer, and that only 
on this condition is a satisfactory scheme 
of explanation possible. This means, 
that a subjective element attaches to the 
physicist’s world picture, and secondly that 
a connection necessarily exists between the 
psyche to be explained and the objective 
space-time continuum. These discoveries 
not only help loosen physics from the iron 
grip of its materialistic world, but confirmed 
what I recognized intuitively that matter 
and consciousness, far from operating 
independently of each other are, in fact, 
interconnected in an essential way, functioning 
as complementary aspects of a unified reality. 

The belief suggested by quantum theory 
and by reports of synchronous events that 
matter and consciousness interact, is far from 
new. Synchronicity reveals the meaningful 

connections between the subjective and 
objective world. Synchronistic events provide 
an immediate religious experience as a direct 
encounter with the compensatory patterning 
of events in nature as a whole, both inwardly 
and outwardly.

There appear to be several characteristics 
which relate to the experience of synchronous 
connections:

The most powerful and meaningful 
synchronistic events often happen at critical 
junctures in one’s life.

The experience often has a deep emotional 
component, produced following the analysis 
of the meanings involved.

The experience always produces a change in 
the observational perspective of life and ones 
place in it.

The connections between ones “mental world” 
and the “external world”, relative to the event, 
become clear.

In a “modern” world of control and 
manipulation, it is no surprise that any 
concepts which do not assist “The Game” are 
suppressed or ridiculed in order to preserve 
the “status quo”. One of these concepts is 
“chance” or “random chance”, which arises in 
opposition to the cultural fixation on “control” 
or “being in control”.  There is a definite 
“fear” manifested in our society over the issue 
of “control over ones life and life’s events”, 
because of the observational perspective 
present in our culture. In actual fact, the more 



you allow “random” factors in your life, the 
more easily you will be able to achieve your 
goals, because then alternative possibilities 
and opportunities will be within your sphere 
of existence. There are some really valuable 
hints in the books that I mentioned earlier. 

It has been suggested that in order to allow 
more experience of synchronicity in your 
life, you can just “sit back and wait” to see 
what happens in your life. Although some 
synchronous interactions will occur, the 
frequency of these will increase, bringing 
you most possibilities, if you make a distinct 
effort to “get out there” and explore places 
and situations that you would not ordinarily 
explore, and follow your inner impulses 
in those directions. In order to maximize 
your evolutionary process, you have to “be 
yourself” and live life, not hide inside and 
watch television, or become fixated on the 
trappings of “The Game”.  Have fun, and 
remember that nothing is “sacred” out there.

If you wish to explore a specific line of 
probable action, whether or not you “should 
do it” is often reflected around you in the 
actions and events that accompany your 
internal exploration of the external possibility. 
You probably already have experienced this.

There exist a number of interesting comments 
out there relative to the experience of 
synchronicity, which you may find of value:

Consciousness “overlays” the dynamic 

of “chance” with patterns that achieve 
synchronicity.

Synchronistic collaboration between 
individuals is not limited to space and time 
factors.

Synchronicity may be the result of 
“psychically conditioned” space and time.

Thinking about “the improbable” seems to 
open the door to “improbable” experience.

The very act of thought about synchronicity 
can function to induce more in your life - if you 
are paying attention.

Synchronicity often reflects an “uncanny 
parallel” between in internal state and and 
external occurrence, relative to two or more 
factors which appear meaningful to the 
individual.

Subjective experience determines our place 
in a universe of events.

Everything has the potential for meaning to 
someone.

Synchronicity is a large part of the 
infrastructure beneath the meaning of the 
event.

The content of an experience which 
involves synchronicity often has a symbolic 
component.



Synchronicity often involves the simultaneous 
occurrence of two or more highly improbable 
events that hold meaning.

Consciousness, particularly when focused 
heavily on some kind of task, can influence 
events - “chance” variables will often align to 
fulfill goals and intent.

The ultimate meaning of synchronicity is that 
we have responsibility for our lives.

Everything is, in fact, reflected in the dynamic 
of synchronicity. In fact, nothing really 
happens “by chance”.

Synchronicity seems to emerge as one of the 
organizing dynamics reflecting the nature of 
consciousness.

Synchronicity can appear in many modes. One 
of the most often observed modes involves 
numbers, or the presence of the same or 
related numbers in two or more acausally 
related events. Other modes can involve 
psychic ties through space and time between 
two or more individual incarnations, usually 
because the Higher Selves involved also 
have a relationship of some kind. There are a 
number of events in the books that describe 
experiences involving these, and other modes 
in which synchronicity manifests itself.

The term “synchronicity” is otherwise viewed 
as the term “coincidence” by those who do not 
find themselves perceptually within its flow. 
With the basic frequency of the environment 
of the universe increasing, the concept of 
synchronicity is very important, because the 
ongoing perception of it is a “marker” of the 

relationship between your consciousness 
and the subjective reality you perceive. As 
most of you have no doubt noticed, the rate 
and perception of synchronicity is increasing, 
as is the perception that the linear time flow 
is speeding up. Perhaps the best overall 
composite commentary on synchronicity that 
we have so-far seen is as follows:

“Synchronicity is the conscious perception in 
a physiological time track of the simultaneous 
manifestation of the multi-dimensional 
universe. It is the conscious recognition that all 
events, objects, relationships, points of view, 
perceptions and interactions are ONE thing 
viewed from different perspectives.” 

Keep a journal and explore - you will find 
that it adds an interesting dimension to your 
everyday experience. 

Here’s a quote from a recent New York Times 
article “The Odds of That”:

“Coincidence -- unexpected connections that 
are both riveting and rattling. Much religious 
faith is based on the idea that almost nothing 
is coincidence; science is an exercise in 
eliminating the taint of coincidence; police 
work is often a feint and parry between those 
trying to prove coincidence and those trying 
to prove complicity. Without coincidence, 
there would be few movies worth watching 
(‘’Of all the gin joints in all the towns in all 
the world, she walks into mine’’), and literary 
plots would come grinding to a disappointing 
halt. (What if Oedipus had not happened to 
marry his mother? If Javert had not happened 
to arrive in the town where Valjean was 
mayor?) The true meaning of the word is ‘’a 
surprising concurrence of events, perceived as 
meaningfully related, with no apparent causal 
connection.’’ In other words, pure happenstance. 
Yet by merely noticing a coincidence, we 
elevate it to something that transcends its 
definition as pure chance. We are discomforted 
by the idea of a random universe.”

Yes, we’re sure you are....





Twilight
3 am and the world’s ablaze

Electric colour through the urban haze
Shattering silence across the council maze
And illuminating the drizzle’s solitary gaze

Searing cold cutting straight to the core
Torrid dreams to make the spirit soar

Sketch a bold outline of archetypal bliss
Paradise warped by the serpent’s kiss

But just here to reflect the world as I see
Connect, project what it is to be free

Headlights penetrate to my sense of guilt
It’s intrinsic now, conditioned to the hilt

Born free – MAYBE – but instantly soaked
By the corporate joke of the media’s yoke

Identity found on a tumultuous quest
But even now poisoned by morality’s breast
Fuck it all though, the car’s passed through

Gotta finish this piece before the morning dew
Control to the winds, just letting it rip

Got the basics traced – here comes the trip
Pressure’s on as dawn cracks an eye

Switch left brain off and let the subconscious fly
The more you think the less you know

In this blessed of games just let yourself go
Talent is a tool of the creative spell

Source unknown beyond a universal well
But all this philosophy’s well and good 

Time’s ticking by from beyond this hood
Chose the colours of spray while on my way



Now surrendered to the moment and it’s pure affray
Licking up the walls with social panic

Can’t they see it’s all organic?
From African caves to radio waves

The chiefs may change but never the braves
The world in paint both sinner and saint 

Malevolent beauty without restraint
Yellow and black not smack and crack
Half my crew took the opposite track
But here I am with my nuts froze off

Neither jibbing like fuck or my nose in the trough
Expression is the key to an unashamed me

Unfulfilled ideas are life’s debris
So when I’m gone in 5 or 10

Smoking a spliff and feeling zen
The world will awake to my own minds eye

Tempt them away from the televisual lie
And during their commute on a fresh painted route
Will they search their own or stay willingly mute

There really aint much that I can achieve 
Beyond throwing it up and hope they perceive

But I learnt long ago from a wise old man
Changing yourself is the only plan

So I broke the choke – my artwork spoke
So I’m  chuffed as fuck – now Giz a toke
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Farley Jackmaster Funk is a living legend, 
a man who kept pushing the boundaries of 
the musical experience and the dancefloor. 
Originator, innovator, ambassador, he is 
at the core of the house revoloution and a 
spellbinding influence on other giants of 
the movement. The man who played such a 
seminal role in the whole concept of house, 
the man who broke the UK and opened us 
up to the whole journey  took us on a ride 
through his memories and insights. 

What was the vibe like in the Hot Mix 5 and 
how did the Hot Mix 5 set the flavor for mid 
80’s Chicago

Incredible. It was actually pretty hard to take 
in, because you didn’t even realize that you 
were creating a whole new genre of music 
and every day was like Christmas.  The Hot 
Mix 5 set the whole tone for everything that 
happened after us in house music because 

it was radio, and whatever it was that we did 
individually in clubs paled next to what we 
were doing with the radio. I mean we had 
over 3 million listeners every Friday and 
every Saturday and as far as the music went, 
we didn’t really have to break house per se 
as if there was nothing comparable before, 
because disco was there and house is an 
extension of disco, only electronic. For me 
the beats were the same and it was almost 
like making electro house in that the house 
was already there and it was about taking it 
electronic. But suddenly it had a name and 
that made it easier to break it as a new style. 

The King of House Music

Farley 
Jackmaster Funk



And I tell you what, we used to play a lot of 
Euro stuff and what was coming out of Europe 
really didn’t get enough credit because some 
of the music that they were making in the early 
80’s was around before we started our style 
back in Chicago. The same goes for Prelude 
Records too who were honing their own 
electronic sound at the beginning of the 80’s, 
and those guys really didn’t get categorized 
or credited into the genre until later when 
people actually started looking back and 
naming those records house once house had 
really come into its own.

How big a part did gospel play in the soul 
of early house?

Well for one thing, a lot of the singers actually 
came from church, as they did in disco and 
almost every other musical style, because 
people who went to church had grown up 
learning and honing these amazing vocal 
skills. The dances too were very reminiscent 
of being back in church – we used the 2 step 
and clapped our hands on the dancefloor in 
the same way that we used to in church. Think 
about it – house – God’s house – there was 
a whole lot of stuff that we didn’t really click 

when we were naming things, because we 
were just coming up with them out of nowhere, 
that so many of them were actually parodies 
of our experiences in church. Think about a 
pastor who preaches to a congregation – a 
DJ was basically preaching musically to a 
club congregation, and even the mirrorball 
hanging from the ceiling was an almost 
identical symbol to a cross hanging in the 
middle of church

How did Aw Shucks go down in the clubs 
when it first came out?

Aw Shucks went down beautifully because I 
had ripped the bassline from a song called 
Beat the Street by Sharon Reed, so the 
foundation of the song as already familiar to 
people and the Aw Shucks of course came 
from Let No Man Put Asunder. I just took two 
ideas and put them together, because don’t 
forget, I wasn’t a musician in the early 80’s 
so what I would do was to basically remix or 
reshape other people’s music, set it to the 
house beat and name it house music! Even 
the record label I had at that time was called 
House Records, and everything I was doing 
was coined or branded house to really identify 



it and help push the genre 

That’s basically where Love Can’t Turn 
Around Came from too, taking the deep 
soul vocals of Issac Hayes and working it 
into a house groove.

Exactly. That was an original composition but 
in the same way that rappers used to take 
James Brown’s beats and then rap over them 
and in fact what the whole essence of dance 
music was all about – ripping old records, 
updating them, giving them a new beat and 
then coining a term for the style like ‘house’. 
In the early 80’s, a lot of the Brit stuff that came 
out was generated in the same way, that’s what 
‘mash ups’ were. They would take accapellas, 
because the kind of singers they were looking 
to use weren’t really around in Britain – it 
was much more of an American sound, but 
they would then lay other music under the 
accapellas and create mash ups.

Love Cant turn Around was huge in the UK. 
Was the UK even on your radar before that 
track  had such soaring success?

All I knew was ‘London Bridge is falling 
down, falling down, My Fair Lady’ (note from 
editor – that was the Jackmaster on vocals down 
the phone!) before Love Can’t Turn Around 
happened. I was blessed to make that record, 
blessed to meet people that I would never 

have thought of meeting and all through the 
music of the music. That was a total thrill 
because it was a whole other world for me and 
everyone else who had the chance to come 
to England and a really special opportunity 
for us to get together and learn about each 
other’s culture. And all through the music. I tell 
you – still to this day it is awesome.
At that time, I was big in England and even 
more famous in Chicago, and it was an 
amazing experience to be bi coastal in the 
States, international, and just travelling all 
over the place with this new idea, this new 
style that I was basically representing and 
promoting. Pretty hard to take it all in actually. 
So I’m arriving in London and the first thing 
I want to see for real is the black taxi after 
watching The Saint and Simon Templar back 
home. Being a boy, cars were my thing and I 
was fascinated by the different vehicles, even 
down to you guys driving on the opposite 
side of the road. That was the kind of thing 
that drove us, going back to Chicago and 
telling these stories and seeing everyone sat 
there going ‘Get outta here man – you’re full 
of it’ And then next thing you know, they’re 
making records too, and they’re getting their 
own chance to go over there and then come 
back and spread the word even further. I think 
house music did wonders for the sightseeing 
business because you had all these guys 
heading over from Chicago, just so excited to 



be sat on a plane off to see a different country 
and experience another culture.

In England, the whole house explosion 
broke out of the clubs and became about 
freedom for a generation. Were you 
switched on to that at the time too?

You know, in the beginning, I really didn’t have 
a clue. I had no idea just what the music had 
done there, how far it had gone and how it had 
opened up new doors. Because it truly was 
a freedom thing and looking at all these big 
events all over the country that became known 
as raves, I felt that finally my eyes had opened 
and I was watching this amazing situation take 
form. Remember, in America, yes it was big, 
but for it to become a whole culture – no-one 
could have guessed. It was just so inspiring 
– an incredible sight and scene to see 
something that had been impregnated here 
go on to be so huge in another country with 
this whole tribe of kids falling in love with the 
music and living it.
And Kudos to the DJ’s that took chances to 
play this new music, because they embraced 
it and it had to come from them first. People 
could get ostracized for playing a whole new 
style – guys coming up to them and saying 
‘Hey man what are you doing?? Why the hell 
are you playing this? And of course they’d turn 
around and say ‘You don’t understand – this 
has a groove’ And it was a sight to see – these 
guys risking losing their whole dancefloor just 
to push a new style that they had really started 

to believe in. Respect.

Jackmaster – tell us a bit about Jackin…

Well jackin was the term for dancing. Cars 
were a big thing and it came from jacking 
up a car and then suddenly, jack it up went 
from being about your car to jacking it on 
the dancefloor., the idea being that you went 
from being flat to jacking it up, pumping it up, 
putting another wheel on and then you were 
ready to roll.  As I said, we were just finding a 
whole new vocabulary for everything going 
on around us, and the first person I ever heard 
say it was Wayne Williams – Dr Derelict. And 
then I started saying it and then using it on 
everything – even down to remixes I was 
asked to, just slip in a ‘Jack’ somewhere and on 
maybe 15 records in the early 80’s you’ll hear 
that and everyone knew it was me, kind of like 
stamping my style on the remix.

No Vocals Necessary was a different sound 
from your more soulful stuff, where did the 
concept come from

Well I connected with the 303, because I was 
looking to make some instrumental music with 
some quirky sounds that would be different 
to my typical instrumental stuff as No Vocals 
Necessary was with one side acid and the 
other side old school instrumental house. In 
hindsight, I probably wouldn’t have made a 
whole album instrumental because I really 
didn’t want to start pushing a style that people 
would just accept as instrumental, because 
I’m a soulful vocally kind of guy. But what I 
did see was the need for the music to breathe 
again because we were making so many vocal 
songs – literally every record coming out had 
at least a word in it. It was like people were not 



able to express themselves because the song 
was already leading them, by being lyrical 
or even containing a word say telling them to 
jack or to do whatever. No Vocals necessary 
became imaginative music  that when people 
got on the dancefloor, whether they knew it or 
not, they had their own words in their minds, 
and it gives them the chance to add their own 
element to it when they’re dancing. It allowed 
people to really get into the rhythms and into 
the soul of the music itself rather than the soul 
of the vocals.

How ugly did the business end of house 
music get and did it undermine the 
righteousness of the music

You could never lose the integrity of the 
music. Even when times got a little shady on 
my end, got a little shady on other people’s 
end, the integrity of the music was still there. 
No-one really knew about the problems in 
house music overseas when they got a great 
new record that they really wanted to party to. 
So the business side never actually harmed 
the perception of house because at the end 
of the day, all people really wanted was good 
music.
Do you feel that dance music has 

splintered into narrow genres in a way that 
betrays its original spirit?

In a sense, yes, but then we have to give room 
for that. It’s like myself , I have to remember 
that when I made my first beats, it was crazy 
to people who would come in and listen to it 
and see it all as a bunch of noise. But then with 
funk there and with disco there, as more and 
more house records were made and the scene 
began to take off, house just took over the 
other music in our record boxes and kind of 
elbowed those styles off the club dancefloors. 
House music was it’s own phenomenon and 
there was no room for other styles because 
every DJ was out there making his own 
tracks and trying to get it on. I also see how 
just as disco morphed into house, all these 
other styles morphed out of house and into 
something else. Now I may not like a lot of 
the other genres that were created, but I have 
to repect them because my style happened 
in exactly the same way. Look at the roots 
of techno, Kevin Saunderson and Inner City 
and the guys from Detroit, that all started as 
pure house, until the media guys got hold 
hold of it and renamed it in the same way 
jungle was renamed drum n bass. All of these 
different styles that grew out of house slowly 



took on their own identity and became their 
owngenre.

Where are you at now musically?

I’ve been doing a lot of gospel house, and at 
the moment, I’m working on 3 albums, one of 
which is called the Return to Funky House, but 
the other 2 are ultra hush hush because they 
contain some serious elements that I’m about 
to drop in the next month.

You are a pure original – how does it feel 
decades down the line?

It’s weird. Right before my eyes, I’ve seen 
decades go by and to have been a part of 
those decades, to see grey hairs popping 
up on my chin and to see this baby that I 
started at, aging… It’s amazing to think that 
we’re going on nearly 30 years in house, 
and I thank God that he has let me see these 
days. And everyone played a role – from my 
agent Katherine Mackenzie to Milton Green 
to – I can’t even name the number of people 
who helped me and my music on the way…

Because I didn’t get there on my own. All 
these people who I met through the music, 
who enjoyed the music, who actually became 
friends, not fans. There’s Marshall Jefferson, 
Jesse Saunders, all these people who made 
house what it is, the list just goes on and on. 
House is so huge, means so much to so many 
that no one person can claim credit for it. 
Even an agent making a phonecall to book 
a gig – without that no-one would ever have 
seen who Farley Jackmaster Funk was. Pete 
Tong…he should be Sir Pete Tong, that guy 
was blessed with the vision to sign Love Don’t 
Turn Around and so many incredible house 
tracks to his label London Records. Someone 
once put a picture of a machine on the cover 
of a magazine – the House music machine and 
when you look at all the different people who 
made up the parts of that machine on so many 
different levels and kept it turning. Even you 
here now, doing this interview, this is amazing 
– perpetuating the machine of house music 
and driving it on into a new day, filling up the 
tank with gas, jacking it up and doing your bit 
to help it roll. One Love

www.myspace.com/farleyjackmasterfunkcom



Cartrain vs Hirst
The internet has brought a great deal of 
change to varied industries though in 
particular music, photography, video, film and 
software distribution. The close proximity of 
billions of readily downloadable  files has 
created a world of illegal pirates. Sounds 
kinda scary hearing the word pirates 
considering most people downloading have 
no criminal records whatsoever. Maybe 
one day in the future these pirates will be 
regarded in romantic terms as were the 
original pirates of the high-seas then called 
the British Government. Right now though its 
the art being rocked by creatives keen to push 
those boundaries that little further. These days 
pirates face multimillion pound corporations 
who in truth earn their vast profits from 
pirating. 

In the United Kingdom seventeen year old 
proactive artist Cartrain is facing the might 
of a corporation of the different kind, animal 
lover and multimillionaire artist Damien Hirst. 
Even when writing his name we’re trembling 
to the core we don’t offend the self proclaimed 
son of satan. How did a young lad come to 
the attention of glamour boy Hirst? It began 
earlier this year with a ten million pound 
diamond encrusted skull produced the mighty 
Hirst. Cartrain produced his own signature 
style pieces ‘For the Love of Gods’ selling 
them for next to nothing online. Hirst targeted 

the young artist using Design and Artists 
Copyright Society (DACS) for breech of 
copyright. Cartrain’s renditions were handed 
over to DACS with a sincere apology and the 
forwarded to Hirst who also insisted he paid 
back the £200 profit from the pieces already 
sold. The dust settled and though battle worn 
the youngster got on with what he does best.   

When the Hirst circus rolled into the Tate 
Britain, Cartrain like thousands of other 
art enthusiasts, went to see the spectacle.  
The hot-wiring of street / graff artists keep 
them thinking on their feet. Artists are in 
love with museums or galleries of all kinds 
as it presents an array of opportunities for 
guerilla art campaigns. Cartrain still obviously 
feeling slightly pissed that such a force in 
the art world would take his work. Spotting a 





unique opportunity created by an apparent 
lack of security at Tate Britian, allowing 
the artist to remove part of an installation 
entitled Pharmacy  before viewing the other 
exhibits and making a sharp exit. He didn’t 
for a minute think he would get away with it 
but he did. Hours later spoof police posters 
appeared around the Tate asking members 
of the public for help in tracking down the 
rare pack of Faber Castell Mogol ?? 482 
pencils. The telephone number given for 
informers to call is actually registered to one 
of Hirst’s offices. Though none were available 
for comments Cartrain earlier told the 
Independent Newspaper 
‘ i went to Tate Britain  and by chance had 
a golden opportunity to borrow a packet of 
pencils the the Pharmacy exhibit’ 

Offical Cartrain sources say the entire affair 
was handled with humor and not malicious 
as is being suggested by millionaire Hirst. 
Cartrain had made demands though some say 
a ransom note on the conditions in which he’s 
prepared to return said box of pencils valued 
as part of the entire installation at £500,000. 

Cartrain Statement

For the safe return of Damien Hirst’s 
pencils I would like my artworks back that 
DACS and Hirst took off me in November. 

It’s not a large demand. He can have his 
pencils back when I get my artworks back. 
DACS are now not taking any notice of my 
emails and I have asked nicely more than 
five times to try and resolve this matter. 
Hirst has until the end of this month to 
resolve this or on 31st of July the pencils 
will be sharpened. He has been warned.

Cartrain was shocked on hearing the news 
that Scotland Yard’s Art Mob had come looking 
for him.

“A few weeks later I went out and I returned 
home to find out the art and antiques squad 
from New Scotland Yard had called round with 
a warrant for my arrest.”

Cartrain was arrested on Friday the 17th July 
2009. The same day the story was printed in 
the Independent newspaper. He was arrested 
and put on on bail until September the 11th 
2009.

Charges...  10,000,000 pounds worth of 
damages (yes that’s 10 million). 500,000 
pounds worth of theft.

Bail conditions... Cartrain is not allowed to 
post anything on the Internet. Cartrain is not 
allowed in any public building that displays 
art. Cartrain is not allowed in any public or 
private building displaying Damien Hirst’s 
artworks.

Cartrain’s father was also arrested on 
suspicion of harboring said pencils. Support 
for Cartrain is coming from street / graf artists 
/ art lovers around the world appalled at 
Hirst’s behaviour. Artists in several countries 
promised to take direct art action at any venue 
displaying Hirst works if Cartrain is charged. 





‘We will ensure no gallery displays that 
mans art because we will stencil every 
window in the place. We don’t care much for 
old buildings, we will do this, we promise.’ 
Anonymous Artist 

Art provocateurs Red Rag to a Bull are 
currently building the frontline of what’s 
currently the biggest art debate in recent 
history. They claim the now returned pencils 
are FAKE and Cartrain is completely innocent 
of the theft. 

THE GREAT PENCIL CASE

CARTRAIN STEALS BOX OF PENCILS FROM 
DAMIEN HIRST EXHIBIT.... BUT IS IT THE 
TRUTH? 

According to a report in the Independent 
newspaper, Cartrain has been arrested 
and released on bail for the theft of a box 
of Mongol 482 pencils from a Damien Hirst 
exhibit at Tate Britain. The £500,000.00 
pencils, they claim, have all been returned 
undamaged.

FAKE!!

We however, have reason to believe that the 
returned pencils are fake.

This morning (Monday 7th September 

2009), a large pile of excellently executed 
pencil drawings were found dumped on the 
doorsteps of Red Rag to a Bull’s central office. 
An annonymous ransom note accompanied 
the drawings stating that they were all made 
using one of the pencils from the Damien Hirst 
exhibit and that Cartrain is in fact innocent. 
It went on to say that we could have the rest 
of the pencils if we promise to make good 
creative use of them and to await further 
instructions. We are now waiting for further 
instructions.

We contacted the philanthropists and they sent 
this statement...

The Red Rag to a Bull website was created 
in response to a news story about the DACS 
seizing Cartrains artwork and £200 on 
behalf of Damien Hirst, and the STREET 
URCHINS ART APPEAL created a platform 
for a response through which our disgust 
could be presented in a confrontational, 
creative and disarmingly entertaining way. 

Initially there were only going to be two 
artworks made. An exact replica of the 
image of For the Love of God (the bling 
skull) and an exact copy of Cartrain’s 
copyright infringing collage. This quickly 
led to further variations though and then 
Billy Childish and Jamie Reid wanted to 
get in on the action that me & Jimmy had 
started which led to more ideas and more 
images.

After that we thought we might as well 





invite the general public to infringe on Mr Hirsts 
intellectual property, and before we knew it we were 
being bombarded with a vast array of work that we 
posted up on the on-line gallery.

We always knew that it would be difficult for Damien 
Hirst (or his people) to challenge our blatant 
disregard for his alleged property, but whenever 
we pose such challenges there is always the hope 
that we’ll get some rise out of our victims. We were 
however met with complete silence despite even 
offering the prints for sale through his shop Other 
Criterea.

With the recent turn of events we have started 
a new campaign called the ART FROM ART 
ALTERCREATIVE THEFT AND REALITY 
ADJUSTMENT PROGRAMME.

We don’t want to get bogged down with dull reality 
so have invented our own version of  events, which 
now means that we have the pencils that Cartrain 
‘borrowed’ from Hirst’s exhibit. We also question what this means, morally, financially, 
legally and artistically.

Drawings are now being made using Hirst’s pencils by renowned artists and the results 
will be sold to finance a special drawing prize that we will launch in the near future.

This will be known as the INTERNATIONAL GOOD FROM BAD PENCIL DRAWING 
PRIZE and the first prize is £1313.13 for the best pencil drawing in the world.

The end.

http://www.redragtoabull.com/
http://www.100artworks.com/catalog/Cartrain%20

Tate%20Mailout%20New.html



BACK TO THE 
FUTURE

Steve closed his eyes, inhaled deeply, settled 
himself into a state of meditative higher 
consciousness and astrally projected straight 
into the bedroom wall.

‘Bollocks’ he sighed ‘Sylvan Muldoon is a 
complete cunt’

The year was 2088 – known as the Summer 
of Restrained Contentment. The music scene 
was alive and kicking in bedrooms across 
the world and had become an international 
phenomenon in a way that the laughably 
day-glo 20th century could never even have 
imagined. Come Saturday night, millions upon 
millions of dedicated ravers would steam 
home from work, breathless with excitement, 
lock their bedroom doors and not re-emerge 
for 48 hours. Aural transmission units had 
been phased out in the late 70’s under a 
wave of the newest, most cutting edge sonic 
technology – binary bass sensors – with mid-
top optional if you signed up for a 2 year 
contract. Actually hearing music and dancing 
to it had gone the same arcane way as digital 
hardware, a refugee from the days of Bach or 
Frankie Knuckles. 

All it took was the entertainment chip 
embedded in the frontal cortex, the online 
handset turned to clubbing, and after a few 
adverts targeted at your current thought 
processes, you were away and dancing. Well 
virtually anyway. The music sensors had a 
dance function that would whisk you straight 
into a state of trancelike euphoria, triggering 
your sweat glands, releasing lactic acid into 
the muscles, and leaving you in the ‘absolutely 
shattered and on a bitch of a comedown’ add 
on come Monday morning. Everyone always 
had a good giggle at their comedown on the 
high speed pod commute before erasing it 
and passing the scanners at work. Very retro 
moment the comedown – a very popular 
application. A vast array of drugs were shared 
on Casebook and LieSpace – again nothing 
physical of course, just the genius of electrical 

impulses straight to the brain stem. LSD was 
the perennial favourite, teaching you how to 
be a responsible citizen in OH such a wacky, 
far out way.

Steve nursed his bruised astral soul and 
turned back to the pile of silicon and circuitry 
that had consumed him for the past 13 years. 
Ever since he had been swept into the world 
of multimedia sensory entertainment reality 
in his early teens and gorged himself on the 
synthetic  serotonin triggers, he had never 
been able to escape the nagging sensation 
that all was not entirely right. He had tried a 
long stream of alternatives over the years, the 
astral plane being merely the latest doomed 
foray into the metaphysical while tinkering 
frustratingly away at a system crack for the 
entertainment mainframe. Everyone else just 
thought he was insane – why bother cracking 
a system that gave such intense pleasure and 
could be tailored to one’s every whim. Any 
impulse could be fulfilled, any wish granted, 
any sensation amplified, every dream realised. 
What kind of total nutter would want to fuck 
with that? 

But there was something wrong – he just had 
to get in and survey the cyber landscape 
that lay behind this virtual paradise. No one 
was out to stop him, the apocalyptic sci-
fi predictions of legions of omnibot secret 



police patrolling these systems had never 
materialized into reality seeing as revolt 
and revolution had evaporated with such 
sophisticated pleasure delivery systems. Was 
it not in fact pure and flighty freedom to have 
desire morphed into truth at the flick of a 
switch? Maybe..... Steve was about to find out.
That night he hardwired his cracking device 
into his brain and with his heart in his mouth, 
activated the unit. This had become a nightly 
ritual after a day of technical adjustments. His 
latest inspiration was to channel endogenous 
DMT through the system and use the unlocked 
natural tryptamines of the brain to flood the 
system channels and open up an organic 
algorithm through the chip and into the neural 
net.  And as time and space shattered into 
infinite dimensionality around him he was 
sucked through the portal and into a tunnel of 
pure energy. FUCKKK – He was in. 

It took him a while (how long he couldn’t say – 
he had left time behind in the physical world) 
to adjust his sight to his surroundings. It wasn’t 
his eyes that he was using all of a sudden, 
but a much deeper and wholly inexplicable 
source of vision. He floated past the Orgasm 
on Tap function, through the Ego Massage 
department, across the Fifteen Minutes of 
Fame emporium, danced the surface of 
Being the Life and Soul of the Party and 
settled above the Dance Music and Online 
Psychotropic s matrix. All the formulae, codes, 
programs and molecular structures were there 
and Steve set his trained eye to scan their 
myriad complexities

He felt a wave of exhilaration and dismay as 
he mentally imbibed the chemical structure 
of online LSD. VINDIFUCKINGCATION. There 
was the original formula of LSD 25 with 

the Sandoz digital patent still attached and 
surrounding it were the alternative formulae 
developed over the years. He translated the 
codes and realized that he was looking at an 
incredibly sophisticated piece of biochemical 
engineering. The original molecular structure 
had been completely altered. All visuals, 
colours, thought processes, epiphanies, 
moments of pure connection and clarity had 
been diverted through one master coil of 
genetic code. Every trace of spirituality and 
the questioning gene inherent in the original 
molecule had been systematically removed 
leaving the medium of colour, image and 
subconscious thought projecting a wholly 
new experience. Civic pride, obedience, 
conformity were now the controlling elements 
of LSD but on a level buried so deep under the 
conscious knowledge of the drug that no-one 
could ever be cognizant of the level to which it 
was leading the spirit. Yet all the superficially 
indulgent elements of the experience had 
been left in place and with the potential for 
a bad trip deleted alongside the elements 
of self questioning, it seemed little wonder 
that this hybrid form of LSD was so popular 
amongst the clubbing masses. 

Steve sliced further through the vacuum of 
time and space to the music banks. And an 
even bigger shock awaited him. There you 
had house music, hip-hop, soul, funk, but all 
laid out in computer code. There had always 
been an element of pattern to all rhythm 
based music but what he was reading in the 
tertiary sub structure of the code was mind 
blowing.’ It’s Beats Jim, but not as we know 
it’. Unbelievably, the beats, the bass, the 
instruments, the vocals were all there. 



BUT THE SOUL HAD BEEN CHEMICALLY 
REMOVED.

 So you had all the energy of dance music, 
all it’s hedonistic components, but no soul, 
no transcendental fusion that had been it’s 
original elemental pillar. Horrified though 
Steve was, he couldn’t help a brief flash of 
humble admiration for the minds that had 
managed not to define soul, for that would 
always be indefinable, but to surgically 
exclude it.

He looked into the testing files for the soul 
removal process and found the original tunes 
experimented on that had an apparently 
lethal dose of soul. ‘Someday’ Ce Ce Rogers, 
‘Tears’, Frankie Knuckles  ‘Let me Love you 
for Tonight’ Kariya ‘It’s Alright’ ‘Sterling Void, 
‘Let the Music Use You’ The Nightwriters, 
‘The Promised Land’ Joe Smooth, ‘Where 
Love Lives’ Alison Limerick  and hundreds 
if not thousands of others. The file had a red 
digital tag marked ‘Hazardous Materials – 
Revolution’. Image files showed warehouses 
full of people in bizarre attire wearing 
luminous shades indoors and yellow smiley 
faces that he knew intimately from the 
advertising campaigns of ‘HerrFlick Orgasm 
Shampoo – ‘Because you’re really worth it 
now’ . And there and then he had a flash of 
unshackled, unrestrained human genius. He 
knew what to do.

He siphoned a drop of his endogenous 
DMT and did a little chemical engineering 
of his own. He programmed a code with a 

warehouse address near his physical home 
and added in a magnetism formula and a 
date and time – next Saturday at midnight. 
Measuring the quantity of the organic 
tryptamine, he embedded his homemade 
virus into the Rave mainframe taking special 
care to calibrate the quantities so that only 
those people with an already elevated level  
of naturally produced DMT would be able to 
access the file – the almost free thinking ones 
and legged it back to his bedroom. He had 
work to do.

He set to work immediately on a jammer 
for the entertainment chip, had it up and 
running by Tuesday and began decorating 
the warehouse with actual physical things like 
lasers and strobes. Buying an enormous sound 
system from the Charity Shop of Obsolete 
Technology he installed it at one end of the 
warehouse and began to hang painted images 
all over the walls just like he had seen in the 
Hazardous picture files. By Saturday afternoon 
he was ready……..

As dusk floated into twilight a steady stream 
of people started to congregate around the 
warehouse. They had no real idea what they 
were doing there or why they felt drawn so 
magnetically to this time and place when they 
could be alone in their bedroom surfing the 
virtual world of hi-NRG clubbing like anyone 
else on a Saturday night. But Steve had built 
it and they had come. The warehouse was 
silent for the moment – the sound system lying 



dormant and Steve was on the door welcoming people and inviting them to pass through the 
crack in the sliding door. He had strategically placed his Entertainmentnet jammer above the 
entrance, encasing the building in a protective field, and as people entered they experienced a 
sudden shock of sensory silence and then a gentle wave of clarity.

His long suffering yet ever knowing girlfriend Sasha was awaiting them just beyond the 
jamming arc with physical reprints of the original Hofmann formula for LSD 25 and the 
original Shulgin synthesis of MDMA. Each startled and freshly perceptive visitor swallowed 
them without question and when the warehouse reached capacity, everyone had come up on 
their LSD/MDMA cocktail, and all external signals had been fully blocked, the sound system 
crackled into heaving life with the opening beats of The Promised Land. The 5 thousand or so 
newly liberated spirits went absolutely fucking mad. What was happening……..’Brothers…..
Sisters…….. – FUCKING HELL, what was this – they had never felt a true bass, experienced 
a wave of soul washing across their spirit and accessing the firewalled archives of tribal 
humanity…. And what were they feeling – intensely warm rushes of unconditional, unselfish 
glorious love for their fellow man… Freedom of thought and questions about the fabric of 
reality and the structure of society ricocheted in electric rhythm across a hitherto hidden 
higher consciousness….. 

WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON…
IT’S……MAGICAL…

ENCHANTING…
SPELLBINDING….

TRANCENFUCKINGDENTAL

Steve cracked a smile and put the needle on the record
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Wayne   
Anthony

Myself and Wayne sat and had a chat about 
the rights and wrongs of us interviewing 
each other, and he initially was hesitant to 
do the interview as this magazine is simply 
not about personal platforms. I convinced 
him otherwise, as there is no denying his key 
role in the Acid House explosion, his seminal 
book Class of 88, his love for the movement 
and his eloquence in giving insight. Bottom 
line - ya got 24 carat resources - ya fucking 
use em....  

What led you to Acid House

It was purely by chance. I was in Tenerife 
back in ’87 which wasn’t quite as good as 
Ibiza, which even back then seemed to have 
a very international flavor as opposed to 
Tenerife’s very English atmosphere, but it did 
have a really bubbling scene. This girl that 
I had met seemed to really want to show us 
what was happening back in London, as she 
could see how disillusioned we were with 
current scenes, and a few weeks after we 
left the island, she arrived in London for one 
night  after having spent a few post Tenerife 
weeks in Ibiza. She rang us and said ‘Look – 
meet me in Charing Cross – I’m going to take 
you to this club’. And that club was Future 
which was more or less the first Acid House/ 
Balearic club in London. So Keith Brooks (who 
ended up becoming my partner in Genesis) 
and I turned up in Armani and Gaultier suits, 
which was how we used to dress at the time – I 
mean I’d just come out of managing a chart 
topping pop act, so that was our profile. They 
took one look at us and were going to turn us 
away, and if we hadn’t been with her we would 
NEVER have got in, quite simply because the 
suits were an indication that we weren’t part 
of the scene. And that night was my very first 
introduction to it all.

How did you get into the organisation side
 
Well after Future came Spectrum, and most 
of the warehouse party promoters, most of 
the DJ’s  and the club promoters  of today and 
of the period all went to those first clubs. I 
was going to Spectrum every Monday night 
- it was called the Theatre of Madness , and 
it really was, and it was there that I met my 
future business partner in Genesis, Andrew, 
the Urban Smuggler. At that point, I was going 
out on my own like a lot of other people who 
were going out alone for the first time in their 
lives, I mean you always at least had ONE 
friend with you before those times, but the 
Acid House atmosphere and the nature of 
the people who were attending these events 
was so warm that you knew that even in the 
queue you’d meet people and by the time you 



actually got inside, you already knew a load 
of people who were so warm and open that 
it was no bother at all being on your own. So 
I met Andrew, we’re chatting one night, and 
he asks me if I’ve ever thought about doing 
warehouse parties. I was like ‘er NO’, but I 
remember one thing he said that even 20 
years later we still laugh about,’ There’s a LOT 
of money in it!’ So I’m thinking Right, OK, but I 
haven’t got a clue what to do. Now Andrew had 
a sound system which straight away put him 
in an advantageous position, because it was 
Andrew and Carl Cox who had the very first 
sound systems rented to people doing Acid 
House parties outside of the nightclubs. So 
it was really Andrew and Coxy who were the 
main boys doing the sound for all the events 
beyond the clubs which in the pre warehouse 
days were often in rented halls or whatever. 
In 88, the biggest party was Apocalypse 
Now, and Andrew was working the event, 
and when I went to the night, it was in this 

massive warehouse in Hackney. Capacity 
was about 10,000 people and while it was by 
no means full, that party was the first time I 
realized that this was what I wanted to do be 
doing. And I wanted it to be like that, where 
I could see everybody, and everyone could 
see one another rather than be locked away 
in their own little atmospheres. And that was 
really important because this was something 
new and I truly wanted to experience it in a 
wholly different way to everything that had 
gone before. I’d been part of the whole Punk 
wave, the Soul Boy wave and the Casual Boy 
wave, all these different waves of mini social 
cultures, but once I got to the pinnacle of Acid 
House, it was so different to everything that 
had gone before that I didn’t WANT to be 
locked away in a corner with 50 or 100 people 
– even 500 people, but to be in a big room 
with THOUSANDS of people. And so that night 
was my first real eye opening session where I 
said to myself ‘This is IT…I want this’. I turned 



to Andrew and just said ‘YEAH – I want in…
what do we have to do’.

You say Acid House was different to all 
these other scenes. How…Why was it 
different.

Acid House had a real emotional content to 
it. All of the scenes that had gone before, 
had all of the other attributes of any budding 
social culture, but they simply didn’t have 
the emotion. You had the music, you had the 
fashion, and you had the attitude, but because 
we were all so closed within ourselves – 
seemingly extrovert but really emotionally 
introverted, it did mean that we remained 
closed away in our different individual groups. 
With the punk thing – yeah – we were all 
rebels, did the pogo, spat in our girlfriends 
mouth, stuck safety pins in your ears and 
waved 2 fingers at authority, but you didn’t 
really do much about it. You may have had a 
few parties and ended up on the Kings Road 
or at The Last Resort which was a famous 
skinhead shop in Brick Lane, but while you 
felt an emotional connection to the music 
and to the people singing it, you never felt an 
emotional connection to the person who was 
dancing beside you. And it was that aspect 
that continued through all of these other 
scenes. In the Jazz Funk period, everyone 
was going to clubs like Lyceum which was 
the biggest venue at the time, where you 
used to have Capital Radio ( a station back 

then which I have no idea if it’s still about) 
doing nights with the DJ Greg Edwards and 
Froggy and Steve Walsh. Now these guys were 
the superstar DJ’s of the time, and Froggy in 
particular had a massive sound system and 
was, I would say, the Paul Oakenfold of the 
time, but you know, we’d be in Lyceum which 
could hold thousands of people, but whenever 
the DJ dedicated music, it would be to one 
of the four cardinal points of London. ‘This 
one goes out to South London’, and the South 
London lot would go crazy……but then…..
afterwards…..we’d all have a massive fight! 
So again, there was no unity or emotional 
connection there either, even though tracks 
like the Fatback Band, I Found Loving were 
uplifting happy music and would have a crowd 
of 2000 singing along, everyone was unified 
towards the DJ rather than each other. Even at 
Tony Blackburn’s events who we all initially 
thought was this naff throwback to the 60’s 
(but boy he knows his black music) it was still 
quite divided. So the real thing that set Acid 
House apart was that while we had all the 
fundamental elements of any past sub culture, 
we were allowed to release our egos. It may 
have taken MDMA – a tablet, a drug – to do 



that, but don’t forget that every other scene 
had its drugs too, not least in the 60’s where 
everyone was doing pills like there was a 
world shortage.

Speaking of MDMA, what do you say to 
those commentators who have downplayed 
the significance of Acid House by 
suggesting it was all a drug illusion

The people who say things like that weren’t 
there and are looking back with analytical 
minds on something that defies analysis. It 
was very random and deeply spontaneous, 
and if you weren’t there, you can only surmise. 
In the last 10 years, several books have been 
published about the period, and certain 
people have made certain comments saying 
that it wasn’t real and saying that MDMA was 
just a drug and that nothing concrete ever 
came out of it. All I can say is that I’m sad that 
you had that experience, because everybody 
I know that lived Acid House for those 3 years 
experienced something VERY real. I met 
most of the best friends I have today during 
that era, and I have to say that for men, it 

did so much by allowing us to free up our 
emotions to the point that you could tell your 
friend that you loved them. Don’t forget, that 
emotionally, we were far more fucked up than 
women, having been taught from an early age 
to hide our feelings, not to cry, never to show 
any feminine qualities and so on. But MDMA 
annihilated all of that kind of thinking, and by 
doing so, it allowed us to look within ourselves 
with an openness that we had never been 
able to access before. Suddenly we felt the 
confidence to be able to communicate with 
people around us that we didn’t know and for 
that moment, in the heart of that experience, it 
was definitely real. 

Did that dissolving of ego influence the 
other aspects of your life and the lives of 
the people around you 

This is the thing. We discovered ourselves on 
nightclub dancefloors or in dirty warehouses 
with this MDMA tablet, but it resonated on 
so many levels within our lives. I wasn’t just 
expressing emotion on a Saturday night, 
but on every single other day of the week. 
At that time it was largely geared toward 
the people within the scene which felt like 
a pure click. Now there wasn’t any elitism – 
anyone and everyone was invited, but in all 
honesty I would say that most of our emotion 
was expressed from within that circle. It did 
resonate in our daily interactions with the 
outside world, but the people who were shown 
the real love, were people actually at those 
events and within that circle. But that was for 
that few years, and afterwards it obviously 
grew and expanded into all areas of my life.



What was the significance of the scene 
breaking out of the clubs and moving into 
the warehouses

The fact is that it was growing at such a rapid 
pace that the nightclubs were too small to 
contain the sheer numbers. The experience 
was changing too, because, having done 
the nightclub thing all of our lives, we were 
now looking for something different. And 
warehouses took it to a whole new level, 
because for starters, we were now able to 
stay out all night. At the time, the latest any 
club shut was 3:30, and you had nowhere 
else to go other than go home or go round a 
friend’s house and the restrictions on noise 
in the home were seriously tight, so you 
couldn’t just come home and start playing 
your music at 5 in the morning or you were 
going to get yourself in trouble. It was almost 
inevitable that we were going to move from 
the clubs and into the warehouses because 
the nature of what was happening demanded 
something different. I think that it was really 
the warehouses that brought it to the forefront, 
and without them, I think it would have died 
a death a long time ago. It was down to the 
people that took it on themselves and said let’s 
take this in a different direction, it wouldn’t 
really have worked in the long run. And 
especially warehouses that had been broken 
into, because that truly meant you were free. 
You weren’t in some nightclub owned by some 
grey haired guy who had rented it for the 
night to some young hip promoter, but these 
were warehouses that we’d broken into and 
it felt almost anarchic, even though anarchy 
was the last thing on our minds. We didn’t 
want to destroy society, we just wanted to have 
parties and be left alone, and the warehouses 
provided that playground.

You mention anarchy. Do you think that 
Acid House was less about rebellion than 
about creating a positive subculture?

I often get asked by mainstream media if we 
were anarchists and whether it was all about 
us sticking up 2 fingers to authority. And I 
must say…it really wasn’t like that. Certainly 
not in the beginning although it did grow to 
become that. In the beginning, the police 

had absolutely no problem with these events 
taking place, so when they would arrive at 
one of our warehouses, we’d show them round, 
demonstrate that we weren’t selling alcohol, 
point out the fire exits, and reassure them that 
we were properly organized. So they would 
come, and if it all looked fine, off they went. 
For us it wasn’t about bringing about a new 
consciousness for the whole of society, it was 
about connecting with the people around you 
at that particular moment. It was an incredibly 
positive thing I really would love to see 
happen again.  

3 am – A classic drops to a packed 
warehouse…Describe the love

I could give you all kinds of scenarios where 
I felt truly connected to the people around 
me. For one, just standing in a warehouse 
surrounded by thousands of people – that was 
a first – that was new and you’d never done 
anything like that before. Before you even got 
inside, you were excited about finding the 
warehouse, excited about getting in, so by 
the time you were connecting with the people 
around you, you were already so uplifted that 
you couldn’t NOT enjoy yourself whether you 
were on MDMA or not. So when a classic song 
like Joe Smooth’s The Promised Land came 
on, the feeling in the warehouse………I can 
only compare it to being at something like a 
football match where a large crowd of people 



are driving on and encouraging their team. 
And even that doesn’t come anywhere close. 
It really didn’t matter whether you were on the 
drug in these warehouses, because the pure 
adrenaline coming off the thousands of people 
around you was enough to put you in that state 
of mind. When you have 5000, 10,000, 15,000 
people all singing the Promised Land which 
is all about togetherness and unity – well….
there’s nothing like it. I’ve had some highs in 
my life, and I don’t necessarily mean drugs 
related, but I don’t think anything can ever 
compare to standing in a warehouse in those 
moments. I remember another time when 
all the electricity went off and everyone lit 
their lighters and started chanting ACIIEEED. 
Moments like that are irreplaceable and 
I can’t see myself ever having any kind of 
experience like that again.

What was the big picture problem with the 
authorities

Well the authorities are always going to have 
a problem with anyone who disconnects 
from the ’normal’ mode. I don’t think that 
they were anywhere near as scared of the 
scene as they made out, but used it as a 
control vehicle, and fear is the perfect control 
vehicle for governments. They went on 
this scare campaign where they used Acid 
House in much the same way as they used all 
subcultures before it, and our parents can tell 
us about the focus on the drug aspects and 

the crackdowns on civil liberties in the 1960’s. 
They used it to highlight a problem that they 
invented and then used the ensuing panic 
as an excuse to remove yet another layer of 
civil liberties. I don’t think they actually were 
fearful, because when they made their play to 
crush it, they did a very thorough job. When 
thousands of people descend on a warehouse, 
that event is hard to stop, but where the 
police started getting it right was to get to 
the warehouses before the parties actually 
happened. They had the manpower to search 
every single industrial estate in London if 
they needed to, and that’s how they started 
to win the battle. It was a cloaking device 
used to scare people into surrendering their 
liberties with lines familiar from the sixties 
and seventies about teenage kids and mind 
bending drugs. Newspapers such as The Sun 
were the worst, saying things like you could 
be unknowingly spiked with Ecstasy and then 
raped without any awareness until 2 days later. 
That was the sort of scare tactics being used 
against Acid House – they just saw the perfect 
opportunity to strip away civil liberties, and 
that is exactly what they did. 

What was the cultural legacy of Acid 
House?

It resonates on so many different levels. The 
generation of people who were at those events 
are today’s doctors, surgeons, directors and 
producers and the experience they lived 
during those times has an influence on how 
they live their lives to this day. We were all 



changed to such a degree that it would take a series of incredibly negative experiences to 
change us back. We were changed in such a constructive positive way, that even if you became 
a bit of a miserable git as you got older, there would always be a passion about you. I can see 
the influence of Acid House within advertising, and of course within ALL of the dance parties 
and festivals that you see today. That all came from Acid House. It left a legacy of music – all 
the records that have been produced, all the DJ’s that began in that scene that are now globally 
appreciated and loved as the best in the world. Although people grew out of the scene in all 
kinds of different ways, so many that emerged especially from the UK scene have gone on to 
become globally recognized figures and players. It would be easier to talk about the areas that 
weren’t affected by Acid House than the areas that were….

What’s the connection with Street Art for you personally

In the 20 years since Acid House, I’ve done all kinds of projects all over the world that I’m 
intensely proud of, but I’ve never felt those same feelings that I felt during Acid House. It’s a 
hard feeling to describe because you feel it in the stomach…no idea why it affects the stomach, 
but that feeling connecting stomach and mind has eluded me since Acid House. Now I may 
be really late in this whole Street Art process, but when I returned to London after living in 
Ireland for a number of years, I suddenly felt that feeling rising within me. Although I may 
have come late to it, I don’t think that we have yet reached the pinnacle of Street Art. Now I 
know that graffiti hit its heights many years ago, and has hit them several times since, but I 
truly believe that the walls where people are leaving art and graffiti and messages are our last 
public billboards, our last public spaces where we can tell the world our message whatever 
that message should happen to be. And the fundamental difference between them and us is 
that their messages are all about consumption, while our messages are all about growth. When 
people see thought provoking street art, it warms them, and in this day when we literally have 
NO civil liberties left and none of the freedoms that people like my grandfather fought wars for, 
that is critically important. They can turn off the internet, monitor all our communications, they 
can keep cleaning walls, but that will never stop that young kid or that old man from getting out 
there and spraying that wall. And I get exactly the same feeling that I got from Acid House, and 
even though I didn’t know how it was going to work, or how it was going to translate, but I met 
the right person and we came up with this idea for the magazine….and here we ARE!!!

www.londonstreetartdesign.com







GREGOS
My Face on the Streets of 

Paris

Tell us a little bit about your artistic background and the 
journey it went through to reach the streets.

It actually started in the street.
Beside sculpting a little with a pocket knife when I was a kid, I 
started by drawing graffiti in the street as a teenager during the 
end of the 80’s and beginning of the 90’s.
I started sculpting after living in Greece for two years. I learned 
the technic of molding back in Paris, intially to reproduce 
my sculptures, then as a sculture itself from person’s hands 
reproductions. I added painting to my artistic expression while 
living in Boston, USA, for almost 3 years in 2003. Back in Paris 
again, I started combining these media and finally initiated 
myself to photography, both as an art by itself, and to capture 
my other creations to display on my website.  And everything I 
do is self taught.
In 2007, I went back to the streets of  Paris where it all started. 
But I wanted to express myself in the city by a unique and 

personal means with multiple meanings, the tongue out having 
several by itself. Hence, a combination of my artistic skills, resulting in a mold of my face 
tongue out and painted based on the mood of the day, to take residence in a street of Paris.
I also invest a lot in sharing my concept and art with other artists through the internet, so 
through the world.

 
Give us an insight into the themes and influences in your sculpture.

My sculptures were at first influenced by greek sculptures where I lived for a while.
Thus, nudity is a recurent theme 
that I particullarly enjoy. I also got 
a lot of inpiration from medieval 
fantasy themes and celtic design and 
culture. As with other media, I always 
try to imbue a felling to each of my 
scultures.
10 years later the everyday life 
influences my themes : Love one 
day or society another, pain, 
anger, engagements, politics, all 
the moments that leave a strong 
emotionnal imprint on me.
 
What is the significance of the 





interlocking hand molds?
 
I’ve done many hand molds of people of all ages, and 
when doing a couple they naturally tend to hold each 
others hand. The details are so great that sometime 
the emotion of the moment is visible in the imbrace.
 
Where did the faces on the walls of Paris concept 
come from ?
 
As I mentionned earlier, it is my new form of street art 
that evolved from drawing graffities. 
The first one  I put up was my artistic message to the 
noisy Music School across my appartment in Pigalle 
District in Paris. Over the past 3 years, I developped 
the message and started painting the faces scattering 
them all around Paris.
 
Is each mask you put up unique? 
Each of the faces I’ve put up on the walls of Paris are 
unique creations. I do however sell a few copies from 
my website, to support my concept.

You have your tongue out – what does the mold 
taste like and is it hard to get off your tongue? 
It doesn’t taste bad, but I wo
uldn’t say the same of the street of Paris.

Actually what I use to make the mold is similar to 
what dentist uses in the mouth to take imprints 
of the teeth. So the tongue came out easy, but the 
eyelids was a funny story !
 
What has been the response both locally and 
internationally ?
 
I’ve put a lot of effort in communicating through 
the web, and to my delight, I’ve received great 
critics and a lot of individual supports both in 
France and internationnaly.
It is amazing to see people interatcting with the 
faces on the walls (see pictures on my website). 
So many pictures are taken and circulated, 
there are now even blogs about and short TV 
appearences of my faces in Paris.
 
How do you pick your sites for the masks ?

I pick up locations that are visible and frequently 
visited. “To be known, you have to be seen”. It 
also somewhat insures that the faces won’t be 
stolen.

Where does the inspiration for the painting 





come from ?
 
The paintings on the faces either carries a message 
or reflects my mood of the moment.
Recently it has came from collaborations with other 
artists as well.

What is the situation with the police and the 
authorities ?
 
Nothing to report yet, but I never put my faces 
directly on monuments or in a matter that would
degraded the place. I have seen walls where my faces 
were, that were entirely repainted and the faces were 
preserved with their unique colors. So I don’t think it 
is an annoyance to the parisians.
 
Can you tell us a bit about the wider Paris street 
art scene.
 
In my case, it is a solitary work when wandering the streets of Paris at night.
I am a little shy and I feel more confortable sharing over the web, but I am working on it...
Street art in Paris is very present though, even where you’re not supposed to see it, it takes 
many forms and I often share a piece of wall with another artist.
 
Where do you see the project going from here ?
 
I hope this project will travel all the way to the other side of the world. In fact it already has 
through tourists’ pictures, and I have some of my faces in the USA and New Zealand.
In the future, I want to diversify the molds I put in the streets and I want to mix it with my other 

art skills to integrate canvas and pictures in 
addition to paint.
I want to launch a new street art style, the 3D 
street art painting.

Anything you want to say to our readers ?

ART CAN’T BE STOPPED ! SO KEEP 
ON CREATING !
See you at the next corner...

http://www.gregosart.com



At this point I would like to publish the Oath 
that all Policemen and Policewomen swear in 
this country (PCSO’s etc do not swear an Oath 
as TPUC has confirmed many times) – the 
Oath is known as the “Attestation” in the force 
and it goes like this!

Its printed here:-

http://www.policesupers.com/default.
asp?id=144&name=Oath%20of%20
Attestation&page=Home

“ I . . . . . of . . . . . do solemnly and sincerely 
declare and affirm that I will well and truly 
serve the 
Queen in the office of constable, with fairness, 
integrity, diligence and impartiality, upholding 
fundamental human rights and according equal 
respect to all people; and that I will, to the best 
of my power, cause the peace to be kept and 
preserved and prevent all offences against 
people and property; and that while I continue 
to hold the said office I will, to the best of my 
skill and knowledge, discharge all the duties 
thereof faithfully according to law.”

So looking at that Oath I see that it speaks 
only of “serving the queen in the office of 
Constable”

So lets look up the definition of a Constable:

CONSTABLE - An officer, generally elected 
by the people, who possesses power as a 
conservator of the peace at common law, and by 
virtue of various legislative enactments.

He may therefore apprehend a supposed 
offender without a warrant, as treason, 
felony, breach of the peace, and for some 
misdemeanours less than felony, when 

committed in his view. He may also arrest a 
supposed offender upon the information of 
others but he does so at his peril, unless he 
can show that a felony has been committed by 
some person, as well as the reasonableness of 
the suspicion that the party arrested is guilty. 
He has power to call others to his assistance 
or he may appoint a deputy to do ministerial 
acts.

A constable is also a ministerial officer, bound 
to obey the warrants and precepts of justices, 
coroners and sheriffs. Constables are also in 
some states bound to execute the warrants 
and process of justices of the peace in civil 
cases.

the office of 
conStABLe

Ray St Clair



In England, they have many officers with 
more or less power, who bear the name of 
constables; such as, lord high constable of 
England, high constable, head constables, 
petty constables, constables of castles, 
constables of the tower, constables of the fees, 
constable of the exchequer, constable of the 
staple, etc.

In some of the cities of the United States 
there are officers called high constables, who 
are the principal police officers where they 
reside.

Blimey ... thats interesting! Lets take a closer 
look at this then ...

So we see that a “Constable” is “an officer, 
generally elected by the people”?

I would love to know if there is common law 
or old law that confirms that every Police 
Constable has to be elected by the people, 
if this is true then it means overnight that 
every Policeman and Police woman in the 
land is UNELECTED and therefore is NOT a 
Constable! Ooh somebody please tell me its 
true!

We go on ...

“who possesses power as a conservator of the 
peace at common law”

Hot damn – there it is in Black and White 
that a Constable is responsible primarily for 
upholding the peace under COMMON LAW.

Also take a look at the Attestation published 
earlier, it says ...

“I will, to the best of my power, cause the 
peace to be kept and preserved and prevent 
all offences against people and property;”

So even in the Oath the Constable took he 
confirmed that he himself/ she herself had 
the job of keeping the peace and preventing 
offences against people and property, in 
other words, preventing “Harm or Loss” under 
common law.

Also, the definition of Constable goes on to 
say:-

“and by virtue of various legislative 
enactments”

Well, as we have all learned I am sure, “Statute 
/ Leglislation are merely a set of rules given 
the FORCE of law by the consent of the 
governed”

So even though the Definition says “by various 
legislative enactments” those very legislative 
enactments are impotent unless we give our 
consent to be governed by them. I certainly 
don’t!

You will also notice that the Attestation sworn 
by Constable says this;-



“and that while I continue to hold the said 
office I will, to the best of my skill and 
knowledge, discharge all the duties thereof 
faithfully according to law.”

Its says ... “ACCORDING TO LAW!”

Statue and legislation is NOT law! Merely a 
set of rules (not law) given the FORCE of law 
(same power as if law SUBJECT TO) by the 
CONSENT (means agreement and recognition 
of that FORCE of law) of the GOVERNED (by 
you and without which the FORCE of law does 
not apply).

NOWHERE, I Repeat NOWHERE in the 
Attestation (Oath) of a Constable does 
it mention or speak of STATUTE or 
LEGISLATION! Therefore by default no single 
Police Constable in this land has agreed to 
uphold Statute / leglislation in their Oath.

Its interesting that in the USA there are some 
people now confronting Police officers and 
putting them on notice of their Oaths the 
uphold the LAW (Not Statute / Legislation) 
I have links to videos on Youtube of this 
happening if you need them.
I digress, lets get back to the definition of a 
Constable where it says;-

“He may also arrest a supposed offender 
upon the information of others but he does so 
at his peril, unless he can show that a felony 
has been committed by some person, as well 

as the reasonableness of the suspicion that the 
party arrested is guilty.”

WOW!!!! ... so from what I am reading here 
is that there is a price to pay if a Constable 
makes an arrest without being able to show 
that a felony has been committed along with 
the reasonableness of the suspicion that the 
arrested party is guilty.

I am now going to start researching the office 
of Constable in great detail if it means we can 
hold these Peace officers to account in the 
event that they try to enforce their corporate 
statutes upon us in blind disregard to common 
law.

I just found this in respect of UK common law:-

http://www.hrcr.org/safrica/arrested_rights/
common_law.html

I am amazed by this line:

Common Law:

Cannot be stopped by police officer unless 
there is an intention to arrest. Citizens have 
no duty to answer questions. Rice v Connoly 
1966 QB: cannot arrest for refusal to answer 
questions and no legal duty to accompany 
police officers.

Ergo, next time I get stopped I will let the 
constable know that I have no legal duty to go 
with him!

I feel a lot more reading is required on this 
subject, the office of Constable is an ancient 
and honourable office that has been twisted 
and abused by the Corporate governance 
machine and its time we took the office back 
for ourselves.

I will keep you all updated as I find out more! 
I Don’t know it all and if any of you feel like 
helping me out with knowledge then please 
email me via the TPUC.org site.

“Keep ‘em peeled”

http://tpuc.org





Touching the Sound of Freedom

CeCe Rogers
The sheer richness of his voice, the depth 
of soul in his soaring notes, the heartfelt 
honesty of his music and the glorious 
optimism of his spirit make CeCe Rogers 
a vocal legend and a very special human 
being. He spoke openly and passionately to 
us ..

Your mother seems to have had an 
immense influence on your love for music, 
how did she combine teaching technique 
with teaching feeling?

Well, I came from a church family and so while 
my mother was a piano teacher, we were 
immersed in the gospel tradition from a very 
early age. Gospel was basically church music 
with a black influence, because you know, we 
DO like to soul things up. So you’d take a set of 
chords from say an old English baroque tune, 
and while keeping the basic structure, inject 
some soul notes and change the feeling of the 
music before laying a deep soul vocal over 
the top. Same chords, same type of style, but it 
was that interplay between technique and soul 
which is what my mother introduced me to 
and what gospel is all about

How did you manage to keep your feet on 
the ground when you were on TV by 9 and 
jamming with the James Brown at 11

I truly believe that it was my family. I came 
from a musical family and we came from that 
part of Ohio, about 100 miles from Detroit 
where EVERYBODY can sing or play – I mean 
you’d go to the butchers and he’d be there 
singing ‘I got sunshine….On a cloudy day’ as 
he’s serving you up your dinner! If I was to 
tell you who my favourite singers were, you 
probably wouldn’t even know their names 
because they never hit real fame, but I’m 
telling you, they could outsing some of the 
biggest legends out there. There are areas and 
countries all over the world that are known for 

specific things, whether it be great food, or 
crafts, or expertise or whatever – in this part 
of America everyone can sing. Look at Smokey 
Robinson, Aretha Franklin all the great singers 
that came out of the Midwest, it was in the 
blood. So growing up, I’d go to church, and of 
the 150 people I’d be worshipping with, all of 
them had a fabulous voice and so absolutely 
no-one was turning round to me and saying 
‘Wow, that voice of yours’. 

It wasn’t until I went to college that I started 
to recognize the potential. I knew I was going 
to be staying in music because I loved it 
so much, but I was totally comfortable with 
teaching music and making a career as an 
educator rather than aiming to be an actual 
recording artist. So being on James Brown’s 



show was like ‘Yeah Cool’ but you’ve got to 
remember, at that time, there was a little guy 
called Michael Jackson who was about 3 or 4 
years older than me just slamming the place.  
There were all these people out there who 
were simply phenomenal – here’s Michael 
with complete control, singing like an adult 
and he could dance too!! So back home, 
yes – people did love my voice, but I never 
had anyone saying to me ‘CeCe man – you 
really are one fine cat’. It wasn’t until I went 
to college and I started to connect with some 
of the great jazz musicians that they started 
turning round to me a saying ‘Yo CeCe – 
you’ve got a fantastic voice and a gift that you 
need to explore’. It was really leaving the 
Midwest and engaging with the wider musical 
spectrum that allowed me to realize that 
potential and begin to develop it.

You then moved to New York and started 
work as a session musician and touring. 
What stands out from that period in your 
life?

It was during that time that I found my destiny. 
I’d left college and come to the New York 
area and I’d started to sing at a level where 

I might infuse my own style of music and 
with a growing belief that I could possibly 
make a living as a recording artist or if not 
as a background singer. And it was such a 
melting pot. What I’ve always loved about 
New York and why I’ve stayed here for so long 
is that there is just SO much culture. You can 
go anywhere and there’s this vast array of 
different types of music that I had no access 
to back in Cleveland, because there we were 
limited to black and white communities, there 
was a set mindframe and one big radio station 
that controlled what was being played on 
the airwaves and what people were being 
exposed to. Suddenly, I’m in New York and I’m 
being introduced to Salsa, Meringue, different 
forms of jazz, all the possibilities are suddenly 
lighting up and eventually floated me into 
house music.

So it was the combination of your gospel 
background shaped by all the influences 
you discovered in New York that gave you 
the depth of soul to bring into the house?

Absolutely. I got to New York and I was 
bouncing about doing gospel and bits of 
R+B which is basically not that different…it’s 



all about that soul element, and I was trying 
to make it as a soulful artist in the spirit of a 
Sam Cooke or a contemporary like Luther 
Vandross. But while I could sing about it 
and it sounded good, I was really looking to 
bring something a bit more powerful to the 
music. One of the first experiences that truly 
changed me was when I was 21/22 - I went to 
the Paradise Garage and I lost my mind – it 
was breathtaking –just amazing. Larry Levant 
was playing there and at the same time, 
Tony Humphries was playing a place called 
Zanzibar in New Jersey and these cats were 
playing unbelievably uplifting and powerful 
music. You hit the club at 9pm and you don’t 
get out until 9am the next morning and it was 
never about getting with the girls or getting 
high or being seen – the music dominated 
everything and that was very new to me, 
almost unreal. To have 400 people coming to 
the club with nowhere to sit down or hang out, 
mesmerized by the music the DJ was playing 
for 12 hours – I still don’t see that today where 
the clubs are far more about the look and 
the business end. The one thing about those 
places like the Paradise Garage – you’d better 
have one serious sound system, or people 
would just leave – I see clubs today where 

the sound is crappy, but as long as the good 
looking girls are there and it’s riding a trend, 
it’s successful. Places like the Paradise Garage, 
Zanzibar, the 1018, the clubs in New York – 
these clubs were underground. You go in and 
it’s dark – not a whole bunch of lighting, but 
the DJ…..he just played man….All Night Long. 
It was a movement. I became part of that and 
the next thing you know I’m entranced. And 
then, I would meet up with Marshall Jefferson 
who would make history and take it to another 
level.

To what extent did the spirit of gospel 
infuse and influence Someday.

You know – Marshall is a genius. When he 
saw me, when he heard me, he saw a gospel 
singer and he had never worked with that 
kind of vocalist before. He’d heard of it, and 
his mother was a devout church goer, but at 
the time, he was the acid guy, the innovator, 
the Godfather of house music. He approached 
me and said ‘I’ve got this song that I think 
would be perfect for you and your voice’…..
and history was made. But it’s important to 
understand that I was also in the mindset of 
trying to explore these possibilities because I 



had had a taste of what house was doing and it 
didn’t jar with how I felt about music.
You’ve got to understand, in this business of 
what we call music, when people are trying 
to establish an artist, they put you in this rein. 
And I’m a church boy at the end of the day. 
That’s not to say I’m always a good boy – not 
at all, but I do have a deep sense of morality 
and I felt that some of what I was being asked 
to do musically conflicted with that. I’d think 
at the time that if one day I had a kid, and he 
turned round to me and said ‘Daddy – what 
the hell were you singing there’ – I’d have a 
real problem with that. So I didn’t want to be 
singing songs – you know – Shake your Booty 
or whatever or even songs that I couldn’t feel 
or that I knew could never be classics. So 
when Marshall came to me with Someday and 
I read the power in the words, I knew. It was 
my church style voice and my gospel soul that 
prompted him to write the words for it and 
opened up the collaboration on that song.

Did you go to South Africa and could 
you ever have imagined Mandela being 
released, taking the Presidency, and being 
such a uniquely reconciliatory force so 
soon?

I did, I did. But I’ve got to tell you…Mandela, 
Obama, the whole movement….I never 
thought I would see that in my lifetime. I’m 
being very honest with you – NEVER. I was 
born in the 60’s and I was 4 years old when 
Martin Luther King was killed, when Bobby 
Kennedy was shot, l remember being old 
enough to see my mother come home from 
work saddened and tearful. When we heard 

about John Kennedy being assassinated, I 
was just a baby but even then, I somehow felt 
the hurt and the sorrow. And so when I was 
talking with Marshall about Someday, I told 
him that I wanted to be a singer of the kind of 
consciousness and cultural impact Gill Scott 
Heron had without ever being trapped into 
radicalism.

All of us are created equal and you find a 
beauty in all cultures. I’ve always felt that 
way. I even had questions about say, the Black 
Panthers, because I wanted it to move from 
Black Power to Human Power. I think what a 
lot of people forget is that every culture has 
experienced suffering and dispossession at 
some point – look at the Jews, the Mexicans, 
the Native Americans – even the English – 
everyone has gone through some kind of 
oppression at some point in their history. 
And this is not to diminish the crimes and the 
devastation of slavery, but to say that every 
people bears it’s scars and we need to move 
beyond that and unify on a human level. It all 
comes down to right and wrong – and you 
don’t need religion to spell it out for you – you 



can feel it in your bones. And that is what I 
wanted to define my music and what I needed 
to sing about. I may have done one or two 
songs I’m not exactly proud of when I was 
flat broke, and I’ve written some songs for 
other people that I would never sing myself. 
But I am very proud – and I don’t care if they 
ever won a Grammy or not – of the songs I 
sing and what they represent – All Join Hands 
for example. And if I do sing a love song 
like Beautiful with Marshall, it will be about 
substance, something that I truly feel.

But we need to all seek knowledge and 
understanding and use a combination of 
intellect and empathy to open ourselves 
up to what is going on in the world. Our 
governments need to pushing education far 
more than they actually are, and I’m standing 
here, black and from a single parent family, an 
educated man and the first in his family who 
had the opportunity to go to college, broaden 
my horizons and better myself. My mother 
could never have dreamed of that when she 
was young, and in a generation, here I am. 
I only hope that as the barriers come down 
slowly, once oppressed minorities will take 
advantage of these doors opening, even if 
you still have to push on them, and not stay 
trapped in their past. 

How did it feel to know that Someday not 
only spoke to every creed, colour and 
country but was the sound of love, freedom 
and humanity to them? Did it feel that he 

whole world had become a shared nation?

I couldn’t imagine at the time the extent to 
which the world could be unified by music. If 
I’m honest, I didn’t even think Someday was 
going to hit it. If you’d sat there 20 years ago 
and told me that I would be being booked to 
sing this song all over the world 2 decades 
later, it would’ve blown my mind. I’ve had 
a string of hits in all kinds of genres, but 
wherever I go, I am asked to sing Someday - it 
speaks to so many different people and really 
captured a moment in time and a sense of 
hope and freedom

How much closer are we to it being 
Someday?

If I could predict that, I’d be sat on a winning 
lottery ticket. Everything that has happened…
…I could only have dreamed of. I can only 
say that I am proud and happy to have been 
a part of it and to have contributed in my own 
small way to it. We’re closer, no doubt about 
it, but with coming closer comes even more 
sacrifice, a need for even more understanding. 



People do still say it was better back in the day, and it’s true that these days if you go out to a 
club, you’ve got to pass the metal detectors and get frisked because there is so much more 
violence out there, but we still made gains and nothing can take that away. But I do know this… 
I know what is right and what is wrong and when the majority of the populations in this world 
actively seek knowledge, understanding and remember what is right and what is wrong, we’re 
going to be fine. The one thing so many people forget to do is to look at things from the other 
man’s perspective, taking the time to see and feel other people’s situations. It’s inside of us all, 
inside that criminal, inside of that selfish person who will take a life and think nothing of it…
everybody has that plus and minus and they’re given a choice of what direction they’re going to 
take. 

And we have America. America will have to pay for a lot of its sins too. Because while we may 
never be as great a country as we were before, we became great on the back of cultures that 
we abused, beginning with the Native Americans who are STILL living on reservations, not by 
choice but by the twists of history and the brick walls they hit when they try and leave them 
behind. The British/ American system is not a bad system, but you can’t force it on people, 
you can’t go to people’s countries with cultures far older than our own and bully them into 
accepting your system. I think one of the reasons we are starting to get terrorism under some 
kind of control is because now, Obama is going out there and saying loud and clear, ’We’re all 
in this together’. That’s all these countries ever wanted to hear. You charge around the world 
yelling ‘America is the Number 1 country, our way or the highway’, everyone turns round and 
says – ‘OK Number 1 country – if that’s the way you want to play it – you go ahead….but you’re 
on your own’. Even you guys in the UK… I saw the millions on the street, I felt the deep unease 
about Iraq there, and look at Blair – there was a highly intelligent, socially aware guy who was 
ousted because of his support for Bush. The UK just turned on him. If he’d said ‘Thanks but no 
thanks George’ he’d still be there now.  I mean – he went down even worse than Bush did!!! 

But look, all I can really say, from the heart, is that if we keep a collective mind and 
cultures continue to live together as one family…..then one day……Someday…..we truly 
will be free.............................

CeCe will be touring Italy between October and January, so if you’re living there or just 
passing through on holiday, get down there and start feeling the love

www.cecerogers.com





The Day of the Dead
The Haiti Experience      by Norman Parker
         The genesis of my Haiti story lay not 
so much in the fact that I was interested in 
voodoo per se, but more in that I was looking 
for a situation to put myself in that would freak 
out the average person. With Halloween fast 
approaching, I figured that, of all the places 
not to be at midnight on that day, a voodoo 
ceremony in Haiti must rank at the top of the 
list.. 
  However, I did have a passing interest in 
voodoo for personal reasons. Following the 
death of my girlfriend in front of a train several 
years previously (see ‘Life After Life’) I had 
been subjected to a period of what I can only 
call haunting. There had been several very 
obvious poltergeist effects. 
  Subsequent to that, an old Jew, well versed 
in mysticism, whom I had met on just one 
occasion over a business deal, had warned a 
friend of mine to tell me that something was 
trying to take me over and that I should fight 
it. He had seemed a sensible old man, whom 
I had never seen before nor was likely to see 
again. There was no reason for him to lie to 
me. 
  Last but not least, there was the small matter 
of the two lives I had taken. They do say that, 
when you die, you meet the spirits of all those 
you have wronged. So what of my own spirit? 
To have done those supremely evil acts, did 
that not have strong implications for the nature 
of my soul? 
  I knew that the priest/witch doctors of 
the voodou religion were well versed in 
manipulating the spirit world. They also spent 
a lot of their time striving against evil spirits. 
Should I have such spirits in me they would be 
just the people to ask what to do. 
  Call it a consultation if you will, but this was 
a matter that increasingly troubled me. The 
haunting situation had severely frightened 
me and I had been a man not particularly 
vulnerable to fear. So, on a very personal level, 
the coming visit to Haiti was going to be a 
severe trial for me.
  Eoin of ‘Front’ jumped at the story. The 
juxtaposition of Halloween and Haiti had 
caught his imagination and he thought it 
would be a good story for the magazine. 

Further, a production company had 
expressed an interest in filming me on my 
next assignment. The story also caught their 
imagination. The upshot was that they would 
supply a cameraman for free, as well as 
paying half of all the expenses for the trip. In 
return they would want the rights to all the 
footage they had shot whilst in Haiti. It was an 
offer that ‘Front’ couldn’t refuse. 
  However, they did stipulate that they wanted 
some photos taken for the magazine. To this 
end they wanted our own photographer to 
go with us on the trip. They put me in touch 
with a young woman called Linda, who, 
apart from being a photographer, was also 
an absolute fount of knowledge about Haiti 
and voodou. Over several years and dozens 
of trips she had become an authority on the 
subject. She knew all the ritual of voodou, 
had photographed countless ceremonies and 
artifacts, and had an extensive collection of 
voodou dolls at home. 
  The meeting with her was something of a 
disappointment. As a venue for anything, the 
run-down African café in Hackney left a lot to 
be desired. I arrived early and Linda was late. 
I strenuously resisted the blandishments of 
the proprietor to order from the menu. I would 
have continued to do so had I been starving.
  Linda was a somewhat scruffy young woman 
in her early thirties, with short, cropped, 
untidy hair. You could tell that her appearance 
wasn’t amongst her priorities. She was 
pleasant enough, but underneath it all seemed 
to lie a deep sadness. I didn’t know if she 



suffered from depression, but her general air 
was quite miserable. 
  In order to lighten the situation between 
two people who had just met and who would 
probably be working together under extreme 
circumstances, I did attempt some levity at 
times. Linda was totally impervious to it. She 
answered my lighthearted question as if it had 
been a request for factual information, without 
so much as acknowledging the intended levity 
behind it. After a while I gave up, resigning 
myself to the fact that maybe she didn’t have 
much of a sense of humour. 
  However, she came across as a very pleasant 
person, and highly professional as well. She 
left me in no doubt that she knew Haiti and 
the subject matter, and that she was more than 
competent to take any photos we might need. 
She was also reasonably fluent in Creole, one 
of the two languages spoken in Haiti, the other 
being French. 
  Gary, the cameraman supplied by the 
production company, was as different from 
Linda as it was possible to be. A Canadian in 
his late twenties, he was as adventurous as I 
was and had been pursuing his passion for 
photography all over the world. The pair of 
us hit it off right away. The only misgivings I 
had was that sometimes I needed a sensible 
head to talk me out of throwing myself into 
desperate situations. All I would get from Gary 
was encouragement.
  Unfortunately for me, all the international 
flights to Haiti went through Miami, as Haiti’s 
airports were not capable of taking the big 
airliners. An overnight stay was required 
before continuing the journey in a much 
smaller plane. The problem was that the 
Americans had very strict immigration 
procedures. I knew that as I had a serious 
criminal conviction I could well be refused 

entry. Therefore, this was another assignment 
that could easily be nipped in the bud. I had 
nightmares of us paying for three tickets and 
my being sent back from Miami.
  On the flight, Linda and I sat in adjacent 
seats. I had done some research on both 
voudou and Haiti as a background to the story, 
but the two-hour tutorial I had from Linda 
more than filled in the gaps.
  My first mistake had been in thinking that, 
for Haitians, it was Halloween that they were 
celebrating. The latter is a very Westernized 
tradition, but, like so many other similar 
traditions, it is celebrated worldwide in other 
forms. Haitians specifically celebrate the ‘Day 
of the Dead’. There are numerous ceremonies 
in cemeteries all over the island with the 
biggest being in the sprawling, central 
cemetery in the capital, Port au Prince.
  Voudou has strong historical links with 
Catholicism and some Catholic ritual can still 
be seen in modern day voudou. However, 
originally, voudou was a revolutionary 
movement by the slaves as a means of 
resisting their enslavement. At times it was 
banned by the white, slave-masters, but 
continued to flourish underground. Finally, the 
Catholic church withdrew it’s priests from the 
island in protest at it’s continuance This was 



when voudou became the official, mainstream 
religion. Today, millions practice it worldwide.
  My second mistake had been in thinking that 
voudou was some kind of black magic cult. 
There are secret branches that invoke evil 
and use magic for bad intent. The sorcerers, 
or Boko, do their work in cemeteries or at 
crossroads. They can make objects to bring 
harm, ‘wanga’, the most feared of which is 
‘voye’, which can bring death.
  But the vast majority of voudou worshippers 
strive against evil, just like in Western 
religions. The celebrants worship a pantheon 
of spirits that rule different realms of life, 
under guidance from the voudou ‘priests’, 
called ‘oungans’ if they are male, and 
‘mambos’ if they are female.
  Practitioners of voudou believe that, at the 
point of death, the soul and guardian spirit 
remain in the body. A ‘priest’ must force them 
out. The soul sinks into the abysmal waters 
for a year and a day to gain knowledge. Then 
it will be raised by the ‘priest’, using another 
ritual.   
  The spirits, or Iwa, can be invoked in a 
number of ways. Each one has it’s own 
symbols, songs and dances as well as it’s 
own symbolic drawing, called a ‘veve’. In 
ceremonies, ‘veve’ are drawn on the floor 
to coax the spirits into the earthly plane. 
The ‘priest’ will encourage the spirit into 
the material world with drumming, singing, 
dancing and magical chants. The act of 
possession is the supreme gift that the 
spirit can bestow on the celebrants, but no 
one knows who the spirit will enter. When 
possessed, celebrants exhibit the unique 
movements and actions associated with that 
spirit.  

  I listened with interest as Linda explained 
all this. Before I had had my own experiences 
with spirits following my girlfriend’s death, 
I would have dismissed the whole lot as 
so much mumbo jumbo. But, as a rational 
individual, I still hadn’t been able to explain 
some of the things I had seen and heard. So, 
unless I was to deny the evidence of my own 
senses, something unseen and spiritual had 
entered this material plane. Therefore, why 
should I refuse to believe that a voudou ‘priest’ 
could conjure up spirits. 
  The more I talked with Linda, the more I got 
to understand her. Miserable or not, there was 
no harm in her. To the contrary in fact. You 
could tell that she believed much of voudou 
lore, although she didn’t admit as much, and I 
didn’t ask. In her own way, she would always 
strive against evil influences. 
  On the surface, she seemed like a troubled 
spirit, someone searching for something. She 
confessed to having her own collection of 
voudou dolls at home. Occasionally she would 
add a new one, which would cause trouble. 
There would be bangs and crashes from the 
room where the collection was, and, when she 
went in, the new doll, or several near it, would 
be on the floor. Sometimes she had to return 
the doll to Haiti.
  In further conversation though, it emerged 
that her miserable state had a far more 
mundane cause. She had recently emerged 
from a very unhappy relationship. It seems 
that her boyfriend, who she cared deeply for, 
had walked out on her. She had taken it very 



hard. So hard in fact that she had ostensibly 
turned against men. She gave the impression 
that she was now a lesbian. Her hair was cut in 
a man’s style and some of her clothes lacked 
femininity, but in all the time I was with her 
she never mentioned a girlfriend, or any other 
romantic attachment for that matter. I took her 
‘lesbianism’ to be merely an extreme rejection 
of men in general.
  In view of the fact that we were being 
open with each other, I decided to make a 
confession of my own. It was also founded 
on sound practicality. As I filled in the U.S. 
immigration form, I had to tick the box 
indicating that I had served a prison term 
of over five years. I had to consider the 
possibility that, on landing, I might be refused 
a visa and be held in the cells overnight, 
before being put on the flight to Haiti the 
following morning. In that instance, I wanted 
to establish where we should all meet in Haiti 
should we become separated.
   Gary was intrigued and wanted to know 
more. I promised to explain later. Linda looked 
shocked. She wasn’t curious, just put out that 
she had misjudged me, I think. However, 
always the consummate professional, she 
recovered and carried on with planning the 
trip. 
  Miami International Airport was a nightmare. 
I have been received into prisons with 
better grace. Massively long queues led 
to uniformed immigration officials who 
had unanimously discarded good manners 
long ago. I knew that the push of a button 
would bring up my criminal record anyway, 
so perhaps openness was the best policy. 
Handing over my press card at the same 
time as my passport and immigration 
form, I pointed to the box I had ticked 
acknowledging that I had served more than 

five years in prison. 
  If I had expected a reaction I would have 
been disappointed. The lady immigration 
official scanned the form almost 
disinterestedly. With a curt, “Wait here.” 
she walked away and out of sight behind a 
nearby screen. I assumed that she had gone to 
confirm that I should be refused entry. I turned 
to Gary and Linda, directly behind me in the 
queue, and shrugged wordlessly.
  Almost as I turned back, the immigration 
official was there again. Without saying one 
single word, she stamped the form, handed 
it and the rest of my papers back to me and 
waved me through. I could only conclude that, 
what with all the other criminals already in 
America, they figured that one more wouldn’t 
make much difference.
  Miami itself was a disappointment. 
Admittedly, we didn’t see that much of it 
on an overnight stay, but what we did see 
was characterized by massive freeways that 
proclaimed the realm of the car. As a result, 
almost no one walks anywhere. When Gary 
and I explored the vicinity of our hotel on foot, 
there were so few people on the streets that 
it was like a ghost town. Linda had already 
declared that she wasn’t one for socializing, 
not much of a surprise there. So Gary and 
I dined alone that evening in a nearby 
restaurant.
  The morning flight from Miami to Haiti was 
uneventful. I had no worries over immigration 
problems here and we were ushered through 
with a minimum of fuss. The few airport 
officials we did encounter treated us like 
they were actually pleased to see us. I knew 
that there were very few tourists who came 
to Haiti. In the circumstances, that was hardly 
surprising. The U.S. and Canada specifically 
advise their nationals not to go there under 
any circumstances. All the international aid 



agencies warn of the spiraling AIDs problem 
and the ever-present danger from car-jacking, 
robbery and random murder.
  Haiti was officially listed as a Fourth World 
country, and it showed. With Linda driving 
the hire car, we made our way through the 
deeply, pot-holed roads strewn with rubbish 
that were the outskirts of Port au Prince. 
On all sides, decaying buildings formed a 
backdrop to our progress. Clapped out cars 
driven manically, clogged the narrow streets 
that were completely without road markings. 
Traffic lights were very few and far between. 
I could see why Linda had insisted on driving. 
Only someone with experience of the place 
was liable to survive a journey by road.
  We had gone only a short distance when 
Linda stopped outside a scruffy-looking 
store. It was one-story high, like most of 
the buildings we had seen. Saying that she 
needed to buy some film for her cameras, she 
went inside. Gary and I followed her. Whilst 
she was being served, I noticed some long-
bladed knives in a display case. I picked out 
one that looked like a Bowie knife, complete 
with it’s own sheath. Saying that we could do 
with some protection in such a dangerous 
place, I expressed my intention to buy it.
  The reaction from Linda was dramatic to say 
the least. As if stung, she spun around and 
confronted me. Face red and eyes dilated, 
she shouted that, if I bought it, that was as 
far as she went with us. When I asked, quite 
reasonably, what we should do if we were car-
jacked and in fear of our lives, she replied that 
we would just have to deal with the situation.
  It was obvious that her mind was made up. 
It was equally obvious that, without her, we 
wouldn’t get far with our assignment. To me it 

made little sense. I reflected that, should we 
end up on the wrong end of machetes wielded 
by local thugs, then perhaps her attitude 
would change.
  Unfortunately, it set the tone for the rest of 
the journey. Never loquacious at the best 
of times, she drove the rest of the way in 
silence. It didn’t really affect Gary and I. With 
him filming, I was doing pieces to camera, 
commenting on our surroundings. The obvious 
poverty was dire. “If anyone sees someone 
smiling, we should stop and ask them what 
they’ve got to be happy about”, was one 
remark that just about summed it up.
  The Oloffson Hotel was a revelation. Although 
it had clearly seen better days, the graceful 
balconies with Gothic designs and acres of 
decorative lattices were quite beautiful. Linda 
explained that it was known as ‘gingerbread 
architecture’ and it certainly gave the 
impression of a fairyland gingerbread house.
  The riotous, unrestrained greenery that 
seemed to assault the hotel on all sides made 
for a perfect backdrop. I couldn’t help but 
reflect though that, whilst beautiful by day, it 
would be extremely sinister by night. A point 
remarked on by Graham Greene, who had 
said,” You expected a witch to open the door 
to you or a maniac butler, with a bat dangling 
from the chandelier behind him.” Greene had 
stayed at the Oloffson whilst writing his book, 
‘The Comedians’, set in Haiti at the time of the 
murderous dictator, Papa Doc and his equally 
murderous Tonton Macoutes secret police. 
  You could tell that it was home from home for 
Linda. The receptionist greeted her warmly 
and told her she would put her in her old 
room. As we set off for our separate rooms 
Linda cautioned us against the regular power-



cuts, but reassured that the hotel’s generator 
would restore power almost immediately. 
 That evening at dinner, it became clear that 
Linda intended to compartmentalize working 
and socializing into separate spheres. She 
didn’t exactly ignore Gary and I, but she 
did maintain her distance. After initially 
introducing us to Richard, the hotel’s owner, 
she retired to a table for four, where three 
people she obviously knew were already 
dining. In passing, she remarked that we 
would be going to see the voudou ‘priest’ in 
the morning.
  In the event, the lack of Linda’s company 
proved to be no loss at all. Social conversation 
with her was always awkward at the best 
of times. Further, the hotel’s other guests 
all had interesting stories to tell. A mix 
of missionaries, peace corps volunteers, 
teachers, journalists, writers and artists, they 
were eccentrics all. This seemed to be a 
condition brought about by the environment, 
rather than any inherent character trait. I felt 
sure they wouldn’t have behaved like it at 
home, wherever that was.
  One staid, middle-aged white woman, who 
was something high up in the peace corps, 
showed up for dinner on occasion with her 
black, Haitian boyfriend who could have 

been no more than 20. Not to be outdone, the 
elderly male missionary also had a young, 
black boyfriend. Other customers came and 
went with various beautiful Haitian women 
on their arm. Not one word was said, not one 
remark made. The rules of polite company 
were scrupulously observed. It was all 
delightfully funny.           
  Gary and I table-hopped and, over a period 
of several days, got to know them all. They 
were a fount of information about all things 
Haitian. The power cuts and crime were the 
main topics of conversation, but on the day 
we arrived the talk was all of the intended 
civil protest to disrupt the ‘Day of the Dead’ 
proceedings. Riots were threatened, as were 
attacks on white tourists. To a Government that 
was desperately trying to promote tourism as 
a source of revenue, this was a serious threat. 
  At breakfast, Linda introduced us to Milfort, 
a middle-aged, heavy-set black guy who 
walked with a limp. He seemed to be a 
cross between a guide, a bodyguard and a 
translator for Linda, who said that we should 
employ him to accompany us everywhere. 
All personal differences apart, I fully realised 
that I was very much in Linda’s hands as far 
as logistical and security considerations were 
concerned. Milfort joined us in the car.
  Silva Joseph was a voudou ‘priest’ who lived 
in the rather inappropriately named Bel Air, 
a festering, dangerous-looking slum in the 
suburbs of Port au Prince. Dressed in scuffed 
trainers, track-suit bottoms and a grubby 
vest, the elderly, wizened old guy didn’t look 
much at all. However, as he squired us about 
his domain, you could tell that he was held in 
some esteem by his neighbours. All greeted 
him warmly and smiled at us.
  The voudou temple was clearly dual purpose. 
Women and children were washing clothes, 
preparing food, eating and gossiping. Drying 
laundry hung everywhere. Linda pointed out 
the central post which held up the pitched, 
corrugated tin roof. It was fantastically 
carved with symbols and figures. This was 
the ‘poto mitan’ or sacred post, around which 
all the ceremonies revolve. When the ‘priest’ 
summoned them, this was the post that the 
‘Iwa’ would descend to enter the material 
world.
  From a multitude of perspectives, not 
the least of them the visual one, this was 



something less than a gripping setting for 
anything. I was trying to visualize the photos 
we would get for ‘Front’. You could tell people 
it was a voudou temple until you were blue 
in the face, but the ultimate reality was that it 
looked like some ramshackle old tin-roofed 
shed with lots of washing drying. Couple that 
with the old boy in his tracksuit bottoms and 
grubby vest and you would have a spectacle 
that fell far short of the mystical.
  I intimated as much to Linda and she 
pointed out the altar in a nearby alcove. 
I had completely missed it. Black-faced, 
extravagantly-dressed dolls with horns 
jockeyed for position with dusty old skulls. 
Bright, multi-coloured objects of indiscernible 
origin filled the spaces in between. This was 
much more impressive. 
  With both Linda and Milfort translating, we 
explained to Silva what my particular problem 
was. I might be troubled by evil spirits. He 
took this in as if he heard it every day, as no 
doubt he did. He said that he would conjure 
up his own, personal spirit, Mazaka La Croix, 
to check me out. Then, if there was anything 
troubling me, he would drive it out with a 
magical bath. The conjuring up of his personal 
spirit would cost £50 and the magical bath 
another £100, a lot of money in Haitian terms. 
There was nothing particularly mystical about 
his prices.   
  In a similar, businesslike vein I told him 
I would need a receipt. Voudou ‘priest’ or 
no voudou ‘priest’, absolutely no one was 
immune from the rules of ‘Front’s accounts 

department. I paid a deposit and agreed 
to return the following day, the 31st and 
Halloween eve.
  Lying in my room that night, I mulled over 
what I was about to do. I wasn’t complacent 
about stirring up the spirit world, but I felt 
absolutely no fear. I was quite confident 
about my spiritual condition. I knew I was 
a strong spirit, one that had progressed 
from an evil orientation to a good one. I had 
performed that most incredible of feats, I had 
turned around my heart and had come to a 
comparative state of grace. I totally rejected 
evil in all its forms and was sure that it couldn’t 
touch me. Further, after all the years of pain, 
much of which I still lived with, I had no fear 
of death. Needless to say, I didn’t share these 
thoughts with Linda. 
  We set out for Bel Air the following afternoon. 
To my question of why the ceremony wasn’t 
being held at night, Linda answered that to 
be out after dark in Port au Prince was a sure 
invitation to be murdered. With absolutely no 
street lighting, even the police, stayed in their 
police stations after dark.
  If it was a special day for me, it certainly 
wasn’t for the usual inhabitants of the voudou 
temple. Washer-women, playing children, 
crawling infants, chickens, a goat and several 
cats wandered in and out. Damp washing still 
hung everywhere.
  Silva, still dressed in the same clothes, 
welcomed me warmly, then retired into a 
small, dark room next to the altar to prepare 
himself. Strange chanting could be heard for 
several minutes. Suddenly, a double hand-clap 
announced that I could enter.
By candle light, I sat down in a chair next to 
Silva. He seemed to be in some kind of trance, 
staring about the room wildly. However, he 
did have the presence of mind to shake hands 
with me. Then he stared directly into my face 
for a while, before taking out a deck of cards 
and dealing some onto the table between us. 
All the while Gary filmed the proceedings 
whilst Linda 
snapped 
away with her 
camera.
  I’d like to 
say that he 
came close, 
but he didn’t. 



First, he asked if I had had trouble with a 
black person recently. I hadn’t, but sitting in a 
voudou temple in Haiti surrounded by black 
people, I would hardly have admitted to it if I 
had.
  I suppose he was warmer when he said that 
I was very ambitious, but he kept coming 
back to the question about the trouble with 
a black person. I scoured my memory. I had 
exchanged hostile looks with an officious 
ticket collector on the London Underground 
the previous week, but I was sure that wasn’t 
what Silva was referring to.
  After about 20 minutes, during which time 
the room became unbearably hot, Silva 
pronounced me clear of evil spirits. However, 
there was another problem. It seemed that 
there was a powerful female spirit called Erzili 
Frieda, who wanted to get close to me, but 
couldn’t because of my jealous girlfriend. The 
latter part was certainly close enough. I was 
sure that Marsha would deter even the most 
powerful voudou spirit.
  According to Silva, this female spirit was 
becoming increasingly angry, which was 
blocking me for good fortune. He strongly 
advised that I should let her come closer. To 
facilitate this he recommended that I take 
a magical bath, which he would administer 
personally. 
  I had to hand it to the old guy. I was sure 
the pitch for the magical bath would come 
in somewhere, he certainly wasn’t going to 

miss out on the extra £100. But this was quite 
ingenious. Anyway, as the spectacle of the 
magic bath ceremony was sure to be more 
impressive than what I had just been through, 
I agreed. It was usually naked, nubile, young 
women who appeared in the pages of ‘Front’. 
Surely, I’d be a welcome change. 
  I was told that there was some preparation 
to be done and that I should come back 
in a couple of hours. On my return, Silva’s 
appearance had smartened up dramatically. 
Gone were the grubby vest, crumpled 
track-suit bottoms and scuffed trainers, and 
in their place were a pristine white shirt, 
immaculately-pressed black trousers and 
highly-polished black shoes. Also, all the 
women, children and assorted animals had 
gone, and some of the washing had been 
taken down, Clearly, Silva meant business. 
  He welcomed me again, then withdrew into 
the altar room with his assistant to prepare 
once more. Candles were lit, incantations 
uttered and a large white porcelain bowl was 
placed on a chair in front of the altar. Into this 
was poured a foul-smelling brown liquid. I was 
then told to strip naked and stand on a board 
in front of the altar.
  Now I had realised that for a bath, magical 
or otherwise, a degree of nakedness would 
be required. What I hadn’t realized was that 
I would be stark naked. However,you can’t 
spend 24 years in prison and still be shy about 
personal matters. That had been amongst 
men, though. Linda, despite her new-found 
sexual orientation, was still a woman. I was 
going to have to stand stark naked in front of 
her.
  All modesty apart, there was also a very 



sound practical reason for my caution. Of all 
the baleful spirits that might be watching 
over us at this moment, the one firmly to the 
front of my mind was that of Marsha. What 
would happen if she ever saw my article in 
the magazine? There I would be, stark naked 
for all the world to see, and the byline for the 
photographs would contain the name of Linda, 
clearly a woman. It would take an army of 
voudou ‘priests’ to protect me from her wrath.
  My ruminations were suddenly disrupted 
by a small explosion and a sheet of flame. 
Silva had set light to the liquid in the bowl. It 
burned brightly for several seconds before 
he snuffed it out with a towel. He spun me 
around several times, all the while uttering 
incantations. Then, with Silva holding a 
candle just below my chin, I had to silently 
say a prayer to Saint Nicholas for that which I 
desired.
  Filling his cupped hands with some of the 
liquid from the bowl, Silva proceeded to rub 
it all over my body, from the top of my head, 
to the soles of my feet. Suddenly, my flesh 
seemed like it was on fire. My face burned 
so fiercely that my eyes filled with tears, 
temporarily blinding me. A hot flush spread 
through my insides. I involuntarily clutched 
at my groin in agony as a small droplet of the 
liquid entered the eye of my dick.
  Not surprisingly, every bit of my 
complacency had disappeared. I was now 
taking the experience a lot more seriously, I 

hadn’t expected it to physically hurt me. I 
wondered what trial Silva had in store for me 
next. I didn’t have to wait long to find out. 
  Telling me to hold out my left hand, Silva 
poured some of the liquid into my upturned 
palm. I was told that he was going to set it 
alight and that I should snuff the flame out and 
rub what remained of the liquid over my scalp. 
What he didn’t tell me was just how difficult it 
would be to snuff out the flame.
  With the palm of my left hand literally a ball 
of flame, I flapped my arm about in a vain 
attempt to put the fire out. The rush of air 
seemed to make the flames burn fiercer. The  
pain was excruciating. I briefly contemplated 
slapping my hand against my side, but this 
would only have burned a more tender part of 
my body. It didn’t reassure me to see that Silva 
was now looking quite concerned.
  Suddenly, the flames went out. I don’t think 
it was of my causing, more that the liquid had 
all burnt up. It was a very sore left hand that 
I rubbed across my scalp. As I looked at my 
palm, two very large blisters came up right 
before my eyes. 
  Silva told me to get dressed and not to wash 
or bathe for the rest of the day. He handed 
me a bottle containing what remained of the 
liquid and instructed me to rub it over my 
body at 7am on a day that I had hard work to 
do. I took a silent oath to remain idle for the 
rest of my life.
  In the car back to the hotel, Linda told Gary 
and I what to expect at the ‘Day of the Dead’ 
ceremonies in the morning. For Haitians it was 
the festival of Gede. The Gede are a family of 
spirits who are guardians of the dead. They 



are presided over by Baron Samedi and his 
wife, Gran Brigitte. November 1st and 2nd are 
national holidays in Haiti. There are prayers, 
offerings, sacrifices of animals and birds, 
ceremonies and processions. However, as 
serious as this might be, humour is an integral 
part of the proceedings. As if, by mocking 
death, we can lose our fear of it..
  At breakfast, there was reassuring news 
from the hotel staff. Although the police had 
shot dead nine people in violent protests 
in recent days and there had been talk of 
another disturbance in Port au Prince’s main 
cemetery on Gede, targeting tourists and 
other foreigners, the Director of the National 
Cemetery had just announced that there 
would be no trouble after all.  
  On Linda’s advice, we set out early for the 
National Cemetery. A portly, middle-aged 
Canadian academic had arrived the previous 
day and had asked if he could come along 
with us. We agreed, reasoning that there would 
be more safety in numbers. Mentally, I steeled 
myself. Protest or no protest I had been 
warned that the coming experience would be 
an ordeal.
  If the buildings of Port au Prince had been 
merely decaying, the fabric of the cemetery 
was in an altogether more parlous state. Rusty 
gates hung haphazardly from broken hinges 
and the low, once-white wall was cobwebbed 
with cracks caused by subsidence. 
  Around the entrance milled a seething mass 
of celebrants. Some wore white, sheet-like 
robes, whilst others were dressed like Baron 
Samedi, with black trousers, purple scarf, 
black hat and white shirt. Many cradled a skull 
in their arm, whilst holding a black walking 
stick in one hand.

  The sight of two police cars and several 
officers was reassuring, but Linda cautioned 
that they would stay outside and, once we 
went in, we would be on our own. Of the five 
of us, at this point Milfort was the most skittish. 
He had a worried look on his face and was 
constantly looking about him as if he expected 
a sneak attack at any moment. To be truthful, I 
had never had much confidence in his powers 
of protection. At his age and in his condition 
it didn’t seem like he could have much of a 
fight. However, perhaps fear and respect were 
based on other things locally. 
  With Milfort leading the way, we entered the 
cemetery. We were immediately confronted 
by hordes of beggars of all ages. From young 
children, to aged crones, including women 
with infants in their arms , they cried in unison, 
“Blanc, blanc, un dollar” over and over again 
like some ritualistic chant. 
  I was firmly in battle mode. I didn’t feel 
afraid. I had told myself that, whatever 

happened, I couldn’t afford to show any fear. 
People pick up on fear. As just four white 
faces in a sea of black ones, we wouldn’t have 
stood a chance if the mob had turned on us. I 
also knew that to give anything to one beggar 
would only encourage the others the more. 
I stared fixedly in front of me and pushed 
through the crush.
  Suddenly, two young men in their early 
twenties were in front of me. Thrusting their 
faces into mine whilst walking backwards 
they shouted, “Blanc, blanc, un dollar.” I 
ignored them as if they weren’t there. Seeing 
that I wasn’t going to give them anything, 
their tone became even more aggressive and 



they began shouting something like, “Blanc, 
cacka; blanc, cacka.” I knew that ‘blanc’ 
meant foreigner, but ‘cacka’ was new to me. 
However, it was obviously some term of abuse. 
I hazarded a guess that ‘caka’ meant ‘shit’. Now 
they definitely weren’t going to get anything.
  Each of our party, except Milfort, was being 
subjected to the same treatment. Linda was 
taking it all in her stride. Twisting and turning 
she seemed to weave her way through the 
mob. Gary actually seemed to be enjoying 
himself. With his cine camera held tightly in 
his arms, he filmed our progress and zoomed 
in on the most vociferous of the beggars.
  The Canadian academic though was 
suffering badly. Clearly frightened, he 
made the mistake of giving money to some 
particularly persistent children. The baying 
mob immediately pressed forward, pinning 
him against a tombstone until Milfort rescued 
him.
White-faced and literally shaking with fear, he 
rushed close to us and kept both hands firmly 
in his pockets from then on. 
  As we battled our way towards the centre of 
the cemetery, most of the beggars dropped 
away. This gave us more opportunity to 
examine our surroundings in detail. We 
passed groups gathered around graves lit with 
candles, who were chanting, giving offerings 
and drinking the local fermented cane sugar 
drink, kleren. There were friendly, welcoming 
looks, but there were also hostile stares. 
Assuming an air of confidence I didn’t really 
feel, I pressed on. 
  Suddenly we came to a large white cross 
blackened with the soot of hundreds 
of candles that surrounded it. Scores of 
celebrants milled about. This was the cross of 
Baron Samedi and served as the focal point of 

the cemetery celebrations. 
  The more kleren that was consumed, the 
more frantic the chanting and singing became. 
From time to time, men would appear dressed 
as Baron Samedi. One gamboled through the 
throng, cracking jokes. He stopped right in 
front of me, tweaked my nose and, as I raised 
my hands in a reflex action, reached down and 
tweaked at my dick. Linda assured me that it 
was nothing personal, just the lewdness and 
humour of Gede.
  By now about an hour had passed since we 
had entered the cemetery. We felt that we had 
seen enough and that to stay longer would 
be to press our luck. With the assistance of 
two young men who had attached themselves 
to our party and who had protected us from 
the worst of the beggars, we forged a path 
back to the entrance. As we reached our car 
I gave them five dollars each. Thus ended 
a thoroughly unpleasant experience, one 
that left me exhausted from all the tension. 
I returned to the hotel and slept for several 
hours. 
  The following day we drove down to the 
coastal town of Jacmel to witness their 
Gede celebrations. Linda explained that 
we wouldn’t have to worry so much about 
security considerations, which would allow 
us more opportunity to objectively observe 
the proceedings. I gathered that she hadn’t 
enjoyed the experience of the previous day 
either.
  The genteel decay of the French colonial 
buildings of Jacmel was a refreshing change 
from the urban collapse of Port au Prince. 
There was still grinding poverty, but the 
beggars who accosted us in the cemetery 
were much more restrained than those of the 
day before.
  That evening we witnessed two Gede 
ceremonies that could hardly have been 
more different. The first was presided over 
by an enormous white woman called Carol. 
She stood all of six feet three inches in her 
stockinged feet and must have weighed 
sixteen stones at least. She was fat in places, 
but the overall impression was one of a 
strapping, great woman. Similar to some of 
the ex-pats who frequented the Oloffson, she 
seemed to have several young Haitian males 
in attendance. 
  Carol was an American with a Masters 



degree from the University of Massachusetts, 
and it showed. The carefully choreographed 
ceremony, held in a roofed temple with no 
walls, owed more to show business than to 
spirituality. Lounging about in her street 
clothes as she articulated the cult of voudou 
with considerable clarity, Carol sounded 
believable. Done up in her priestesses’ outfit 
of flowing blue robe, blue turban, sporting 
a pink silk scarf, and wielding a massive 
machete that must have been a yard long, she 
looked quite ridiculous.
  Carol, supposedly a fully initiated priestess 
herself, advertises voudou holidays on the 
internet. During some of these holidays 
she initiates would be voudouists into the 
priesthood. At the height of the ceremony, 
which consisted mostly of Carol thundering 
about the earthen floor wielding the machete 
with both hands, she pointed out Dave, a short, 
fat, bearded, Jewish guy from Syracuse, whom 
she had personally initiated.
  Voudou ‘priest’ Dave, in a Baron Samedi outfit 
he might easily have borrowed from a fancy 
dress shop, swayed gracelessly to the beat 
of the drums. Woody Allen would have made 
more of the role. Whatever. Us Jews are quite 
familiar with the role of the voudou ‘priest’, we 
call them rabbais. And Dave is only doing his 
bit for the cause. For with George W. Bush in 
the White House, what America desperately 
needs right now is more kosher witchdoctors!
  Thus far, I hadn’t been at all impressed by 
the degree of spirituality of the ceremonies 
conducted by the voudou priesthood. Those 
carried out by both Silva and Carol seemed 
to be merely voudou for tourists. As far as 
spiritual experiences go, they had left me 
cold and unmoved. I could only hope that 
the ceremony later that evening would be 
different.
    The initial proceedings hadn’t gone well. 
We had met with the priestess in a run down 
restaurant she owned in the slum quarter 
of the town. The bargaining over how much 
we should pay to witness the ceremony was 
drawn out and, at times, bitter. Clearly, she 
wanted to get as much as she could out of 
us. Again, this tended to detract from the 
supposed spirituality of the event. 
  We made our way through narrow, 
labrynthine alleys, in pitch blackness, as we 
went ever deeper into the heart of the slum. 

The thought did occur to me that, should we 
lose the priestess who was leading us, we 
would never find our way out again. That 
served to make us keep up. We arrived at the 
temple shortly before midnight.
  As a place of worship, this temple was 
entirely more impressive than any we had 
previously seen. It was fully twice as big as 
the one Silva Joseph practiced in and was lit 
by hundreds of candles. If it was also dual use, 
we saw no evidence of it. The central pole was 
massive. Decorated with fantastical carvings 
and paintings, hundreds of strange, ritualistic 
objects hung all over it.
  The ‘priest’s assistant was busy marking out 
the mystical drawings for Gede in corn-flour 
on the bare earth floor. At cardinal points he 
set lighted candles and bottles of rum. Several 
drummers sat in a group in a corner, while 
scores of celebrants in their street clothes 
thronged the margins of the temple. Some 
wore Christian crosses on chains around their 
necks.
  I did feel that we were intruding, both as the 
only whites present and as outsiders. Quite 
clearly, we weren’t sincere practitioners, 
merely curious observers. We weren’t exactly 
welcomed, but there was no real hostility 
either. With Gary filming and Linda snapping 
away, I decided to make myself inconspicuous 
and settled down in a corner.
  Suddenly, the voudou ‘priest’ appeared, 
clad all in purple. He seemed quite young, 
certainly no more than in his late twenties. He 
gave a signal and the drums began to beat. 
He was joined at the centre of the temple by 
the priestess, now clad all in white. A chorus of 
several other women, dressed in white flowing 



robes, circled them and the central post.
  At first it was just call and response, initiated 
by the ‘priest’. Then, as the beat and the 
intensity increased, the singing and dancing 
began. At the margins, the congregation 
swayed rhythmically, occasionally calling out 
and joining in the singing.
  I was trying to observe proceedings 
objectively. Un-diverted by the demands of 
participation, I was coolly appraising every 
event, however minor. I didn’t want to miss 
anything. Hopefully, my account would be a 
definitive one on the true nature of a voudou 
ceremony. 
  However, as much as I tried to remain 
objective and above the proceedings, slowly, 
inexorably, I felt myself being drawn in. The 
drumming was so loud now that it seemed to 
be inside my head. A myriad smells assailed 
my nostrils. The temple seemed to have grown 
several degrees hotter and I was sweating 
profusely. My very consciousness, previously 
casting about to take in every little thing, 
seemed to be focusing more and more on 
what the ‘priest’ and priestess were doing.
  As the drumming reached fever pitch, the 
women of the chorus seemed to experience 
some kind of seizure. One after the other, it 
sent them reeling and stumbling across the 
temple. Just when you thought they were about 
to fall, they were caught and supported by the 
rest. According to voudou lore, they had been 
possessed by the spirits of Gede.
  Then, after a quick swig of rum, they would 
break away, dancing wildly and spinning 
round and round in a fashion that would have 
made any ordinary person dizzy in seconds. 
The most amazing thing though was that, no 
matter how fast they spun, or how wildly they 
danced, often with their eyes closed, not once 
did their feet come close to knocking over 
one of the candles or bottles that had been 
placed on the mystical drawings. There was no 
rational explanation for this.
  By now, the whole room and everyone in it 
was convulsing to the deafening beat of the 
drums. Whatever was happening (and I still 
haven’t really worked it out), I was caught 
up in it. I felt elated, enthused, excited and 
moved, all at the same time. I wouldn’t attempt 
to try to quantify the experience with words 
like ‘trance’ or ‘possession’, but I had certainly 
attained some kind of higher state, spiritual or 

otherwise. 
  I like being in control. My awesome 
self-discipline, built up over 24 years of 
incarceration, was designed to achieve just 
that end. So to be out of control, or rather, to 
be controlled by other forces, was completely 
alien to me. I experienced a brief feeling of 
panic. I had to get away.
  I stumbled out into the night, disorientated 
and confused. Never have the shadows of 
a darkened street seemed so ominous. As 
I waited for the others I clearly remember 
hoping that whatever had touched me in the 
temple would find no foothold in me. I had 
come to Haiti to get rid of any spirits that 
might be troubling me, not to find one and 
take it home with me.  
  All mysticism aside, the Haiti assignment was 
a considerable success. ‘Front’ ran my story 
in their next issue, accompanied by a score 
or so of dramatic and exotic pictures. Central 
amongst the latter was one of me naked. 
Well not completely naked. It was shot from 
behind, from the waist up, with Silva’s altar in 
the background and the porcelain bowl just 
above my head. And there, on the byline for 
the photography, was Linda’s name. 
  It was a ticking bomb. Should Marsha ever 
discover the article, all the spirits of Gede 
wouldn’t be able to protect me from her wrath. 
Now that’s what I call living dangerously! 

From the book Dangerous Places, Dangerous 
People
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WRITERS
HavE you alWayS WanTEd To WRITE? 

youR lIfE SToRy, youR caT’S lIfE SToRy, kIllER 
cHRISTmaS caRdS,

a THREaTEnIng lETTER To goRdon BRoWn, youR 
oBITuaRy?

HERE’S a SuRE fIRE Way To HavE THE laST WoRd WITH 
youR BElovEd.

SEnd HIm/HER a SaRcaSTIc lETTER WITH no RETuRn 
addRESS.

THE pEn IS EvER mIgHTIER THan THE SWoRd, So lEavE a 
pERmanEnT 

lEgacy foR poSTERITy. WRITE SomETHIng mEanIngful!

aRE STIll In pRInT.
onE IS pRESEnTly In pRoducTIon aS a majoR movIE. So 

mayBE I’vE goT THE 

TIpS.

conTacT mE THougH my WEBSITE aT:

WWW.paRkERSTalES.com
                                                           Norman Parker



5  Pointz 
A word with Meres One

What is the 5 Pointz

The 5 pointz is a 200,000 square foot 
warehouse in Queens, New York, basically 
an entire city block. It was originally set up 
in 1993 as the Phun Phactory as a legit space 
for artists to come and drop pieces, but when 
it closed and fell into disrepair, I negotiated 
with the landlord to take the place over and 
reopened it as an outdoor exhibit space called 
the 5 Pointz  - The Institute of Higher Burnin.  5 
Pointz represents the coming together of the 
5 New York boroughs and until a few months 
ago, we had about 90 resident artists who 
rented studio space in the building and we 
used the outside as a controlled canvas for 
local and international artists to come, drop 
pieces and contribute to the overall story. The 
building is 5 industrial stories high, and as you 
can see, we pretty much managed to cover the 

whole exterior in aerosol.

What’s your story, how did you get into 
aerosol.

I’ve been writing for over 20 years now. 
When I was young I’d always been into art 
but didn’t really know anything about graffiti. 





I flipped through some of the graffiti books 
that were around at the time, started doing 
black books and putting some sketches and 
some characters together, began meeting 
people who’d explain it to me a little deeper 
and give me some insights into the art, and 
then I really started to notice it properly. Then 
one day, I saw this smurf painted up on a wall, 
and, being there, looking at that, seeing how 
it had been done, really inspired me and 
awoke me to the realization that this was what I 
wanted to be doing. So I started tagging in my 
neighborhood, moved into tagging different 
neighborhoods and I was rolling

Why did you go from the streets to a legit 
warehouse – what possibilities did the 
space open up and what’s the vibe like?

Well straight away, you can really put together 
some amazing, well thought out pieces, 
work up an intricately designed, elaborate 
background, and really concentrate on detail. 
You can come back to your piece, even a 
day or 2 later, think about it, perfect it, bring 
in new twists. Think about it, on the streets, 
throwing up illegally, you’ve got that window 
of opportunity and then you are DONE. You 
know, you’re permanently looking over your 
shoulder making sure you don’t get rolled 
on by the police, or even other writers who 
might be rivals or whatever. So 5 Pointz - it’s a 
relaxed creative atmosphere. We used to have 
permanent artists with their own space until 
very recently, and there’s a regular community 
of people, young and old, who come and hang 
out and keep the space alive and buzzing. 
We get DJ’s coming in, MC’s, artists visiting 

from all over the world to leave their mark 
and swap ideas, and it’s a vibrant, creative, 
expressive environment. In any one day you’ll 
have graffiti artists doing walls, kids sketching 
out their black books, a DJ dropping beats 
and breakdancers are doing their thing on 
the floor. It’s totally community based and 
completely non violent. Really talented kids 
and teenagers can find their voice here and 
hang out, be cool, be safe – we’ve got 2 young 
talents who live in Westchester and STILL 
come in 3 times a week and a very talented 
graffiti and tattoo artist called Sey who’s in a 
wheelchair and he comes over from as far as 
Pennsylvania every couple of weeks. There’s a 
lot of stories behind that place, a lot of people 





that come – it’s a great, positive environment.

As a visiting artist, how do you qualify to 
drop a piece?

Well that’s the thing….everybody has the right 
to drop a piece. From when I began, I wanted 
everyone to start out with that equal right. 
Now if you’re not that good, or if you’re what 
they call a ‘toy’, then your piece will last, well, 
a limited amount of time! But if you’re a lot 
more talented it can really stay up for a long 
time, a year even maybe, whatever. But don’t 
forget – you could be the most talented graffiti 
artist in the entire world, shit hot famous or 
whatever….but if you come and do your piece, 
but don’t really put the effort in, don’t do a 
background, then you’re piece just ain’t going 
to last as long as it would have. It goes on the 
performance – you pull out all the effort, really 
work hard, then it’ll be up for a good long 
while! We had these German artists a while 
back who had made it their goal to come 
and do a piece on the building and when 
they came I said to them, forget the piece, 
why not do a real production, sure, it’ll take 
a little more time, you’ll have to stay longer, 
but you’ve come all this way, if you put that 
extra effort in, your work will be up that much 
longer too. I also target specific artists who’s 
work I’m into and I respect. But with a lot of 
the artists, you put a little nudge on them and 
they’re even excelling themselves – and with 
all this wall space, all this art, it gives the 5 
Pointz a real museum quality. That’s what we’re 
really going for now, with the artists gone from 
the inside, my goal is to reforge the 5 Pointz as 
a graffiti art museum

Do you end up with more collaborations 
than on the street?

Well the problem with that is, that space in the 
5 Pointz is kind of like real estate. You know, 
you as an artist have managed to get that 
space for your piece, it’s going to be your one 
piece in the 5 Pointz, so it’s personal. 

Do you paint as much as ever or do you 
sometimes get consumed by running the 
place?
I’ve learned through the years. No-one has 
ever done this before so I’m building it and 
learning as I go. Nowadays, painting times for 
artists coming in are weekend daytimes and 
by appointment only during the week. I used 
to be open 7 days a week all day, but I had to 
break it down into set hours, because it really 
impacted my personal life, my relationships, 
and just physically. So now, when I want to 
paint, I’ll do it in the week, but don’t get me 
wrong, it’s almost impossible for me to do a 
piece at the 5 Pointz uninterrupted – there’s 
always something I have to deal with. And it’s 
stressful at times – no doubt. But if I’m really 
feeling the painting, I’ll leave home at 6am, in 
by 7 and I’ve got a good 4/5 hours on my own 
before everybody else starts to show up.

What’s the current status of the space





We had a real tragedy this year. An exterior 
staircase collapsed and one of the artists who 
had a studio space was on her way down the 
stairs and she fell 40 feet and landed with a 
pile of rubble on her that it  took 16 people 
to lift off , but she lived….she lived – it was 
a total miracle. Apart from the personal 
sadness, had she died, there’s no doubt that 
it would have been the end of it all. But after 
the collapse, the building authorities came in 
and certified the building unsafe and dug up 
all the violations that had been swept under 
the rug for years. So we were closed down and 
all the artists had to leave and the landlord 
was forced to fix all of these building flaws. 
In practice, that basically meant everything 
being concreted over and the legendary 
outside painted over – even all the high 
graffiti. The Hall of Fame in Harlem, which is 
pretty much the biggest in New York apart 

from us…..that 
has maybe 30 
pieces….The 5 
Pointz?…..We 
had between 
300 and 400. The 
place was like a 
war zone. But you 
know, the second 

we got it back, I 
went out and hired a crane, and in one month, 
we threw fresh paint on about 92% of the high 
exterior. We finally ran out of time on the crane 
hire, and so there’s still about 20 spaces left to 
fill, but I’m going to go get it back in a couple 
of weeks, finish it up and do more. But you 
know – it’s like a clean slate, new energy…. All 
the pieces I used to see up there, reminded 
me of everything old and it was the right 
time – totally by accident to start anew. And 
some of the repairs that were forced onto the 

place opened up access to even more outside 
wall space – we can push it further than ever 
before, and I’m going for the Guinness Book 
of Records for the most covered building. But I 
tell you – that time repainting the outside once 
the repairs were done…… I had to drive the 
crane for every single piece. You’re looking 
at anywhere between 2 and 5 hours for each 
piece, so I was stuck in this 3x6 foot bucket 
for like 15 hours a day for a solid month. That 
was definitely a test of will, and physically 
agonizing, not being even able to stand up, or 
walk a couple of paces to stretch out. And you 
know, there’s no salary…this is all about the 
love.

What does the future hold?

The building has a limited amount of time, no 
doubt. Someone for sure is going to want to 
come along, see it as prime real estate and 
want to build apartment blocks. But on the 
flip side, I’ve been hearing this for years, and 
right now with the economy being a little 
funky, I’d say we’ve got that much more time 
– couple of years maybe? BUT… I know that 
money talks and I know that paperwork talks 
but I really want to make a museum out of 
this. It’s the only thing I have left to really do 
with the 5 Pointz, the only level left to reach. 
The walls, the outside….it’’s reached it’s peak 
and couldn’t really get any better. You know, 
maybe one wall looked a little better this year, 
another looked a little better last year, but 
overall, the system especially from the outside 



is maxed out and I can’t really expect 
anything more. So now I want to move 
my efforts towards the inside. But the 
time is now – I look at how fast all the 
studio artists had to leave….the same 
could happen to all of us at any time. 
This is the moment
I’ve just signed a contract with a grant 
writing firm. I went to them with the 
museum idea and they said that it’s a 
real possibility, to the extent that they 
took on the contract pro bono, so if we 
don’t succeed, they aren’t getting paid. 
Through my relationship with them, I’ll 
also get a pro bono lawyer representing 
the 5 Pointz, and so right there, there’s 
2 major pieces to the puzzle. On top 
of that, I’ve been in meetings with a 
nameless individual who has come forward and said that he wants to help us, and this person 
has the power to point us in the right direction for funding. So there are a lot of positive signs 
– it’s going to take a lot of work and an endless stream of paper and procedure but I firmly 
believe it’s going to happen. A lot of people tell me I’m crazy – but then a lot of people said 
exactly the same thing when I told them I was going to cover the building from top to bottom. I 
know it’s going to happen. You have to be here to feel the magic

5ptz.com
http://www.myspace.com/meresone



Mark Moore
 (S’Express) 

Enjoy this Trip

There’s the famous saying that if you can 
remember the Sixties you weren’t really 
there. After Acid house I have a problem 
remembering anything let alone Acid house 
and the Eighties. Through the strawberry 
flavored smoke machine of my foggy mind I 
remember a few flashes. It started off quite 
sane. I had done most of my experimenting 
of LSD, mushrooms and the like in my teens. 
By 1986 and 87 I was merely a stoner. I played 
strange records from Detroit and Chicago 
at the Pyramid (in Heaven) and The Mud 
Club while Colin Favor - the first person I 
heard play a Chicago record - spun at both 
Pyramid and The Jungle. Next thing I know 
Paul Oakenfold (who would come to my 
nights armed with records from the promotion 
company he was working for) is telling me to 
come to his club The Future. Meanwhile Danny 
Rampling is asking me if he can have a copy 
of a record I had just made (“You know Mark - 
the one that goes ‘I’ve got the house for you!’”) 
which hasn’t been pressed up yet but is being 
played by me at Pyramid off a cassette. He 
also asks if I’d like to spin at his club Shoom.

Now while Pyramid was largely gay, culturally 
mixed, pissed up and ever so trendy; Shoom 
and The Future were very white, suburban 
and under the influence of Ecstasy. It was the 
first time since Taboo a few years back that 
I had seen the likes of such Bacchanalian 
Ecstasy taking. This delightful riff-raff, who I 
gather had emerged from the 80s soul scene, 
were devouring it in huge amounts after 
discovering it in Ibiza along with discovering 
Alfredo who was coming on all Balearic 
over there. They thought themselves very 
daring playing a Cure or Woodentops record. 
Outrageous! I knew that this small scene 
was literally the future - they had the drugs 
and they had the nutters. They were the only 
places other than Pyramid, Mud, Jungle and 

Delirium which had embraced the House 
sound in London but with a whole new energy. 
The cool clubs in the West End of London 
were then dominated by hip-hop and rare 
groove and weren’t having any of it. In my first 
interview for the NME I said that London’s 
drug of choice was weed and if the drug 
changed the choice of music would change 
too. To the old school, House music was 
equated with fag music and until they popped 
their first pill they just plain didn’t get it. But 
boy-oh-boy, when that first pill exploded in 
their unsuspecting minds did they get it with 
a born-again vengeance. ‘Get right on one 
matey’ indeed.

So it’s all going along rather nicely, especially 
Shoom. The family of loved up regulars, those 
in the know, and their lucky friends grew 



larger through word of mouth. Press are the 
enemy and are forbidden entry - they will 
only spoil it. (A year later all the press would 
have to go to Manchester and rewrite history 
by saying it started at the Hacienda.. but I 
digress!) The mood is fueled by (along with 
‘you know what’) Jenny and Danny Rampling’s 
‘Battle Of Britain’ spirit as ice pops are 
handed out with gay abandon to the parched 
and needy. The Shoom fanzine proves to be 
a wonderful read which keeps you ‘in the 
zone’ until the next Shoom. It all feels like a 
special secret and a weekly trip to paradise 
that only WE know about. People start getting 
all mystical about it, bonding with anyone 
dancing next to them as their consciousness 
expands. Conversations are mainly about 
how many drugs you’ve done, “I love you 
you’re my best mate” (to people met only 
ten minutes ago), the ozone layer and this 
strange thing called recycling that we should 
all do. The second summer of love is coming! 
However, Jenny Rampling is actually as strict 
on the door of Shoom as Steve Strange was at 
The Blitz. “No lilac clad camels!” Jenny would 
also storm round the club demanding that 
tops were replaced onto sweaty-boy bodies 
immediately. For a scene that promotes love 
and unity it became clear that this was for 

the elite who were obviously a lot more more 
equal than others - and why the hell not?

Paul Oakenfold has the masterstroke of 
opening Spectrum on a Monday night at 
Heaven - for EVERYONE (“On one. Monday. 
All day. Spectrum”). The old school laugh 
and scoff. Filling a huge place like that on a 
Monday? Ridiculous! The first night has about 
200 people in a place that holds about 1500. 
The old school smile smugly and deem it a 
failure. But every one of those 200 people 
have a blindin’ time and the following week 
bring a friend or two. The next party is even 
better. By then I have had a hit record (you 



know... the life changing one that turned all 
those fifteen year old Smash Hits readers into 
drug addicts). I go off to Europe for a couple 
of weeks promotion. When I come back I go 
straight to Spectrum and find a queue going 
right round the block! The fuse is lit - only a 
matter of time until the explosion.

KABOOM! Nicky Holloway opens The Trip at 
The Astoria (the same place where the Watson 
brothers did Delirium playing House music 
behind wire mesh to protect themselves from 
bottles thrown by hip-hop kids). It’s huge and 
it’s on a Saturday night. The atmosphere is 
like the winning goal at cup final prolonged 
for the entire night. When it shuts ravers 
dance in the fountains outside and wave their 
arms screaming ‘Acieed’ when the police 
turn on their sirens. Suddenly there are a 
lot more black faces in what was previously 
a very white scene. Many are hip-hop kids 
who got right on one matey and swapped 
their Kangols for bandanas. Meanwhile other 
scenesters like Mr C (who could be found 
MCing at Pyramid and later joined The 
Shamen), seminal act Bang The Party (the 
main black dudes of a handful who were on 
the scene at the start) and Eddie Richards are 
playing at RIP in Clink Street which focused on 
deeper and more soulful sounds. “None of that 
poppy Balearic nonsense!”. Hedonism and 
Confusion are two other crucial nights.

Each week there seem to be more and more 
parties especially illegal warehouse raves. 
The original Acidarati don’t take it well that 
‘the scene’ is now out of their hands. The 
term ‘Acid Ted’ is coined for ‘the others’ and 
Boys Own fanzine do a hilarious poster of 
a sheep dressed in dungarees and Kickers. 
But snobbery aside most of the parties are 
fantastic while the original scenesters now 
seem jaded and self conscious about having 
a good time. “Oh I don’t do Ecstasy anymore. 
I’m doing coke now” turns into a catch phrase 
alongside the dealers mantra of “E’s, Trips, 
Charlie”. Eventually, Paul Oakenfold does 
an about turn - shuts Spectrum and opens 
Movement 98 playing only slow records. 
This is actually due to anti-Acid press which 
we’ll come to in a moment. It dies a death 
and Spectrum is re-opened as Land Of Oz. 



(Thankfully everyone was too mashed to remember this crazy blip) Meanwhile the hoi-poloi 
dos have the right sense of fun and naivety that make a great party.

And still no mention of drugs in the press! The Sun is even offering a Smiley t-shirt to it’s 
readers! Then comes that fateful day that *name censored* did a warehouse party, Apocalypse 
Now, and invited News At Ten to film it. Jenny Rampling rallies the troops and insists that no 
one go or deejay there. I can’t resist and go anyway. “They just want to show what a fantastic 
atmosphere it is”, *name censored* naively insisted. The next night they broadcast monged 
out ravers trance dancing in a typical ‘this could be your daughter’ exposé. The Sun pull their 
t-shirts and brand acid house EVIL while running ‘Evil Acid Baron’ articles and more pictures 
of gurning ravers. Today newspaper prints a picture of me with ‘ACID HOUSE sex, drugs and 
music cult risk to our children’ under it even though I actually look quite cute and cuddly in 
the picture. The BBC ban any record with the word ACID in it and come Xmas Top Of The Pops 
they censor the ‘Enjoy this trip’ bit of my record. (S’Express singer Michelle sat on the floor 
of the stage in a sulky-strop protest after she finished singing - Happy Christmas!) All of this 
combined is the best advertisement for Acid House and drug taking you could ever hope for. 
Overnight the nation of Great Britain changes. Tomorrow... the world.

Mark Moore
http://www.markmoore.com

http://www.myspace.com/markmoore



And Now For a Quick Word 

with Mark.....

You were there from the first BEAT, how 
does Acid House compare to past cultural 
shifts such as Punk Rock?

Punk rock celebrated being different and 
it celebrated anger. It might not sound 
positive but it actually was. Very liberating 
to a bored teenager back then. Acid House 
celebrated unity and a loving vibe. It sounds 
like the opposite to punk but the‘get up and 
do it’ energy was very similar. I think both 
movements live on.Most of the Acid House 
ideas seem to have been assimilated into 
mainstream 
culture and lifestyles today. Everyone wants to 
party and ‘have it large’. The ‘peace, love and 
unity’, alas has fallen by the wayside in the 
assimilation. It’s still there in the background 
but it takes 
second place to pure hedonism. Punk liveson 
in its spirit, mainly to people who have an 
underground sensibility. It will always be a 
byword for rebellion whereas I don’t think 
people get images of 
rebellion when they talk about Acid House 
(even though it was 
rebellious!).

What does the S in S’Express stand for?

Sex, sampling, seventies, Sonique!

Tell us a little about The Theatre of 
Madness that was Spectrum.

Along with Shoom it was a seminal club, 
purely word of mouth that kicked off the 
second summer of love. We’re talking a large 
club for over 1000 clubbers - and this was way 
before the Hacienda got right 
on one! Spectrum remains underground to 
this day and really should have the same 
legendary status as the Hacienda. Journalists 
missed out because they weren’t allowed in so 
history got rewritten!



We have no doubt you were partying your 
little heart out in the week 
leading up to your Top of the Pops 
appearance.How did it feel standing on that 
stage?

It was a fun three minutes prancing around on 
stage after a whole day 
of boredom sitting in a grey BBC dressing 
room waiting to do 
rehearsals for the camera set-ups. Basically a 
long anti-climax 
followed by a quick, dizzying orgasm.

Name some of the pivotal clubs of 1987-88.

The usual names; Shoom, Future, Spectrum, 
Clink St, Confusion, Sin, Pyramid, Mud Club, 
etc.

Why do you think the government took 
such a zero tolerant approach 
to Acid House?

Sheer knee jerk hysteria to the word ‘drugs’. If 
the government sat down and thought about it 
they would have realized it was actually 
the best way to keep the youth of Britain 

in a nonaggressive state. I’m surprised the 
American government didn’t pump Ecstasy 
into the ghettos like they did with heroin in the 
seventies.

When it came to the music being produced 
in the UK, one of the vocal samples that 
has burrowed its way into memory is from 
The Theme from S’Express’’I got the hots 
for you’, did you think this track would be 
played twenty years later?

I had no idea. I thought I had made a cult 
record that people would 
say, “That track was so good. I should have 
been number 1!”. I also thought I would be 
chased out of town for bringing back DISCO 
which was still a dirty word back then.

You were involved in pirate radio in the 
eighties, how did listeners respond to the 
new sound?

It was all rare groove and hip-hop then. 
People HATED house music! Just didn’t get. 
The B-boys would complain when you started 
playing House Music... or even throw bottles 
in a few cases! Once they took their first 



‘E’ they saw the light and swapped their Kangol for a 
headband.

Will Acid House Happen again?

Not in the same way. There will always be Acid House 
nights that look back fondly but it’s something you can’t 
recreate. They tried to do 
Woodstock again and the place got burnt down! Maybe 
if we got a new drug that made people feel loved up and 
empathic again it could happen but we would also need 
a new kind of music.

We know you’ve released a ton of records since those 
days so what 
you up to at the moment?

Working on new tracks and even some S’Express stuff! 
Doing the usual DJing around the globe and also my 
club night Can Can.







Knit the City

LSD NOTE - YA GOTTA LOVE IT

Please introduce yourselves and say how 
you met... Where did the idea come from?

Knit the City was hatched like a yarn-
covered Godzilla in February 2009 on 
the chilly banks of the River Thames. Six 
lone woolly warriors joined forces with 
travelling graffiti knitting legend PolyCotN 
of Knitta Please to yarnstorm/guerrilla 
knit the South Bank. Some of us had 
dabbled before, some hadn’t. By the end of 
that day the Knit the City Yarn Corps was 
formed. London’s first guerrilla knitting 
collective, and we’ve been yarnstorming 
our fair city ever since.
The idea came from all over the place, like 
manky one-legged pigeons when you throw 
crumbs down in Trafalgar Square. We all 
wanted to yarnstorm for different reasons, 
but one thing was clear - we weren’t 
content putting our knitting on small 
children and ungrateful relatives. There 

was a whole city out there getting chilly.
 
How many guerrilla-knitters in the group? 

There are six of us. Deadly Knitshade, The 
Purple Purler, The Bluestocking Stitcher, 
Knitting Ninja, Lady Loop and Shorn-a the 
Dead.

What’s the average age of group members? 

Mid 20s to mid 30s. Yarnstorming gives 
our cheeks that youthful glow. That and the 
blood of our victims.

Are you veteran knitters or did you learn 
for this particular purpose? 

We all knit or crocheted before Knit the 
City. Knit the City just gave our stitching a 
more dastardly purpose. Which was nice.

What’s the biggest street job you’ve done 
and how long did it take? 





Depends what you mean by big.
For our Phonebox Cosy we covered an 
entire London phonebox in knitting. It took 
a couple of weeks of planning and about six 
days of flat-out knitting. We had templates, 
schematics, tantrums, several cases of 
RSI, mild panic attacks, cake to fortify 
the nerves, and a hairy incident with the 
police right in the middle of the yarnstorm. 
Those of us it didn’t kill are now far more 
seasoned.

In terms of poke-your-eye-out intricate and 
all kinds of arty there was our Web of Woe. 
One 13 by 4 foot spider web, 5 hooks no-
nailed to the target area 48 hours before, 
44 horrified and entrapped individually 
designed and handknitted/crocheted 
creatures, one giant spider to snack on 
them all. A veritable feast of insect tragedy 
in the Leake Street graffiti tunnel. It lasted 
all of 24 hours before someone nicked the 
whole thing.

Graff / Street artist carry particular kit 
when on the road, run us through your 
guerrilla kit-bag?

yArn - can be as eye-gougingly hideous 
as you like. We do use pretty stuff too but 
you won’t catch us covering a car aerial in 
cashmere or anything. Unless, of course, 
someone fancies give us some woolly 
donations. Our last donation came from the 
son of a lady who had recently ‘passed on’. 
He told us had she been alive she’d have 
joined us. We think the yarn is possessed 
with a bit of cheeky old dear spirit.
knitting neeDLeS AnD crochet hook - 

from scarily tiny (think surgical needle) to 
you-could-kill-someone-with-that huge
Pre-knitteD yArnStormS - for those 
moments when you see something and you 
feel an overwhelming need to yarnstorm it
cABLe tieS - in various colours. A 
yarnstormers best friend. Quick, zippy, 
and less fiddly than sewing if you’re trying 
to make a quick getaway. Also a bastard to 
remove. Bring scissors.
SciSSorS - sharp ones. Or even better a 
swiss army knife. Just because they worry 
people slightly more when you fiddle about 
with them for the scissors and accidentally 
pull out the wood saw.
tAPeStry neeDLe - a big needle for 
fast sewing. For the more thorough 
yarnstormer.
LABeLS - luggage tags, dymo-tape slogans, 
purple flowers, woolly ladybirds. We all 
have our mark.
A ruLer/tAPe meASure - sometimes we 
like to be thorough and make stuff fit nice 
and snug. Although, that said, sometimes 
we don’t.

How does the public and officials respond 
to your work? 

We’ve seen people hug a phonebox 
in Parliament Square. We’ve watched 
puzzled but pleased smiles from grumpy 
commuters. We had a ‘Stop and Search’ 
warning from the Westminster police 
(after which one of them took a photo of 
the phonebox on his phone for his wife). We 
haven’t had a single negative reaction yet. 
People tend to go ‘awwwwwwww’ and tell 
us stories about their grannies. With the 
Web of Woe we had slightly more disturbed 



reactions: “Is that butterfly swearing?” or 
“Is that a dead mouse and a dismembered 
frog?”
People also find it hugely amusing 
and appreciate the seeming anarchy 
and ridiculousness of it. The act of 
yarnstorming and the reactions as you 
go are all part of the fun. They often ask 
‘Why are you doing this?’, but in London 
at least, they don’t seem to expect any 
kind of meaningful answer. It’s the deeply 
ingrained English love of all things 
eccentric, we think. People just seem to 
understand that if we need to do it then they 
should let us get on with it.

Since discovering Knit the City, we’ve 
found guerrilla knitters in the states and 
other countries, where would you say a 
bulk of them are based?

The states and Canada are home to a few 
of the big yarnbombers (as they call them): 
they were there before us and we love 
them for it. Knitta Please are probably best 
known in the US.
There’s the Yarnbombing.com chicks 
too in Canada. They wrote the book on it. 
Literally. But further under the radar there 

are groups all over the world in Holland, 
Germany, New Zealand, Australia. New 
groups are springing up all the time 
too. It’s like some kind of yarnstorming 
pandemic. London didn’t have a dedicated 
Yarn Corps until we threw our needles in 
the mix. There were solo elements, and still 
are. 
 
Do you execute campaigns during the 
evenings or daytime? 

Oddly it doesn’t matter. The minute we 
start covering something in knit people 
tend to get a blind spot right where we are. 
Covent Garden was a prime example. Very 
few people stopped to ask what was taking 
place. London embraces the eccentric like 
it was always there. It’s a fine city to be a 
graffiti knitter in.
That said, there is something exciting 
about some sneaky night tagging, 
especially when people pass you in the 
street and are clearly thinking: “Why is 
that lady hugging that telephone pole?”. 
We imagine wandering past a yarnstorm 
on your way to work, which clearly wasn’t 
there the evening before, must be quite 
a nice way to start your humdrum day. 



We love the smell of yarnstorming in the 
morning.

How do you choose locations? 

If it screams London then it’s a likely 
location. We’re lucky because so many bits 
of London do just that. If you can point your 
camera at it and get a bit of knitting in the 
same frame with something that makes 
you think of roast beef, the Queen or black 
taxis then we’re likely to find something 
to yarnstorm in the area. Which makes 
us all the more likely to get caught too. 
Apparently there are a few CCTV cameras 
in Parliament Square. Who knew?

You’ll also find we might get a bit 
historical. Watch and learn.

__________________________________________
___

We’re going to split up for these questions, as 
you’re getting personal.

What’s your motivation?

DeADLy knitShADe: There’s sort of an 
strangely addictive rush to cable-tying/
sewing something you’ve spent hours 
handcrafting to something unexpected and 
then running away. It takes a bit of bravery 
to be openly a bit odd in public.
Shorn-A the DeAD: It’s just really fun. We 
all love knitting and crochet anyway, so 
just making stuff is part of the motivation, 
but for me at least the actual yarnstorming 
act has quite a performative element. 
DeADLy knitShADe: There really is. People 
have said “I can’t believe you just stopped 
in the middle of Covent Garden and did 
that!” as if you’d killed someone or run 
around in the nip.
PurPLe PurLer: Making other people 
smile! :-)
LADy LooP: It’s bloody good fun. And as I 
can’t draw or paint, working with knitting 
is the closest I’m ever going to get to being 
an artist.
knitting ninjA: Being able to spread some 
woolly love to Londoners.

If you could place your work anywhere in 
the world, where would it be? 

LADy LooP: You know when you look up and 
you see a piece of graffiti and think: “How 
the deuce did they get up there?” That’s the 
place for me.
DeADLy knitShADe: Somewhere that makes 
people’s eyebrows raise in a “How the 
bleedin’ heck did you get away with that?” 
manner. I have been eyeing the Downing 
Street door knocker.

Are you knitters turned artists or artists 
turned knitters?
 
PurPLe PurLer: We’re artists?!?! 
LADy LooP: Artists, donchaknow.
DeADLy knitShADe: We’ve been called 
‘artfag’ before. By some slightly angry 
graffiti artists who considered we 
were stepping on their toes with our 
yarnstorming. We’re considering getting 
that word tattooed about our persons. We 
have adopted it. We are sooooo utterly 





artfag. We can hardly bear it.

What’s the topic of conversation at your 
knit groups?

BLueStocking Stitcher: What we’re 
making at the moment. What we want from 
the bar. Shag, marry, cliff?
PurPLe PurLer: Where can we get decent 
cake/pear cider/sailor jerry rum? Hot 
vampires.
DeADLy knitShADe: We plan evil. We 
plan good. Think along the lines of 
Wonderwoman, Catwoman, Batgirl, Poison 
Ivy etc sitting about in a pub knitting 
graffiti. Not babies. Not shopping. Not 
shoes. Not Big Brother evictions.

Did you ever dream you’d be taking direct 
action in this format? 

BLueStocking Stitcher: I’m not really 
sure that we are taking direct action. That 
sounds rather serious. This is fun. Can’t we 
all just get along?
LADy LooP: Of course. One was always 
thinking about how to jolly up the 
comrades. 
knitting ninjA: If you’d told me I’d be 
doing this two years ago, I would never 
have believed you.
DeADLy knitShADe: Direct action? I 
put knitting on stuff! Take that, corrupt 
government!

Have any of you done street art in the past? 
 
PurPLe PurLer: We suspect that the 
Bluestocking Stitcher has a long history of 
interpretive street dance. She may deny it.
Bluestocking Stitcher: I deny a long history 

of interpretive street dance.
LADy LooP: I once sang B*Witches 
accapella in the street. Does that count?
DeADLy knitShADe: I wrote the name of 
my favourite film on a fence in Dublin in 
permanent marker when I was 14. I have 
lived with the guilt ever since. It was The 
Goonies.

Do you start all jobs from scratch or do you 
prepare panels before arriving at given 
location?

BLueStocking Stitcher: The size and 
intricacy of projects like the Phonebox 
Cosy and the Web of Woe mean we have to 
make things in advance and assemble on 
site.
LADy LooP: For team projects, it’s all about 
the planning. But solo yarnstorming are 
usually pretty spontaneous.
knitting ninjA: The key is in the 
preparation.
DeADLy knitShADe: As everyone’s said 
it’s all in the prep. If you look carefully in 
the weeks before a yarnstorm you’ll may 
find us laying out templates on the floors of 
certain useful empty London venues. We all 
look harried and have that sweatshop shine 
about our faces.

Who is the fastest knitter on the firm and 
how many stitches per hour?
 
PurPLe PurLer: I’d say Bluestocking 
Stitcher.
LADy LooP: I concur.
Shorn-A the DeAD: Motion carried.

Shall we call 
Guinness or will 
you continue at 
your own pace?

DeADLy 
knitShADe: 
How do you 
know we haven’t 
already called 
them ourselves? 
Unless you’re 
offering to buy 
us Guinness. In 



which case we’ll have six pints and a 
packet of peanuts, please.

Do you know anyone that’s been 
arrested while placing knit-art?

PurPLe PurLer: It’s been a close call a 
few times, but we’re masters of our art 
and stealth.
DeADLy knitShADe: Who said that?
LADy LooP: There’s no box to tick on the back of a Stop and Search ticket for a yarnstorm. 
We should know. Mwahaha, we’ve beaten 
the system!







Paddington green 24:00

In the first issue of LSD , Sirius 23 kicked off 
the spiralling story of Paddington Green, 
and Dirk Robertson, whose art was featured 
in that issue has taken up the theme and 
spun it on it’s axis into a fresh dimension. 
Who’s writing the next installment? - get in 
touch....

The floodlights surrounding Paddington 
Green Station bathed the surrounding area in 
bright piercing light. Shafts of light bounced 
off the metallic green bonnet of the BMW 
M3 parked right in front of the station in the 
restricted area. Two young men lounged on 
the bonnet. One of them smoked a thin sharp 
roll-up which protruded from his lips and 
moved with the motion of his head as though 
pointing to some far-off point of interest. 

Smoke lazily curled up into the night air and 
was sharp enough to make him close his 
piercing hazel eyes, just slightly. His locks 
shook as he moved his head, removed the 
baseball cap with NY emblazoned on the front 
then took the cigarette from his mouth. He 
looked at it as though he expected it to speak 
to him. He peered, slowly, at his companion. It 
was a deep, knowing, concentrated stare.

“Shouldn’t be long now, mate.” He spoke 
quietly as he leant back on the bonnet of 
the car and stretched lazily as he let out a 
loud deep yawn. His friend smiled back then 
popped a chip into his mouth from the hot 
brown steaming packet resting on his leg. A 
mixture of vinegar and sauce trickled down 
the side of his contented mouth. Unlike his 
compatriot he was not clean shaven. A trail 
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of chip juice lodged in the bristles on his 
chin.  Both black, muscular and dressed in 
casual but expensive threads they looked like 
a pair of revolutionaries waiting to storm the 
gates of the Bastille.

They thought it was about to start when the 
policeman had come running out, but he 
hadn’t given them a blind bit of notice as he 
hurried to the car park, which by rights was 
where the BMW should have been. But the two 
young men didn’t care. This was their night 
and the games were set to begin. They didn’t 
now, when and they didn’t know what the 
outcome would be but they were gladiators 
ready for whatever was going to come out of 
Paddington Green that night.

They both looked up at the CCTV, staring back 
at them, and smiled. The smell of chips wafted 
through the night air.

The controller looked back at them.. He had 
only just come on. The shift change meant 
he was about thirty seconds in his turn. He 
pressed the button on his desk. A tense sharp 
voice spat back.

“Yes.”

“Check out screen 2. There’s some work 
waiting for you. There was silence as the 
uniformed officer clicked on number 2. When 
his voice came back, it was dark, quiet and full 
of testosterone.

“Watch me kick some ass.” He drooled.

“Take some back up.” The controller advised.

“Nah. This is the Green. You got the Screen. 
Just watch my back and we’re all on track.” He 
signed off.

Down in the front area Jeff Bowman hitched up 
his trousers and checked his utiliity belt. He 
even had a jaw like Batman. This was going 
to be fun. What possessed these idiots. What 
made them think they could park their car 
there and that they would survive to tell the 
tale.

The night air felt good as he let the heavy 
door swing behind him. The camera above 
his head twitched in anticipation. He has just 
started seeing a very well built young lady 
who worked in the American style diner in 
Soho. She was going to show him some serious 
love when he told her about tonight and how 
he sorted this lot out, single-handed. Many 
goodies awaited him. She loved his tales 
of dark uniforms policing the streets.....He 
swallowed and brought his mind back to the 
present.

He stepped down from the front ledge and 
walked slowly towards the two men. They 
did not adjust their positions on the car and 
if they were even remotely bothered by his 
impending presence they did not show it.

He stopped directly in front of them, adjusted 
his trousers and belt, paused for effect then 
spoke.

“What do you think you are doing here. No 
vehicles can be parked in this area.” He was 
not prepared for the answer, not at all.

The one with roll-up back in his mouth, spoke 
through a cloud of smoke. To the policeman’s 



disappointmnent, he had realised immediately 
that it was only tobacco. His nostrils were 
trained.

“What’s it to you Adolf?”

Bowman blinked. He turned and looked at the 
camera to make sure it was filming. The little 
red dot on top, told him it was. He turned back 
loosening his belt even more as he did so.

“Yeah Naziman, what’s your problem?” The 
one with the chips, chipped in.

Bowman  shook his head.. This was actually 
getting better and better.

“You cannot park your car here. You have 
violated too many regulations to mention.”

“Regulations! We thought this was a free 
country. Where’s the freedom? You’re just 
being nasty. You belong  in Nazi Germany.”

Bowman’s hands were a blur. They moved 
through the night air like avenging blades. 
He stepped back. There sticking to the screen 
was a freshly written ticket. He smiled, the pen 
still in one hand and the book in the other.

The one with the chips was genuinely 
impressed.

“Man’s that was fast. Is that the speed you 
use when you stomp on people with your 

jackboots, Naziman”

Bowman nodded. The battle was in full flight 
now. If anything his hands were even were 
even faster. The original ticket for parking 
was now joined with two more. Another ticket 
and a removal notice. He licked his lips. Surely 
they would admit defeat now.

With a resoluteness of purpose which would 
not have been out of place in Agincourt. the 
two men stood up. One of them put another 
chip in his mouth whilst the other drew deeply 
on his cigarette.

“That’s all you can do, Himmler, innit, write 
tickets. That’s all there is to you.” One of 
them said very quietly. Bowman and the two 
men looked at each other. It was like scene 
from the Good, the Bad and the Ugly. The 
only sound were the air brakes on the buses 
slowing down for the stop on the main road 
just next to the car park. 

“No,no.” Whispered Bowman. That’s not all I 
can do. He reached forward and struck like 
a snake. He snatched the roll-up out of the 
young man’s mouth, like Karsch on Churchill. 
He leant across the car as he said,

“I can do this.”

He rubbed the cigarette across the paintwork 
leaving a horrible trail of burning ash on the 
pristine green expanse. The two men did 
nothing. They stepped back a few paces. They 
knew by the maniacal grin on Dibble’s face, 
their work was done.. The fuse was lit.



“And I can do this.” He wrote out a destruction 
notice and stuck it on the screen then reached 
for the bag of chips. The man did not resist. 
Bowman turned his back on them. He wasn’t 
scared, the CCTV was running. He smeared the 
greasy wrapper all over the window then on the 
body, joining the still burning ash eating its way 
into the paint. He stepped back and licked his 
lips. Now he knew how Picasso felt. Bowman was 
a Picasso of the street talking the only language 
low lives knew or understood.

He turned to look at them. They were smiling.As 
he did so his breath started to leave his body. A 
small involuntary twitch developed in his left eye. 
He knew why they were smiling, The reason was a small laminated card perched on the dash, 
in full view for anyone who cared to look, which Bowman had noticed on the last run of the chip 
smear.  It read - “On official Police Business” He tried to speak but no sound came out.

“We never said it was our car, bruv....” The clean shaven young man said. He almost sounded 
sorry for Bowman. Almost. He pointed to a huge red shape which was clearly visible by the car 
park.

“That’s our bus. Probably the same one we came on. Laters” He stroked his lip as they both 
walked away backwards looking at Bowman who was not remotely interested in them. His full 
attention was given to the Chief Inspector who was standing at the top of the steps, looking 
at his BWM, slowly beating his swagger stick off his left thigh. His eyes were bulging and his 
nostrils were flared. Bowman’s face froze in a rictus grin which a mortician’s assistant could not 
have dealt with. His belt finally gave up the unequal struggle and slid gently to the ground.

The two men looked at the scene as the bus pulled away.

“That was sweet.” One of them said then looked at his companion and added.

“Same thing next week?”

His friend just nodded, but said nothing. Sometimes words are not required between artists. 







Mickey Finn
From Urban Shakedown to Urban 
Takeover, Mickey Finn has torn up 
dancefloors  all over the planet. From 
his start in the warehouses of Acid 
House to the cutting edge of Drum 
N Bass, he’s moved hearts, minds 
and feet wherever he’s dropped his 
basslines. It is our pure and uncut 
pleasure to welcome DJ, producer, art 
head and total geeza, Mickey Finn to 
the LSD Crew... Look out for the man 
himself in future issues out there on 
an art and music tip bringing our 
pages alive with raw urban soul.

 What was you doing before Acid House?

I know its a bit of a cliche but Acid House 
saved me from a life of crime. Its not 
something Im proud of and I’ve only publically 
mentioned it just recently in an Australian 
magazine. Nothing sisnster or anything just 
the wrong side of the law. 

When did you decide to become a DJ?

I’d always been a music man whether Hip Hop, 
Electro or rare groove but didnt think about 
deejaying. I got mad at one of my mates for 
paying £300 for a turntable which i later found 
out to be an SL1200. I Mostly made tapes for 
myself i didnt think that i wanted to be on the 
stage. I come from a big eastend family of 
lorry drivers so when i was a kid thats what i 
wanted to do. I got the travel part right though. 

What was the first club you went to in 1987?

The first club was Future, I flung one of those 
things down my neck and I never looked back. 
It was something I’d never experienced. There 

was this firm over here a firm over there and 
never any animosity like there was before 
Acid House. What with all the football trouble 
as well so it was a pleasure to see everyone 
loving each other for a change, instead of all 
that shit which went on those days. 

What do you remember of Nicky 
Holloway’s The Trip?

I remember standing outside The Trip looking 
at two cops who had a look on their faces as if 
they’d never see anything like that before. The 
club finished at 3.30am when I came outside 
there was loads of people gathering and 
dancing around this car. It got to a point when 
about 150 people were dancing round it in 
the middle of the road. The police blocked off 
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Charing Cross Rd and were scratching their 
heads going ‘what the bloody hell is going 
on?’ It was so much different from what’s going 
on now. 

Did you think it was unstoppable?

Well, like everyone I had mates telling me to 
get a proper job this is not going nowhere. 
You had to be there it didnt matter if you were 
black, white, posh, cockney, northerners, 
southerners it just didnt matter. The high 
profile poeple I’d seen at Spectrum had a look 
on their faces as if to say ‘why isnt everyone 
walking up to us’ but it wasnt that kind of thing.  

Would you agree the period did a lot for 
men so far as it allowed them to express 
emotion outside of family or relationships?

I do agree but you try explaining it to people 
today, we understand it because we saw it 
but some people wont get it. It was a game of 
them versus us. Someone would get a venue, 
another brings sound, a mate does lights and 
by the time the party got underway the old 
bill wouldn’t know.

So you totally immersed yourself into the 
scene?

Everything came after Genesis for me, 
everyone else made a carbon copy of what 
Genesis had done. No disrespect to Tony and 
Sunrise because they put on brilliant parties 
but for me that was all based on what Genesis 
was already doing. I remeber seeing loads 
of Old Bill come into a Genesis warehouse 
and if I’m honest they were marching to the 
beat. It was long before the boys had them 
marching right back out. I loved the scene and 
everything it stood for, I really loved every 

minute of it and I went to all the clubs and 
parties. For us as kids its the total opposite to 
how we’d been grown up. In the early eighties 
there was a lot of racism going about and I 
hung out with black people and I got nothing 
but shit. So to go somewhere it didn’t matter, 
I couldn’t wait to get there. I didn’t really get 
serious about it until about 1990/91, I thought 
this could be a business for me and i got up to 
loads of nonsense before so I grabbed onto it. 

So for the first time you were doing 
something you actually enjoyed?

People say Im one of the lucky ones, if you 
find a job you love you will never do a days 
work in your life, this is my passion. I don’t see 
it as work because I love it. DJs and Musicians 
became freer back then, if you look at it, most 
of the DJs, musicians and promoters from then 
are doing very well today and hold top jobs. 
Its quite remarkable because some of the DJs 
and musicians were just like you and me. Paul 
Oakenfold and others done exceptionally 
well out of it. That’s the music side, I cant tell 
you about the fashion side but i know lots of 
designers were there at the time. 



What did you think of the 
actual Acid House sound?

I loved it, couldn’t get enough 
of it.  Then I get into Chicago 
House, I was listening to Hip 
Hop but it started getting a 
bit militant for me so i loved 
that Chicago House stuff. Im 
actually planning on doing a 
CD Box Set, I been deejaying 
21 years now so I’ll feature 
some real classics like Salsa 
House, Come Get my Loving, 
Joe Smooth and a host of 
others. Personally i think 
some of that stuff was too far  
head of its time. Tracks like 
Break 4 Love can chart right 
now. It’s sad to say but today 
something is missing from the 
music. 

Do you think we could 
capture that vibe again 
today?

Well I’ll never say never say never, its a big question. Thats a serious thing to recreate. I guess 
you can recapture some of the thrill of the chase. Im speaking with Jay from World Dance at the 
moment so watch this space. 

What do you think about the current wave of street art?

Im still a bit anti-establishment so i love Banksy’s work and bought a load of pieces until he 
started jarring me so i off loaded them. If you paint something on a wall how can you expect to 
get royalties from it? Covering up your work not wanting anyone to make money out of it other 
than him, do me a favor.  When I saw that piece with a kid holding a ghetto blaster I thought 
he must have seen Goldie’s work 
because its similar to Goldie’s style. 
Goldie’s making lots of waves out 
there at the moment, Im really happy 
for him, I love his work. He gave me 
a beautiful piece he was selling for 
a five figure sum from one of his 
exhibitions. 

How long you been collecting art?

I’d say about seven to ten years my 
first pieces were Jamie Reids stuff 
because I was a punk when I was a 
kid. I went mad on Jamie’s stuff, Nick 
Walker, Blek le Rat, Banksy but Nick 



Walker is my boy right now. 

Is there any truth to the rumour your 
planning on doping some art yourself?

Well, I’ve been going to a lot of shows 
taking in the different angles and thought 
i wanna have a pop at this. I showed my 
art dealer Eddie the work I did with 
another geezer and he wouldn’t believe 
we did it. The first one was a dig at Pete 
Doherty because of what he did to that 
young girl. We got a photo of Bruce Lee 
and Doherty, replacing Bruce’s head with 
Pete’s, replace the nunchukas?? with rolls 
of foil, i changed body definition so he 
looked really skinny and called it ‘Enter 
the Dragon’

Can you see yourself doing much 
more?

The fella I’m working with is also a designer and halfway through our work he got offered 
a dream job in Dubai and took it. I have a few ideas so if you know a suitable artist for a 
collaboration they should contact me via LSD. I’ve tried to think on a global level because i 
want everyone to know what it is, which is what i like about Banksy’s work, you don’t have to be 
from that country to understand what he’s saying. As an artist i still think he’s unbeatable i love 
his work. I think Jef Aerosol and Blek le Rats stenciling murders Banksy. I’ve always enjoyed art 
even though I’d never done it, I loved Dali...  
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LSD Loves your iconic Kray Twin 
renditions, what made you choose to paint 
London’s most notorious gangsters and 
were you ever paranoid their associates 
might pay you a visit?

Nah.As a pap in London, I work covering 
news, celebs, crime stories including the 3 
Kray brothers funerals and whatever else.
I think the picture I created was in no way 
disrespectful and I reckon it depicts legalised 
criminality by the business and banking 
communities. At least with the Krays you knew 
what you were getting, now they hide behind 
corporations.

The Kray Twin work (‘Corporate 
Gangsters’) on Hackney Rd has been there 
over a year and still looks perfect; do you 
ever retouch street work? 

Never re-touch, once it’s dogged, it’s there. I 
prefer walls that everyone has been involved 
with. I don’t have a problem with tags and 
saying that I think it’s cool that the gangsters 
have not been screwed up in the couple of 
locations they are at. They probably will by 
tomorrow now.

How much influence do current affairs 
have on your work?

I like to keep the subject relevant and 
obviously being in the Media affects what I do 
even without thinking. With Street Art, it’s there 
to say something, not just a pretty picture in 
the wall.

Have you ever been arrested or had to 
escape being arrested?

Escaped by the slimmest of margins, I was 
round the corner from Leanord st, by myself, 
night time, a freshly sprayed wall and as I turn 
I see two cops turning into the street, so I just 
jumped in the back of my van and sat there 
watching them approach, they looked at the 
wall, still wet, looked around for fucking ages 
and I am there crouching amongst my lenses 
and the rest of the crap in the back of the van 
looking at them inches away, spray can still in 
hand trying not to breath, laugh or jump out 
and scare the shit out of them. 

How long you been doing your thing?

Scribbled in the 70s, some tags and writing 
some stupid things, more defacing than any 
art form.
I started painting and making things up two 
and a half years ago. I was 4 months off after a 





car crash and that gave me a lot of time to kill 
so I guess that’s when I started paying some 
attention to it.

Name a few of your favourite street artists?

Nick Walker, D*Face, Banksy, BonBon’s pretty 
pictures, Faile, Static, Hush, Trans...

Did you do any graff work back in the day?

Scribbles

Self Taught or art school?

No school!!

We know you are a big fan of Acid House 
but what attracted you to the parties in the 
first place?

I am still listening although I don’t take part on 
it anymore. For me it all started near Windsor, 
a few friends were going to one of the first 
M25 parties (ML Aerodrome), it was a great 

big hanger, ended up onto the airfield until 
4 am, it was mental, great introduction to 
Acid House, I can’t remember exactly when it 
happened. 
Most of my friends were involved one level or 
another, the M25 party organisers, Damien, 
Tad Pole and the rest, the Dance Scene... I got 
dragged along to start with and then it got 
exciting, maybe it was the fact that it was a 
bit naughty, illegal, all over the phone, very 
secretive – half the fun was finding the gigs, 





you’d see buses, vans, whatever you could get, 
crammed with people... getting on a field, a 
sound system, off you went. Sometimes we 
would travel as far as Brighton, just simple fun.

Name same of the events or club nights you 
attended?

Started with Heaven, the Milk Bar, Wigan 
Casino for Northern Soul, Hacienda in 
Manchester, then Energy, Sunrise, Twisted 
Wheel... I know I was there but I can’t 
remember it all... I do however remember 
my 2nd rave, first Energy party, as a 19 year 
old, out and about with Fat Wayne, Wing Nut, 
Shaun the Sheep and Debbie, we were on a 
train coming back from a concert in London 
and saw it happening from the train so we 
jumped out and joined them, a random field 
near Guildford, East Horsley. That’s how it 

happened most of the time, just unplanned.  

What impact did Acid House have on you 
personally?

It started on punk days for me... The Roxy, 
100th Club, I was introduced to music during 
college; I was a spiky haired punk on a mod 
scooter.
Northern Soul led into House/Acid House for 
me, and then you had the raves and most of 
my friends organised the M25 parties with The 
Beautiful People – Duncan Elbow, Guru Josh 
etc... we started organising smaller versions of 
it.

Were you one of the many thousands of 
people driving round the M25 hoping to 
find a big event?

Most of the time we knew where they were 
happening and sometimes you just bumped 
into hundreds of cars at some random service 
station. Then you would join them and wait for 
someone to pick everybody up or a phone 
call to let you know where next.
There was a Ticket hotline you could call, 
so once on the M25, they will inform which 





station was the meeting point 
and then you would take it 
from there.
Sometimes it went wrong, 
police would turn up and 
block you in, so we would 
leave the cars there and walk 
for miles across fields... you 
try and walk back to find the 
car the following morning.

What was your profession 
before Acid House?

Professional traveller... all 
sorts of odd jobs, I was even 
cover man in the first issue 
of THE FACE magazine so go 
figure. 

Do you think young people today will experience the love and unity we had at Acid 
House?

No one would have a fucking clue what it was like unless they were there. Unfortunately we now 
live in a police state that wouldn’t allow it happening. 

Name a few of your favourite DJs?

Can’t remember many apart from Andy Weatherall, Fat Tony... but they were quite a few worth 
mentioning.

Did Acid House have any influence on your art?

Apart from designing some flyers not an influence as such. It wasn’t just Acid House, there was 
Northern Soul. Rave and everything around it.

What’s the best party you can remember?

Koh Pa Ngan, 1989 – Full Moon party around August. 3 days... it was my first Full Moon party, 
followed by FM parties in India and the rest of Thailand.
There was nothing but a beach and a lighthouse. A few of us had met in North Thailand and 
Bangkok so we took a fishing boat and set off in the afternoon from Koh Samui. Not many things 
compare to the freedom of being dropped in a deserted island and find a bunch of people 
firing up a BBQ and setting up a sound system. And off we went for three days... Red Heart, 
Microdots and Beans for everyone.
Other pretty incredible parties happened around Australia and India, man... them Goa parties, 
Sim – my best mate – got arrested and got 10 years for bringing coke to a party. We visited 
everyday for 6 months... that’s how long it took to bribe the authorities.

http://www.flickr.com/photos/the_twat



page 23
Philosophikal 

Parenting
So many questions 

so many answers 

Dear page 23,
My 14 year old son is smoking 
weed and has started to nick my 
stash.
What should I do?

Yours Sincerely

A Reader

Ok, I know this isn’t a practical 
parenting magazine, but I am 
working on the assumption that at 
least half of the readers have kids 
and perhaps another 23% might 
think they will have some in the future.  And when I say kids, I’m reckoning a fair percentage of 
readers offspring may well be on their own journey through life very soon – or even in some 
cases be sending you back postcards from Ibiza already.

I am also working on the assumption that, if you are reading this magazine, you have at some 
point ingested some kind of ‘illegal substance.  That maybe you used to take a lot, but don’t so 
much these days, that maybe you take a lot but dont envisage doing it forever, that maybe at 
some point you have had issues with these substances, but, bottom line, you know what drugs 
are, what they do and how they do it. In other words, you are, at the end of the day, reasonably 
knowledgeable.

So, when your 14 year old son starts taking shit, what does one do?  

DO we slink back, deny our pasts and assume the moral high ground – enforce the law and 
agree that if you take them you will never get ahead in 
life, and you will become an addict and die?

Accept that they have bitten the cherry and be as 
liberal as possible wth the knowledge you yourself have 
gained?

Encourage and discuss the various types and strengths 
of plant based on your own experience – although he 
may well have more knowledge than you!



Like everything there is a creative element 
and a destructive element in the drugs, and 
in ourselves – the fine line of life that we 
chaotically manage on a daily basis.

I had great inspiration for this article, 
nothing like personal experience to give 
you something to write about. But after 
approximately 27 attempts at starting it, I 
realised that although I had my personal 
view point on the subject, there were 
actually a billion others that could be up for 
debate.

Kids and drugs?
What kids, what drugs?

This is the thing, I know there are no 
answers, really – I mean, exactly how you 
manage the situation is gonna depend on 
so many. Look, if they are 7 and have started 
taking heroin, then you might be in a very 
difficult scenario.  And, of course, as we 
know – there is taking a drug and there is 
being ruled by a drug.  And, at the end of 
the day, even the most educated adult can 
become addicted, so – this is why its hard to 
actually keep writing this article – there are 
so many fucking variables, and at the end 
of the day I just had an idea as opposed to a 
beginning, middle and end. So really I am talking out loud and hoping that some kind of article 
comes together by just talking out loud.

Now my teenage kids have been able to tell me they take drugs. I have accepted this and tried 
to handle the situation as calmly as possible – and most importantly, not be a hypocrite. I guess 
there is the risk that by being so liberal they might want to go and push the button further and 
try harder drugs – personally speaking, the opposite approach led me there.

But even if you have given 
up your hedonistic youth and 
swapped ‘e’s for raw chocolate 
cake, now have a massive 
mortgage and can’t remember 
what it was like to let go and 
be free, and have locked your 
debauched teenage years 
deep in your unconcious, does 
that still give you the right to 
become a hypocrite and go 
with the governmental chant of 
‘dont do drugs’?

I mean



The govenrment are the biggest drug 
pushers out there arent they? They run t’ings 
in Afghanistan – opium for the masses, got 
their fingers heavily dipped in cocaine 
distribution worldwide, they manipulate 
massive health scares to use create supply 
and demand on legal drugs – the whole 
thing is a farce when all’s said and done. Let 
us not forget that the majority of all illegal 
substances grow naturally on our planet – it’s 
only when we get to refining them that it gets 
messy.

Of course, with al this knowledge you may 
want to stop taking drugs completely – but 
the point is, to have gained insight and 
understanding into the whole hypocritical 
quagmire of legal and illegal drugs, you 
probbaly first started on your voyage of 
discovery by taking illegal drugs.

So who are we to deny any one else their 
own journey.  Even and actually especially 
as  a parent – our kids have to learn from their own journeys, not ours.  They travel alongside us 
whilst we are on ours, then they hopefully embark on their own.

Sim Simmer







Genesis ‘89 and Biology
Future Power People 

31 Dec 1989
Nineteen eighty-nine had been one of 
the most spiritually uplifting years of the 
country’s young life. You didn’t need a 
marketing survey or general consensus 
to know that. Acid House and House 
music were the dominating genres of 
commercial charts outselling pop songs by 
thousands. The sheer fact this is achieved 
without national airplay indicates the 
scale and growth of a scene that started 
with merely hundreds of people. This 
cannot even compare to the emotional 
shift within people whom by association 
would never be the same again. Who 
could’ve envisioned this nationwide social 
restructure based around a compound 
that compelled love in its user. Once you 
found that new inner strength you didn’t 
need drugs, the generated atmosphere 
ultimately affected anyone that’s stood 
amongst ten thousand or even 10 people 
at that time. This was tribal dating back 
to cave dwellers. The authorities made 
us all criminals in the eyes of the law 
but in reality we lived in an alternative 
environment an almost virtual reality 
without the restriction of preconditioned 
brainwashing. MDMA removed the 
blinkers allowing us to appreciate life, 
humanity, freedom and hope for the 
future.  As young men growing up we 
were encouraged by society to guard our 
personal feelings toward other males as 
doing so meant we were homosexual. In 
the playgrounds at school or at home most 
lads would play war games. I can almost 
guarantee that every male reading this 
book can confer on this fact. Regardless of 
class and upbringing as all that it really 
meant was some kids would be Churchill 
whilst others were just soldiers. It’s no 
surprise that most of us continued these 
personal wars though the battlegrounds 
were now very different. Then suddenly 

these cooped up feelings of emotion toward 
humankind are released to the general 
population. It mirrors the sixties in so 
many ways except this synthesized drug 
didn’t open other dimensions or prompt 
visits by shaman tour guides. This was 
about love and openness. As with the 
hippies our government had declared 
war on its citizens by doing its up most to 
demonise and divide and conquer this new 
found individualism. The authorities did 
win the battle in a number of ways though 
the skirmishes were far from over. We 
weren’t quite ready to chuck the towel in 
just yet. No, no, no, now that just wouldn’t 
be cricket. 



As the New Year approached we couldn’t 
help but think about the previous year’s 
event. We wanted to remind people that 
Genesis was still as strong as ever and the 
best way to deliver such a message was 
too stage another massive event. Jarvis 
was on the same wavelength he called 
to ask whether we wanted to organise 
some parties over the Christmas and New 
Year period. We’d worked really well with 
Jarvis because like our lot the followers 
of Biology were up for confrontation if 
required. We were very proud of our event 
the year before and so wanted to make 
another statement for the years end. It was 
important we let everyone know that Acid 
House promoters were still fighting for that 
right and no matter what the future held 
we would do our best to ensure the parties 
continuity. We joined with Biology and sent 

5,000 flyers to print. 

The script read:

Genesis & Biology presents Future Power 
People 

On New Year’s Eve 1988, Genesis Sunset 
staged the biggest dance party of its kind 
in the world. It marked the beginning of a 
phenomenon, which has continued to grow 
from strength to strength. You, the people, 
are responsible for this progression from 
Disco to House, Club to Warehouse, Party 
to Event, Trend to Way of Life. We dedicate 
this event to you, the Future Power People.

There will never be another 1989, but let 
us look forward to the forthcoming year 
with our hands on our hearts and a smile 
on our faces. So for the very last time this 
year, prepare yourself for a night of sheer 
enjoyment. Biology and Genesis salute 
their members and all party people. 
‘Live The Dream’ Keep tuned to all pirate 
stations for meeting points to be
announced at 9 p.m. sharp. This event is 
completely FREE, all you need is your car 
and a road atlas. Come and Join The Future

We put commercials on all the pirate 
stations generating a desired affect among 
clubbers. 



Years End is the biggest calendar date of 
the year so every man woman and child 
will celebrate in their own special way.  In 
nineteen eight-eight most people would 
sport their best outfits and venture out to 
some swanky location with the intention 
of getting pissed, pulling and then home 
safely.  Twelve months later tens of 
thousands of people were dressing down in 
t-shirts, ripped jeans and Converse pumps. 
Their choice of location has dramatically 
changed and getting drunk isn’t on the 
agenda. At midnight they’d scream in 
ecstasy and hug the nearest people as if 
they were long lost family. The party then 
continued in hotspots around the country 
for days to come. Sunrise planned the 
biggest of the bunch in a venue off the M25. 
Although it was a great year for a number 
of reasons, most clubbers had fallen 
victim at some point to dodge promoters 
or the police force closing down parties. 
Earlier in the year, Jarvis had found a huge 
warehouse in Slough, previously used as 
Panasonic’s HQ. We agreed it was time to 
give something back to revelers and had 
organised a free party in that warehouse. 
The gaff was so big that, even with the 
thousands of people who turned up, it still 
looked pitifully empty. Jarvis suggested 
asking everyone to put a pound each in 
the kitty towards sound, lights and DJs, 
who still had to get paid. The production 
may not have been of the highest standard 
but, sure enough, there were lights and 
sound and we were risking our freedom 
to stage the party. Ken Tappenden’s Pay 
Party Unit knew exactly who organised 
this unlicensed event, sentences for 
individuals known to be running illegal 
gatherings had already been established, 
and captured promoters faced compulsory 
financial ruin, confiscation of their assets 
and a shit’n’shave in prison. Jarvis made 
the announcement over the PA and sent 
collectors into the crowds with buckets. 
The punters didn’t respond too well. 
Some people were throwing tenners and 
scores into the pot, but when the buckets 
were brought back to the stage they only 
contained two or three hundred quid. 
Considering seven thousand people 
came to the party, this amount seemed 

insulting and really pissed Jarvis off. He 
immediately steamed out of the building 
we followed suit soon after but not because 
of the cash we were simply battered. The 
last punters left at 8am 

We decided to use the warehouse again 
and throw another free party for New Year’s 
Eve. Hiring the equipment was hard work 
as no one wanted to rent us any kit for fear 
of police confiscating it. We convinced 
some guys to do the job but promised the 
earth to gain their confidence. The police 
told tabloids that they knew of three major 
events that they were determined to stop 
at all costs. Considering Sunrise had been 
running an overt marketing campaign 
it’s obvious they’d be targeted and though 
unsure we had a good idea our event was 
on that list. South Mimms Service Station 
on the M25 Motorway was announced as 
the meeting point for 9pm Keith, Jarvis 
and Tarquin (Weekend World) went to the 
venue while I drove to the meet. They met 
sound and lighting crews at the warehouse 
and started setting the equipment up. 
The warehouse was quite dark in places 
Tarquin fell down a manhole, cracking a 
rib on his descent. He probably needed 
hospital treatment, but there were only two 
and a half hours left until nineteen ninety. 

The service station was very busy. 
Clubbers were standing around talking, 
buying supplies and dancing to car stereos. 
Everyone was really excited so I asked 
them to gather round and listen.



`Right then’ I said ‘the plan for tonight is 
quite simple. When these car and lorry 
parks are full of vehicles, we’ll make our 
way to the venue. You have to keep your 
eyes on me at all times. I’m the only person 
who knows where the venue is. I promise 
you that no matter what happens here 
tonight, this party is definitely on but, to 
be one hundred per cent sure, we need 
your full support. You are the future power 
people. Don’t let them take away your right 
to party. When we reach the warehouse, I 
want you all to do as I do. We’ll be there
before midnight, so don’t worry because 
tonight is your night.’

Applause rang around the forecourt. The 
station was getting busier by the minute 
and within half an hour the car park was 
full. People kept asking me when it would 
be time to go, but I wasn’t going anywhere 
until the lorry park was full. I wanted to 
have as many vehicles in the convoy as 
possible. Party revelers sat patiently in 
close proximity of my new best friends. By 
10.30 p.m. the service station was rammed 
with thousands of keen, smiling faces. 
Someone told me the police had blocked 
both the entrance and exit to the station. I 
jumped on top of my car.

`Listen up, everyone, tonight Genesis 
and Biology are staging the biggest new 
year dance party in the world. For this to 
happen, we’ve got to have you behind us all 
the way. Let’s start this year how we mean 
to finish. There are two rules when we get 
on the motorway. I
want all the cars in two lanes and no one 

overtakes my car, if you do you can fuck 
off now. We don’t want any accidents, no 
driving dangerously. When we reach the 
venue, everyone must park and wait for my 
orders. Are you ready? It’s party time.’

Everyone clapped before jumping into 
cars. The Roar of igniting engines ruptured 
its way across the service court. My speech 
had whipped them into a frenzy like Moses 
a sea of vehicles parted to let me drive 
through and head the convoy. At the exit, 
two police cars blocked our escape. I didn’t 
slow down as I approached the marked 
vehicles, they didn’t think I was going to 
stop and cleared our path. This increased 
our excitement tenfold and each vehicle 
sounded their horn when cruising past the 
shocked officers. The evenings
first encounter had proved successful and 
I began to feel confidant that nothing could 
stop us. My phone had run out of juice so 
I couldn’t call the boys to let them know 
I was on my way. The lights of at least a 
thousand vehicles gave me a feeling of 
true anarchy though we had no reason 
to feel anarchic we were only driving 
down the motorway in convoy. We cared 
little about anything other than making 
this New Year’s party happen, no matter 
what. The government, press, council and 
law enforcement agencies had warned 
promoters that the bigger events organised 
for tonight were going to be stamped 
out and arrests made. The great minds 
had made their move, now it was time 
for the people to respond. I heard sirens 
approaching as six police cars came down 



the outside lane and slipped in front of us. 
This couldn’t get much better, I thought, 
we had a police escort! When it came to 
our junction the vehciles tried to stop us 
from turning off by slowing down to block 
the exit. It was like a game of chicken. Who 
would lose their bottle first? I wasn’t going 
to be distracted from driving off at this 
junction and I think they quickly realised 
this. We got off the motorway, drove through 
a series of residential streets, and finally 
arrived outside the warehouse.

An interlocked chain of police, dogs and 
soldiers had the building surrounded. 
Cars parked everywhere they could and 
thousands spilt out on to the street. The 
crowd opened up to let me get to the front. 
On my way through this human tunnel, 
I gave them my Brave Heart speech, my 
Zulu-Warrior cry, my best shot. I told 
them that if we didn’t get past the human 
barrier it wasn’t just over for tonight, it’s 
over full stop. By the time I reached the 
front, my improvised speech had kicked in 
with the crowd’s empathic state of mind. 
They were screaming and shouting as 
we approached the chain from all angles. 
As we drew closer to the men, they made 
a tactical retreat. As we ran towards the 
building I saw the dogs were biting people 
though police wasn’t stopping anyone. The 
only way into the warehouse was through a 
large loading bay with shutters. I climbed 
up and into the warehouse. At the far end 
of the building I could see policemen 
loading our equipment into the vans. We 
started screaming and the police dropped 
everything to make their escape. Jarvis, 
Keith and Tarquin couldn’t believe we’d 
turned up just in time. They were jumping 
on the spot going mad. The equipment 
was set up in a matter of minutes, and by 
midnight ten thousand people screamed, 
cheered, clapped, jumped and hugged 
one another at the turn of a new year and a 
new dawn. It was an awesome sight, which 
I shall never forget. We didn’t originally 
intend to break into other people’s property 
and throw huge illegal parties. This was 
the sort of spontaneous action that ignites 
a new way of life. The truth is the whole 
dance phenomenon was being oppressed. 

At first the police seemed quite happy to let 
these gatherings go ahead. They knew they 
were dealing with trouble-free, non-violent 
events. Only substantial peer pressure 
forced them to throttle Acid House. Word 
got to us that the Sunrise gig had been 
cancelled and their whole crew were on 
route to us. We announced it over the PA 
system and the crowd went wild. At 2am. 
Fifteen thousand people had gathered 
together and loving every minute. Dancing 
on the stage with my younger sisters, Teena 
and Nichola by my side, I was really glad 
they were experiencing this breathtaking 
sight. Someone kept shouting `Future 
power people!’ on the mic. The whole crew 
was in the house and on the stage dancing 
to Frankie Knuckles’ `Let The Music Use 
You’.

The hours flew past and, exhausted, I sat 
down on the stage and somehow fell asleep. 
I felt someone shaking me and opened my 
eyes to see two uniformed officers. The 
warehouse was still heaving with people. 
They asked me if I was OK. I told them I 
was tired and waiting for a lift home. The 
officer said I’d better go outside with them, 
but I sat up and said I was fine. He then 
said if he caught me sleeping again they’d 
arrest me! There were still three thousand 
people hard at it when I left at 8am. The 
police didn’t arrest one single person that 
night. As we left, the officers wished us a 
happy New Year and said to drive carefully. 
They had an official mobile café unit 
selling tea and food to our members. For 
the second year running, we’d been part 
of a joint venture to organise the biggest 
illegal New Year dance party in the world. 
It was like the old days all over again.

WAyne Anthony

from the Book cLASS of 88





SHAMELESS

ShAmeLeSS - teL Aviv iSrAeL 

You chose to paint on Chance Street, it’s a 
great name for a street and thers always art 
in that spot, did you know about it before 
you did it?

I came to visit a couple of friends in London, 
one of them is a stret artist named Mike 
Marcus, and he put me in touch with the 
gallery Urban Angel as they own the wall. So 
once or twice a month someone comes along 
and paints.

We know that wall quite well and to be 
honest, it’s covered by taggers and then 
redone 3 or 4 times a month, sometimes 
even more. Your one lasted roughly a week.

Just today I saw some work on flickr and 
thought that wall looks familer. The artists 
contacted me to say that the wall was tagged 
before they went over it. 

There’s so many globally recognised 
and up and coming artists doing work in 
London and other parts of the UK such as 
Bristol, Manchester or Liverpool. Do you 
think London is an important destination 
for artists?

Well, street artist have become very 
successful there but when i was walking 
around the streets, I thought it was amazing, 
the works of art were like going to school. I 
would observe for hours the way they painted 
their lines and everything but i think there’s a 
dramatic asphalt? in London street art. You can 





really feel how money got involved with it. In 
Shoreditch there’s so much amazing art on the 
walls but when I see perplex plastic on Banksy 
I think it’s ridiculous. I’m sure that if you asked 
the guy if he would want his work covered by 
thick plastic he would say no. 

Tell us a little about the street art scene in 
Tel Aviv

I think the street art thing is really amazing for 
one you have lots of different people coing out 
and making stencils here and there. I know 
peole who are signing their names, whether 
their art students or just people who had an 
idea and wanted to stencil a wall. Its really 
good fun and so much better that no money is 
involved. There are street artists that exhibit in 
galleries and its going pretty well for thm and 
its a good thing but it stills makes the business 
dirty. 

As you know yourself, the sad thing 
about consumerism is that it catches up 
to anything thats popular, whether it be 
art, fashion or music the industry always 
brings commercility. So you’re left with 
chocies and it seems you’ve made your 
chocie. 

Right now its not that, I’m at the begining of 
my way, I’m kinda just starting, it’s been a 
year or two since I’ve been on the street but 
it has taken me a very long time to get to 
a place where I can commit to the street.. I 
was always painting but couldn’t commit to 
it until I felt more free about my art. I think 
the first thing for me with street art is that it 
moves and you have to completely let go of 
it. When you give or sell a painting you know 
where  it is. It’s letting go completely knowing 
that the next day someone could destroy it or 
rain could ruin could come and ruin it or the 
building could be knocked down.  There’s so 
many things that can happen.  For me it was so 
liberating because all of a sudden I could start 
creating and creativity with psychological 
issues and finally my voice came. Once you 
get into street art all the social issues come 
along too. That was an amazing process for 
me as well. The most important part of my 
street art is that it’s site specific, there was a 
time when I did paste-ups at home and then 

put on walls which was fun.  I’m not critical of 
that time but right now I just feel like i want 
to create awareness with people. Art in the 
street is great but I also want to draw attention 
to these wonderful buildings and there 
possibilities.

What mostly influences your work?

Its funny to say it because Im a street artist 
but my basic answer is the street because its 
true, when Im in nature i cant really create and 
when Im in an urban environment everything 
is perfect so its this environment that 
influences the most. 

You called yourself Shameless so when 
you decided to make that commitment you 
really went for it.

Yes, i gave myself a name which i couldn’t 
walk away from, i have to fulfill this 
commitment that I have made for myself 
because its exactly how you said it. So i 
jumped into the water head on.  Whenever i 
paint the female form its always representative 
of me and I’ve had so much growth in the past 
couple of years because when i started out 
painting my figures were kind of easy.  You 





know, skinny not sexually defined, teenage 
girls in a way, a bit Tomboyish even.  I think 
the art went through the transformation 
of a woman taking her place in the world. 
Especially in contrast with the city because 
its comes from a process of being in a very 
vulnerable place.  A masculine environment of 
skyscrapers. 

How legal is street art in Tel Aviv?

I’m not exactly sure of the laws in London but 
here, no, we have a very particular situation 
here because people aren’t really aware of 
street art or graffiti. The tradition is in Europe 
and America. They may have been some 
artists in the 1980s but its a scene thats been 
coming to life over the last couple years.  I’ve 
had two altercations with cops and because 
Im not doing stuff thats bluntly political, Im 
dealing with social issues but Im not saying 
Fuck The Wall  or Palestinians are People 2 
or something. Im hoping to do more political 
works in the future but right now Im just happy 

doing my work. The artists getting arrested 
are the people doing the political stuff, some 
are artists who use stencils as a way of telling 
their story.  They have some really cool stuff in 
Tel Aviv.  Its sad to say but the police have in 
quotations ‘bigger things to deal with’ .

Are there special areas in Tel Aviv where 
artists paint walls?

Its a very small city especially for someone 
thats coming from London because you can 
walk from South Tel Aviv to North Tel Aviv in 
40 minutes. Most of the work is concentrated 
in South Tel Aviv for sure but there’s a lot in the 
center as well. I think in the center and north 
of the city you’ll find lots of taggers where in 
the south you find graffiti pieces and street 
art. One thing thats really good about Tel Aviv 
is there’s no division between street artists, 
graffiti writers or taggers and i don’t think 
there’s a difference though some people do. 
Im really happy about that. 

We want to call everything street art but the 
graffiti artists have a different attitude to 
it. I don’t think they’re in love with the idea 
but street art represents a new twist in this 
story.



They believe that street art comes from pop-art but everyone is influenced by so many things, 
maybe the reason I started doing street art is because i read a lot of comics so that doesn’t 
make me either one. 

We noticed you went to Leake Street, what do you think of locations like that?

I loved it because even if you took all the writers in Israel and put them in one place I don’t 
think there would be such an abundance of paint on the walls. On one hand you wish you’d 
seen the artwork thats covered over but on the other hand thats street art so its OK. It was so 
colorful I was in awe. 

Do you do many collaborations or do you keep it personal?

I have one other girl who I go painting with, we don’t want to be called a cru but hey. We have 
a very different style she’s becoming a writer and i do my street art.  I know most of the people 
who do art here its hard not too this place is so small. 

Tell us a little about your Baring your Guts piece.

It comes from my wish to create something which is very site specific, when i came to this wall 
the hole was already there and all the wire tubes coming out of her are things i collected from a 
20 meter radius of her. I was painting my figures for a couple of months but felt it wasn’t enough 
to just put a painting on the wall. I don’t just want to use the street as my canvas i want to really 
interact with the walls. One of my problems is i can never sketch in advance, i find a wall and 
then i know what i want to do with it.  I get down for a few minutes facing the wall and then the 
idea comes. I’ve tried several times to take pictures of walls and take them home to think of an 
idea and Im hoping i can make it work one day because it will make my life so much easier. 

Do you ever exhibit your work?

I recently did an exhibition with two friends of mine that are good artists but it wasn’t street 
art because Im also in love with trash and garbage. I take every piece of industrial trash i find 
and turn it into art. So either I take my art to the street or a take the street home and create 
something from all the rubbish and industrial rubbish. 

http://www.flickr.com/photos/pnimibi/



January

Thursday 1st
The city of Frobisher Bay, in Canada’s Northwest 
Territories, changes its name to Iqaluit.
Saturday 3rd 
Aretha Franklin becomes the first woman inducted 
into the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame.
Wednesday13th
New York mafiosi Anthony “Fat Tony” Salerno and 
Carmine Peruccia are sentenced to 100 years in 
prison for racketeering.
Tuesday 20th
Church of England envoy Terry Waite is kidnapped 
in Lebanon.
Thursday 22nd
Pennsylvania politician R. Budd Dwyer commits 
suicide on national television.
Thursday 29th 
William J. Casey ends his term as Director of the 
Central Intelligence Agency.

February

Wednesday 11th
Philippines constitution goes into effect.
The United States military detonates an atomic 
weapon at the Nevada Test Site.
British Airways is privatised and listed on the 
London Stock Exchange.
Monday 16th
The trial of John Demjanjuk, who was accused of 
being a Nazi guard dubbed “Ivan the Terrible” in 
Treblinka extermination camp, starts in Jerusalem.
Friday 20th
Unabomber: In Salt Lake City, in the USA, a bomb 
explodes in a computer store.
Monday 23rd
A supernova is seen in the Large Magellanic Cloud 
(see Supernova 1987a).
Thursday 26th
Iran-Contra affair: The Tower Commission rebukes 
American President Ronald Reagan for not 
controlling his national security staff.

March

Monday 2nd
Chrysler acquires American Motors
Wednesday 4th
U.S. President Ronald Reagan addresses the 
American people on the Iran-Contra Affair, 
acknowledging that his overtures to Iran had 
‘deteriorated’ into an arms-for-hostages deal.
Friday 6th
The British ferry M/S Herald of Free Enterprise 
capsizes in about 90 seconds after leaving the 
harbour of Zeebrugge, Belgium en route to Dover, 
England across the English Channel, killing 193.
Saturday 7th
Mike Tyson adds the WBA World Heavyweight 
boxing championship to his WBC one when he beats 
James Smith after a 12-round fight in Las Vegas, 
Nevada.
Monday 9th 
The Irish rock band U2 releases their studio album 
The Joshua Tree.
Thursday 12th
Les Misérables opens on Broadway.
April

Monday 6th
Sugar Ray Leonard takes the middleweight boxing 
title from Marvin Hagler.

What Else Happened in

1987



Tuesday 7th
Harold Washington is re-elected Mayor of Chicago.
Wednesday 8th
Los Angeles Dodgers executive Al Campanis 
resigns amid great controversy over racially-charged 
remarks he had made while on Nightline.
Thursday 9th
Dikye Baggett becomes the first person to undergo 
corrective surgery for Parkinson’s disease.
Monday 13th
Portugal and China sign an agreement in which 
Macau would be returned to China in 1999
apr 19 The Simpsons cartoon first appears on The 
Tracy Ullman Show.
Monday 27th 
The United States Department of Justice declares 
incumbent Austrian president Kurt Waldheim an 
“undesirable alien”.
Tuesday 28th
U.S. engineer Ben Linder is killed in an ambush by 
US-funded Contras in northern Nicaragua.

May 

Tuesday 5th
Iran-Contra affair: Start of Congressional televised 
hearings.
Friday 8th
The SAS ambushes and kills the Loughall Martyrs.
Saturday 9th
In Brussels, Belgium, Johnny Logan wins the thirty-
second Eurovision Song Contest for Ireland singing 
“Hold Me Now”
Thursday 14th 
Lieutenant Colonel Sitiveni Rabuka executes a 
bloodless coup in Fiji.
Saturday 16th
St. Mirren wins the Scottish Cup beating Dundee 
United 1–0.
Thursday 21st
Andrew Wyeth, with his “Helga Pictures,” became 
the first living American painter to have a one-
man show of his work in the West Building of the 
National Gallery of Art in Washington, DC.
Thursday28th
Nineteen year-old West German pilot Mathias 
Rust evades Soviet air defenses and lands a private 
plane on Red Square in Moscow. He is immediately 
detained (released on August 3, 1988).

June 

Friday 5th

Ted Koppel hosts a “National Town Meeting on 
AIDS” on a special four-hour long live broadcast of 
Nightline.
Thursday 11th
United Kingdom general election, 1987: Prime 
Minister Margaret Thatcher wins for the third time.
Friday 12th
Cold War: U.S. President Ronald Reagan publicly 
challenges Mikhail Gorbachev to tear down the 
Berlin Wall.
Tuesday16th
SDF-1 receives its first caller at 300 bit/s.
Wednesday17th 
With the death of the last individual, the Dusky 
Seaside Sparrow becomes extinct.
Friday19th 
Teddy Seymour is officially designated the first black 
man to sail around the world, when he completes his 
solo sailing circumnavigation in Frederiksted, St. 
Croix, of the United States Virgin Islands.
Edwards v. Aguillard: The Supreme Court of the 
United States rules that a Louisiana law requiring 
that creation science be taught in public schools 
whenever evolution is taught is unconstitutional.

July 

Wednesday 1st
Excavation begins on the Channel Tunnel.
The Single European Act is passed by the European 
Community.
U.S. President Ronald Reagan nominates former 



Solicitor General Robert Bork to the Supreme Court. 
The nomination is later rejected by the Senate, the 
first and only nominee rejection to date.
Friday 3rd
In the Soviet Union, Vladimir Nikolayev is 
sentenced to death for cannibalism.
Saturday 4th
In France, former Gestapo chief Klaus Barbie 
(aka the “Butcher of Lyon”) is convicted of 
crimes against humanity and is sentenced to life 
imprisonment.
Sunday 5th
First instance of the LTTE using suicide attacks on 
Sri Lankan Army. The Black Tigers are born and 
in the following years continue to use it to deadly 
effect.
Saturday 11th
World population reaches five billion people with 
a child born in Zagreb, Croatia, according to the 
United Nations.[2] 
Wednesday 22nd 
Palestinian cartoonist Naji Salim al-Ali is shot in 
London; he dies August 28.
Friday31st 
Four hundred Iranian pilgrims are killed in clashes 
with Saudi Arabian security forces in Mecca.
Docklands Light Railway, the first driverless railway 
in Great Britain, is formally opened by Queen 
Elizabeth II.

August

Sunday 2nd
Viswanathan Anand becomes the first Asian to win 
The World Junior Chess Championship.
Tuesday 4th
The Federal Communications Commission rescinds 
the Fairness Doctrine which had required radio and 
television stations to “fairly” present controversial 
issues.
Thursday 13th
U.S. President Reagan assumes responsibility for his 
role in the Iran-Contra scandal.
Friday 14th
All the children held at Kia Lama, a rural property 
on Lake Eildon, Australia, run by the Santiniketan 
Park Association, are released after a police raid.
Wednesday 19th
Hungerford Massacre: In the United Kingdom, 
Michael Ryan kills sixteen people with an assault 
rifle and then commits suicide.
Friday 21st
Hard rock band Guns ‘N Roses release their classic 

debut Appetite for Destruction.
Sunday 23rd
Heavy rains and floods in Bangladesh kill hundreds 
of victims.

September
Wednesday 2nd
In Moscow, the trial begins of 19-year-old pilot 
Mathias Rust, who flew his Cessna aircraft into Red 
Square in May 1987.
7th - 21st 
The world’s first conference on artificial life is held 
at Los Alamos National Laboratory.
Friday 11th
Reggae musician Peter Tosh is murdered in his own 
home in Kingston.
Sunday 13th
Goinia accident: A radioactive object is stolen 
from an abandoned hospital in Goiânia, Brazil, 
contaminating many people in the following weeks 
and leading some to die from radiation poisoning.
Wednesday 16th
The Montreal Protocol is signed to protect the ozone 
layer from depletion.

October

Saturday 10th
Fiji becomes a republic.
The Reverend Jesse Jackson launches his second 
campaign for U.S. President.



Sunday 11th
March on Washington for Lesbian and Gay Rights 
attracts between 500,000 and 600,000 people to 
protest the Bowers v. Hardwick decision and the 
U.S. government’s handling of the AIDS epidemic; 
first public display of the NAMES Project AIDS 
Memorial Quilt.
The first National Coming Out Day is held in 
celebration of the second National March on 
Washington for Lesbian and Gay Rights.
Thursday 15-16th
Great Storm of 1987: Hurricane-force winds hit 
much of South England, killing 23 people.
Monday 19th
Black Monday: Stock market levels fall sharply on 
Wall Street and around the world.
Wednesday 21st
Former Miss America Bess Myerson is arrested on 
charges of bribery, conspiracy, and mail fraud, all 
involving an alimony-fixing scandal. She is later 
found not guilty.
Friday 23rd
Champion English jockey Lester Piggott is jailed for 
three years after being convicted of tax evasion.

November
1st InterCity 125 breaks world land speed record of 
238 km (147.88mph).
Thursday 5th
Apartheid: In South Africa, Govan Mbeki is released 
from custody after serving 24 years in the Robben 
Island prison. He had been sentenced to life for 
treason against the white minority South Africa 
government.
Saturday 7th
In Tunisia, president Habib Bourguiba is overthrown 
and replaced by Prime Minister Zine El Abidine Ben 
Ali.
Sunday 08th
Enniskillen massacre: In Enniskillen, Northern 
Ireland, an Irish Republican Army bomb explodes, 
at a ceremony honoring Britain’s war dead, killing 
eleven people.
Wednesday 18th
King’s Cross fire: In London, 31 people die in a fire 
at the city’s busiest underground station at King’s 
Cross St Pancras.
Iran-Contra affair: U.S. Senate and House panels 
release reports charging President Ronald Reagan 
with ‘ultimate responsibility’ for the affair.
Sunday 22nd 
Max Headroom broadcast signal intrusion incident 
– unknown perpetrators hijack the signal of WGN-

TV for about 20 seconds, and WTTW for about 90 
seconds, and display a strange video of a man in the 
eponymous mask.

December

Tuesday 1st
NASA announces the names of four companies who 
were awarded contracts to help build Space Station 
Freedom. Boeing Aerospace, General Electric’s 
Astro-Space Division, McDonnell Douglas, and the 
Rocketdyne Division of Rockwell
Construction of the Channel Tunnel is initiated.
Wednesday 2nd 
Hustler Magazine v. Falwell is argued before the 
U.S. Supreme Court.
Tuesday 8th 
Israeli-Palestinian conflict: First Intifada begins in 
the Gaza Strip and West Bank.
Wednesday 9th
The First Intifada begins in the Gaza Strip and West 
Bank
Tuesday 29th
Yuri Romanenko of USSR remained in space for 326 
days and came back to Earth on this day that year.
Prozac makes its debut in the United States.





POSE 2
is mr

MAXX  MOSES
Taking a trip through illusion and truth into 
the vivid dimensionality of Maxx Moses is 
to journey through the realms of  intangible 
magic within the human spirit. Whipping 
together urban soul and the organic freedom 
of the natural world into a glorious explosion 
of creative imagination, Maxx transports you 
through your own unconsious to the surreal 
summits of possibility and drops you there, 
intensely alive, to gorge on the wonders of 
pure alchemy.... He spoke to us....

What were your early artistic influences?

My first artistic influences came from my 
mother, Marion Hopkins, god bless her 
soul. Her life was a living art form - she 
was passionate and beautiful, ugly and 
unpredictable. We never knew where we were 
going what to expect and how she would 
react. She exposed us to Plays, Musicals, 
Concerts, Recitals and even private music 
lessons, despite not having much money. She 
always saw us as being more than average. 
The best part of these trips to the theater was 
the journey on the 1 train where my eyes were 
introduced to my second artistic influence 
Graffiti, Handstyles, Wildstyles the most 
beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. 
Once my mind was ink stained with this newly 
found passion for writing there was no other 
art form except Graffiti… everything else was 
fake, stale and produced in a studio and I 
despised it all! 

Did your college experiences broaden your 
range of influence and possibility without 
altering your core?

Until 1981 I bombed anything I could in 
New York. The moment I arrived at college I 
bombed the entire Art Building with burners, 
colorful beautiful pieces. I had to make a 
statement, POSE 2 is here and Graffiti has 
entered the building. Yea I got plenty of 
attention and suddenly I was being kicked 
out of school. In efforts to stay in school I 
befriended one of the art professors, Jack 
Wolsky. He believed in Graffiti and he 





believed in me, which prevented me from 
getting expelled. In return he demanded I 
enroll in some art classes.
From the moment I embraced Graffiti I knew 
it was a powerful movement that made people 
feel uncomfortable and I liked that. But now I 
was in a new environment and it was time to 
expand. Exiled from New York with no trains, 
no mentor and the one Graff magazine in 
the world (IGT, by Phase II), I was forced to 
develop my own style. 
Art history opened my mind and changed 
my perspective. I learned within this class 
that graffiti wasn’t the first art movement 
to challenge the establishment. When 
Impressionism first began it was outcaste, 
misunderstood and considered not to be art.
This similarity between Graffiti and 
impressionism opened me up and gave 
me a greater understanding about art and 
its evolution.  My passion for art in general 
had deepened and I was now open to be 
influenced by Surrealism and Modern art 
because now I understood the struggle that all 
artist undergo to express themselves.

What influences do you bring to your 
lettering to take it abstract

Myself, because I am so abstract, meaning 
I’m always experimenting. As a teenager I 
was a big time thief and I do the same thing 

now as an artist, I borrow from other artists, I 
borrow from experiences from environments 
and reinterpret them and now they are my 
experiences, my expression… and then they 
are yours to interpret and expand upon. So 
my lettering style is its constantly changing as 
the people in my life and all the other things 
around me change. 

What does graffiti bring to the public in the 
corporate cityscape

It brings life. I travel a lot to cities all over the 
world, and when I hit a somewhere with no 
graffiti, it just speaks of a closed society, as if 
it were under Marshall Law. There are graffiti 
artists everywhere, so when you can’t see any 
art in the streets, it brings home truths about 
the restrictive nature and suppression of the 
wider society. But when I go to places like LA, 
St Louis and certain parts of New York and I 
see graffiti - it’s alive and it’s well  - you know 
there’s people out there willing to take a risk, 
people who are alive, and living it regardless 
of their circumstances. And that to me says a 
lot about the vibe and the frequency of what’s 
going on in that area – there’s rebels there; 
people who are compelled to do what they do, 
because they just can’t stop the flow.
But, you know, speaking of the corporate 
cityscape, Graffiti has become the guerilla 
in guerilla marketing. It’s been used as a 





template for marketing corporations in their 
urban advertising over the last 10 years. 
Advertisers have seen graffiti artists going 
out bombing and getting their names and 
their reputations up, and they see the parallel 
between that and branding, and then flipping 
that same concept and using it in ever more 
expansive ways to sell their products.

Where does your journey through art take 
you?

My journey through art takes me on a 
rollercoaster ride just like my life, but at the 
end of the day, I use my art, my process as 
a grounding tool and as a vehicle for my 
expression. I’ve used it and it’s used me in a 
lot of different ways – becoming an artist has 
sustained both my lifestyle and my sanity, so 
it’s been a twofold path that has served me 
in a lot of different ways. It’s been an escape, 
something to delve into and take me deeper. 
I think the beauty of it all is the potential to 
constantly expand on my artistic expression. 
I started as a graffiti writer, evolved into a 
painter…..I wrote a play last year for dance 
theatre called Graffiti Life: The Colour of my 
Soul, so the opportunities to advance and to 
grow as an artist are endless. In order to write 
that play I first had to delve into music, and 
within that, I started to realize that this was 
far more than beats, but a score, this is FOR 
something…..and from that evolved the play. 
For me, art is life, it’s the art of living with full 

expression.

Such a magical term – what is Concrete 
Alchemy and what’s the difference between 
Pose Two and Maxx Moses?

Pose Two is a graffiti writer that evolved out 
of New York who is known for his lettering 
style, the FX Crew, and travelling all over the 
world with graffiti and letter based forms. In 
2005 and 2006, the year I moved to California, 
was when I started sensing an evolution. 
Even within Pose Two, I’d always had this 
desire to be different, even back in ’92 when 
I returned to painting graffiti, I had to really 
evaluate how I was going to make my mark, 
what with so many people out there writing, 
I had this desire to be stylistically different. I 
distinguished myself in my letter forms, and 
then I slowly realized that I was tired of just 





writing my name, and that I wanted to expand 
beyond that. Moving to California, I found that 
the environment was playing a major role in 
my artistic expression, and I wanted to find 
a way of defining that difference. Pose Two 
was all good on the letter based side, but I 
was becoming someone different – Mr Maxx 
Moses. Maxx comes from my admiration for 
the artist Peter Max, and the word ‘maximum’, 
while Moses represents freedom, so Maximum 
Freedom is Maxx Moses. The parallel with 
my art runs deep, because I was artistically 
free now, liberated from the confines of letter 
based forms. I had so much more to say to 
so many more people, so ‘Look at me now’, 
understand the style – This is still Pose Two, 
but with the extra dimension of Maxx Moses – 
you know who I am even though you don’t see 
the letters, but the iconic style still resonates 
though.

Does Concrete Alchemy open your art up 
to people who may instinctively shy away 
from letter based graffiti?

There’s so much fear generated around the 
letter forms, and in so many people’s minds 
it still has negative connotations of being 
gang related, illegal and threatening. You 
can take that same imagery and those same 
elements that you would have put into a piece 
and flip it into something totally different and 
abstract, and suddenly, it’s taken out of that 
context and people are stopping, thinking 
‘Well, This is really interesting’ I don’t know if 

saying they feel comfortable is the best way to 
describe it, but they can connect with it. They 
look and they can see the graffiti roots, but 
it’s not graffiti – it’s something else…and the 
beauty is that it doesn’t have to be anything, 
it’s the deeper undefined connection that is so 
important.

How important is colour to you

Colour is very important. I was painting in the 
Bronx last week, and most of the cats down 
there were using two or three colours, while 
my piece had maybe fifteen, and people are 
so attracted to that. Colour has an effect on our 
human psyche – it makes people intrinsically 
feel good. It generates something within you, 
it’s a magnetizing force that lifts people’s 
spirits, and as an artist whose whole essence 
is about uplifting your spirit, colour is an 
essential element in doing that.

Does art become transcendental in the 
creation or in the finishing?

Both. Time and time again while I’m painting, 
I feel as though I’m working on my own being 
as I paint. Once it’s completed, my goal is 
that it has an effect on the people who get 
a chance to see it – that it transcends, that 
it uplifts and that it inspires all those who 
embrace it. So it’s a two part process – me 
engaging with the artwork and living this 
interaction with the piece and all the internal 
aspects of my being, and then having that 





dynamic expressed, to start its new life in the 
spirits of the audience.

How does street based art impact the 
human condition

The whole purpose and essence of graffiti and 
street art is to break down our conditioning. 
What is art, what is vandalism, what is beauty, 
and who determines these things. Each 
individual viewer has his take on what is what 
and it becomes a process of individualism 
even to engage with the art. It breaks down 
the barriers of conditioning and the imposed 
world view of a conditioned society. For 
example, ‘art’ is something that is traditionally 
viewed as being inside some building 
carrying a label and a price tag, and yet you 
have street art, which is just out there, with 
innumerable people doing it that may not 
have gone to school or been trained in any 
way beyond the burning desire to express. 
So it’s speaking to the human psyche and 
encouraging it to do whatever feels right, 
whatever you want to do, and that expression 
is free. All it takes is to do what you feel 
and express it, and in our society, that is not 
‘considered normal’. Our human condition 
is trained in schools by having to raise your 
hand to ask a question, by your parents telling 
you what to do, by religions teaching you to 
fear God or you’ll be punished. So much of our 
identity is a conditioned response, and within 
street art and graffiti is an uncontrollable force 
that inspires you to do what you feel, placing 
outside society’s box, and I think that aspect 
alone creates a overwhelming fear in those in 
a position of authority.

Where is your inspiration and imagery 
drawn from?

Drawing, having conversations like this, 
reading, the environment, thought, other 
artists and my experiences. I like to take time 
and just draw, and even though what comes 
out of it may not be what I paint at the time, it’s 
a training ground for ideas to come through.

Nature plays a huge role. I’m on my way 
to California this week, and I can’t wait 
to get back - there’s just so much natural 
beauty there. As much as I’m a city dude, 
I’m definitely a nature boy as well. I grew 
up going camping in the woods, and it gives 
my spirit the opportunity to breathe, there’s 
so much more visual landscape and my 
imagination expands twice as much as it 
does in the city. I wrote my play while I was in 
California – the ideas just flowed through me. I 
think we under-estimate nature, and while we 
all love city life because there’s so much to do, 
we can actually feel uncomfortable going out 
into nature which is of course the most natural 
environment for us. Me and Chor (Boogie) 
and a few other guys went out into the woods 
and ended up running around like 10 year 
olds, it was magical. You don’t have to have 
your guard up in nature, you can be yourself 
and THAT’s where expression flows and you 
become your true self





Are you a spiritual guy

I would love to be called a spiritual guy, and 
in the past, I think that was a very important 
thing for me to say, but right now, if I wanted 
to BE anything, it would simply be a happy 
person. If a joyous person living a prosperous 
life is considered spiritual, then that’s cool. You 
can be spiritual and broke and unhappy, so I 
don’t thing I want to ’be’ anything, just myself, 
fully expressed.

Where is the line between art and 
vandalism and does anyone have the right 
to draw it?

Well Picasso went to Africa and stole all their 
imagery, came back and started creating 
some fly ass shit. Artists steal from artists all 
the time, so is that vandalism or is it natural 
evolution. Then there’s the question of writing 
on people’s property, but you know, saying 
one piece is vandalism and another piece is 
art is just a bunch of bullshit. We were just in 
the Bronx doing this wall that the cats down 
there have been painting for 13 years, and the 
police roll up. I thought it was just going to 
be a routine stop, and the painters had verbal 
permission, but nothing on paper. So there we 
are, with ladders and scaffolding – the whole 
nine yards, and…..we get arrested! The police 
could have just asked us to pack it up, but no…
they came at us like we were bank robbers 

with an unbelievably aggressive approach. 
I was letting kids who were just so excited 
about what we were doing fill in my piece. 
They were desperate to help in any way they 
could and I was like’ Here – paint, paint, paint 
– have some fun’. We had all the communities 
out there enjoying the art, and the police 
came and shut that down??? What message 
are you sending? We weren’t out bombing, we 
were beautifying that neighborhood, adding 
to it, both visually and on a community level, 
and because there’s a technicality you close 
the whole thing down. Is your humanity so 
shut off that you can’t see that? ‘You don’t 
have this paper – you’re going to jail’. What 
does that say to the kids who were being 
creatively inspired? If people out there 
bombing are labeled vandals, then what am 
I? It’s disheartening to be giving everything 
you have and not be appreciated for it. The 
reality is that in this society, value is placed 
upon money, and a lot of writers have been 
giving their art away for free over the years, 
beautifying neighborhoods and somehow by 
being free, it can be seen as having no worth 
or as vandalism simply because there’s no 
price tag attached.

Speaking of lines, where’s the line between 
earning a living doing what you love and 
commercial exploitation

The line is what you feel good about. I don’t 



think there’s a universal line that has the ‘should and shouldn’t’ embedded into it – it’s how you 
as an artist feel within your own personal integrity. I’ve done numerous commercial projects, 
name the company and I’ve done them, and often I’m hired as a sign painter where they give 
me the artwork and I duplicate it, but the money is fantastic thank you very much. But then 
I reached a point that I was doing so much of the kind of work that my own expression was 
dissolving. One of the last projects I was commissioned for was for Toyota – a design for a fifth 
door, and I wasn’t feeling good about it at all. So I stopped and began to draw, and whatever 
came out came out. Having taken it back to my creative space, I was happy the result and so I 
submitted it, but I’d stopped caring about its acceptance. They loved it, we created it, and we 
ran with it. At this stage in my career, that’s where I want to be coming from. If you’re hiring me 
then you’re hiring Mr Maxx Moses and his expression for whatever your project happens to be, 
it’s going to be MY expression coming through

How important is impacting today’s youngsters

Vital.  If you could see some of our projects, and see the inspiration these kids take from the 
freedom in my life and the freedom I represent you would be truly touched. They see someone 
who is not living the 9-5 treadmill, but creating every day, and what I do impacts people, 
makes them feel alive and magnetises them. Then they see other people around them in other 
positions in life, whose work doesn’t bring them the same joy, people who aren’t doing what 
they love doing every day, and it’s incredibly important to set the example to the youth of being 
all you can be and everything you dream of being while giving them a start in the skills it takes 
to make those dreams a living, breathing reality

What do you want people to take from your art

It’s up to them. People keep asking me what this or that means, and my answer is that I’ve 
done my job and now it’s on you to engage with it and embrace it. I want people to learn 
the language of art. It’s like learning any language, you have to learn the dialect – the 
pronunciations and enunciations, and I would love for people to learn how to understand the 
language of our art in the same spirit. Visual linguistics are a valuable tool, because I don’t 
paint literally, so you have to take your time, stand there and dissect it, enjoy it and let it flow 
through you – take a ride, take a journey and have some fun.

Current projects?

I just finished the huge Edgewood mural in Washington DC and I’m on my way to California 
to curate a show called Beauty and the Beast for Chor Boogie and Cope 2. My play is going to 
have its second run in February of 2010, so I’m rewriting the script for that. I’m doing a huge 
project in my home town of Yonkers, New York in October and then another vast project in 
Washington and then south for a project in Tijuana

Love yourself…..deeply
http://posetwo.com



The Godfather of House 

Marshal Jefferson
If Marshall Jefferson needs an introduction, 
you need to get out there and do some 
serious soul searching followed by a hefty 
whack of research...Production genius, 
writer, inspiration, innovator the list just 
goes on. Love and respect to the Godfather 
for speaking to us and with a quick funky 
piano break we turn it over to the legend 
himself.....

What were your early influences 
and how did they lead to house?

The Hot Mix 5, Jesse Saunders, 
Jamie Principal, Led Zeppelin, Yes, 
Jimi Hendrix, Isaac Hayes, George 
Clinton. Hot Mix 5 gave me my 
mixing techniques that i still 
use today, Jesse Saunders gave me 
the inspiration to actually make 
records, and the others shaped my 
music philosophy.

Did you have any formal musical 
training or were you empowered by 
the DIY nature of electronic music?  

I went to a music store with a 
friend. I was a DJ at the time and I 
was just hanging out. Anyway when 
we got there the sales guy was 
pushing a new sequencer called the 
Yamaha QX1 on us. He told us with 
the QX1 we could play keyboards 
like Stevie Wonder, even if we’d 
never played keyboards in our lives. 
My friend didn’t believe him, but I, 
having never played keyboards in 
my life, was all ears. I listened and I 
believed him. 
He found out I worked at the Post 
Office and gave me a huge line of 
credit, about 10k. I 
bought the Qx1 and was ready 
to go, but the sales guy brought 

up a good point, telling me i 
should’nt have a sequencer 
without a keyboard, so I bought 
a keyboard too. Then he told me 
I really needed a drum machine 
too, so I bought one of those. 
Then he told me I really should 
have a mixer, so I could hear 
everything playing at the same 
time, so I bought that too. Then 
he told me I should have a 4 track 
recorder to record everything, so 
I bought that too..........and another 
keyboard..............and a TB303...............

The final tally was about $9000, and 
it was all I could do to get out of 



there before he got the final $1000 
of my credit iine. News got out 
pretty fast that I’d spent a load of 
money on musical equipment and 
I didn’t even know how to play 
anything. My friends came over 
and laughed at me for a good 6 
hours..............I felt about 11 inches 
tall when they finished with 
me........................

I wrote my 1st song 2 days later. I 
gave it to my friend Sleezy, and he 
gave it to Ron Hardy at the Music 
Box. Ron Hardy started playing 
it and within 6 months, I had 15 
songs playing at the Music Box. The 
next year I had Move Your Body, 
the House Music Anthem out, and 
Dj’s everywhere started hiring 
keyboard players and telling them 
to play like Marshall Jefferson. 

Did you know you had nailed it 
with Move your Body

Yep. And that’s after everybody told 
me it wasn’t House Music because of 
the piano. 

Tracks like Move your body, 
Someday (with Ce Ce Rogers), and 

Alright (with Sterling Void and 
Paris Brightledge) defined the soul 
of a generation. Were you feeling 
that sense of depth and freedom in 
the studio or were you just making 
great records?

A combination of both i think, it 
takes a lot to get things from idea 
stge to finished record and i think 
i did it.

What’s your singing like?

Sucks.

You must have had some serious fun 
in those early days – any anecdotes 
stand out? 

yeah, but I was pretty wild in those 
days and I don’t think you want 
x-rated stuff in your magazine.

The  deep Acid sound of Acid Tracks 
was a defining moment in the 
possibilities of dance music – which 
came first, the concept or the 303?

That depends on who you ask. I 
used the TB 303 previously but it 
wasn’t really “Acid” until DJ Pierre 



and Spanky from Phuture started 
twisting knobs. 

Where did the word ‘acid house’ 
come from to describe that 303 
sound?

Came from the English press after 
Phuture released “Acid Tracks”. 

Its been said that both you and DJ 
Pierre discovered the sund that 
became the Acid House signature. 
Do you remember much  about that 
session?

Pierre discovered it before he 
even met me, I just got it released 
for him. The session Phuture had 
everything programmed in advance 
and the knew exactly when to 
twist the knobs. 

How do you feel about the intense 

cultural shift house created – what 
was it that made so many people 
loving and free?

It’s a less assertive vibe than rap, 
there were no guns in the House 
clubs and never any fights, people 
were more interested in dancing 
than pick ups and representing 
their gangs. 

Did house lose something when it 
went mainstream

House never went mainstream. You 
had a song here and there or maybe 
one act every 2 years that made 
it, but mainstream radio is still 
dominated by hip hop and pop.

Do you feel that dance music has 
splintered into narrow genres in a 
way that betrays its original spirit?

Yes, and the splinters have killed it. 



everything is meant to play on one 
dance floor, and that’s where the 
underground has always gotten 
its strength. With a splintered 
underground, we’ll never have 
change in music. Innovation 
historically has always come from 
the dance floor...........rock started 
out as dance music. See, what’s 
happened in the past is when dance 
music took over, all the major 
labels died and new ones popped up. 
It happened with Swing, Rock and 
Roll (twice) once with Bill Haley, 
then it briefly died when they went 
to ballads, then the Beatles put it 
back on the dance floor. Rock died 
again, then Disco took over and 
dominated. Disco was murdered 
and since then only dance acts 
here and there have gotten big.........
Michael jackson, Madonna started 
out as a dance act, etc. 

With the demise of vinyl pressings 
and the rise of laptop studios is 
the scene saturated for choice and 
more difficult to independently 
break now? 

yes. When I started there were only 
5 to 25 dance records a week being 
released. Now there is about 30,000. 
I couldn’t break if i started out 
today. 

What’s your take on street art (not 
just graffiti – but colourfully 
subversive free public art)

Haven’t thought too much about 
it.

What are you working on right 
now 

Albums on Curtis McClain, the guy 
that sang the House Music Anthem 
in 1985, and Jungle wonz. I’m about 9 
songs into each project. 

Who were your mentors of the 
period?

Didn’t really have a mentor, i pretty 
much had to work out everything 
on my own, all of us did at that 
time.

Did Dr King, and the freedom 
strain of gospel play any part in the 
soul of early house music?

Not really, it just accentuated 
what was already recorded.

Though born in Chicago, House 
music quickly circumnavigated the 
world by ramraiding commercial 
charts. Did you envisage the 
succces of your early productions?
 
I thought it would be much bigger. 
I thought we would have a House 
Music Hall Of Fame by now and I 
would be the 1st inductee. 

Tell us about the first time you 
came into contact with the smiley 



face generation in Manchester.

I think it was 1987. I’d finished “Acid Tracks” a few months earlier and 
when I got back to england everyone was wearing the t-shirts, I thought 
they were all nuts. 

How does it feel to know you produced many of the worlds first 
commercially released House Tracks?

Ok, I guess, I wish I would have a more business knowledge though and 
stopped everyone from doing remixes, because they’ve killed us. 

Any advice for a young producer who’s feeling something in his bones?

drink plenty of water and you’ll be sober by morning. 

Would you call yourself spiritual?

deeply and privately.

Did the music set you free?

Every time, I’ve lost girlfriends because they thought I enjoyed the music 
more than them. 

WWW.mySPAce.com/houSemuSicgoDfAther
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NUGGETS  
From the Illegal Festival

Fucking typical Pete thought. You pass out for 3 hours and 
nobody fills the generator with diesel. I mean honestly. Now he 
had to find some light source other than the 2 Swan Vestas he 

kept for emergency roll ups in his baccy, locate some spanners 
and crucially, remember where the fuck the generator was. 

He’d been far too rushed up while taking the site to have taken 
any real notice of the geographical layout, then it had been all 
about the rig – and then it had been time to quality control the 

bar and finally, a dignified nap on top of the amp rack once 
the rig was rolling. Ironically it was the sudden silence and 
traumatic lack of bass that had jolted him awake and sent 
him clawing through the mists of cash and carry spirits to 

grasp the sense of total crisis. Snapping vaguely into gear, he 
ploughed through the heaving mass of humanity and hauled 

himself off in the general direction of people yelling his name.
........................................................................................

‘Where are we’? 
X suddenly noticed they had ended up by a highly suspect on every level burger 
stand affair – complete with whiny stereo cutting right through the distant boom and a 
general vegetable oil coated sweatiness.. It was far too long before Tuesday to be able 
to cope with the smell of fried food, and the psychologically fascinating on another day 
attempt at rave décor looked like a cross between an old Safeway special offers flyer and 
dinnertime in the ‘My God This Is Some Bad Acid household. Loitering were pasty faced 
looking silent types who worryingly seemed like they might start talking to them at any 
moment..
‘Dubious on Sea mate’ answered Paula She gave the area a quick scan herself….
‘Lower Lost it on the Leg It don’t you mean’?
‘West Mingington I do believe actually’
‘No no – my map reliably informs me that we are in fact on Grimsville Common’
‘We most certainly are not – I’d blame the map but your pupils ain’t looking too clever 
either – no this is without question Total Bollocks on Toast  – My aunt lives near here’
‘Ah yes, Aunt Ropey  - Bless her crotcheted cardigans – where does that fine woman 
reside these days….not still at Upper Flapsville on the Toss’??
‘Nope – fine memories though – what cracking 
Bell Ringers Anonymous picnics we used to have 
there – she’s settled down in County Lynchmob 
in the small hamlet of Lower Tolerance on the 
Shotgun… Fine upstanding folk’..
‘Not like those bastards in Decidedly Iffy sur Mer 
eh?’
‘You took the words right out of my mouth’ 
‘Or for that matter – that undesirable bunch 
of pebbledash abusing fuckers down at  
Breakdancing Pensioners on the Wold’…

Right  er…… they looked at each other – ‘BAR’ – 
and zipped off  beveragewards



Colin insisted on being known as Crystals O Shalloran, 
wearer of beads, high priest of arcane chillum rituals, and 
purveyor of floral trance. He’d clipped some dreadlocks onto 
his headphones, fashioned a sacred chillum out of a carrot 
and was sporting a new range of Fair Trade authentic tribal 
tie dye sarongs straight from the sweatshops of the Beijing 
suburbs . His new crew, Jostick Tribe (tagline - from Brighton 
to Goa with a Feather Boa) were taking their own imaginations 
by storm and seemed to be planning on testing out the taste 
range of our sound system  in an ethnic skirt while handing 
out beaded jewellery made by an old Manali woman known 
as the Himalayan Harridan and telling anyone who will listen 
that spiritual enlightenment is just a trust fund away. Boom 
Shanka – What a total wanker
........................................................................................

Out rolled the sub – muffled 
and menacing, and then the 
bass punched straight to the 
solar. The ground started to 
quiver.  The mid bounced 
back into life and dipped 
straight into the warmth of a 
deep acid line washing away 
the uncertainties, bucking 
down the bass and tumbling 
out the rhythm. Then the 
tops skidded back into the 
mix, distilling everything 
into crisp, crystal clarity, 
whispering across the 
eyelashes and disappearing 
overhead off into the eternal 
moment.  The lights suddenly 
knew exactly what they were 
about, piercing the night with 
wonder as the sound system 
thundered and that moment of release was gloriously plundered; hardwired back into the 
6000 strong collective consciousness. 
Spence was tripping hard and raving his nuts off. His acid was pure Californian white 
fluff. None of this horrific sketchy Dutch bollocks that makes you feel like you’re 
trapped in a nonsensical plastic cartoon, a passenger instead of a stunt pilot. No wild 
visuals as such, certainly no Hunter S Thompson animal kingdom antics (did that guy 
just have a line on some mindblowing psychedelics or was he completely full of shit?). 
Nope the Californian cruise control just plugged you straight into your own soul, had 
you operating on pure optimum, connected to everything, living the music and the 
dancefloor on a pure shamanic multi sensory and universally switched on trip and 
allowing you to live those hours as the self you were most proud of, most wanted to be, 
but allowed to slip away into the mire of daily non shamanic, non meditative life. And it 
was fucking wicked.
...................................................................................................................................



The lighting technician appeared from behind his 
mixing console for the first time since the party had 
kicked off at midnight.  Having taken the sixties 
extremely seriously, his mother Josephine had moved 
to Greece and attempted to set up a colonic crystal 
aroma-irrigation meditation retreat on the island 
of Mykonos. With her potential pool of recruits still 
in London, listening to early punk and mainlining 
barbiturates, she had consoled herself by embarking 
on a torrid affair with Stavros (I shit you not) a 17 year 
old mute Cyprian waiter and in a moment of what 
we can only hope was glorious intoxication, she took 
the fateful decision to name her and Stavros’s first 
born son Agamemnon. Shortly afterwards Stavros 
disappeared to fulfill his dreams at the Marcel 
Marceau School of Mime, stealing all her crystals 
as he left and flogging them at the fake antiquities 
market in Athens.  Heartbroken, Josephine and 
Agamemnon (she almost called him Napoleon for 
Christ’s sake) returned to England and while mother 
became a dental hygienist who occasionally sang to 
flowers in Stroud, Agamemnon started school telling anyone who would listen that he was 
called Tom
..................................................................................................................
As Pete ambled back merrily from diesel duty, he nodded mentally at Large and Larger 
who were halogened up and in full control of the amp rack. Has a rig ever been in safer 
hands? Well certainly on a sartorial level. Large or Gary to his mum was sporting a 
rather alarming Hawaiian shirt over combat trousers that can only have come from the 
ranks of the Kazakhstan 7th Light Infantry – commanding officer Borat, while Larger 
(Joe) had the obligatory spliff dangling from his lips and looked as he always did. 
Someone who had taken a wrong turning en route to the ‘Hearty Kebab Shop Proprietors 
Annual Dinner Dance’ and stumbled across some ecstasy  on his travels. Large in girth 
Large in laughter and Larger than Life. The lads just had it totally under control.  Bloody 
good job too as far as Pete was concerned.  He had 3 unconscious hours to make up for 
and the bar seemed like a positively inspired place to start.
He wove his way around the outskirts of the dancefloor, playing the time honoured game 
of dancefloor dodgems – elbows, bodies, pupils and smiles flying thick and fast across 
whatever the chosen strategic route through happens to be. He had learnt from years of 
experience that the best policy was to plaster a half apologetic, half ‘I’m really ‘avin it’ 
grin firmly across his face, lower the lead shoulder and just go for it. He managed to pick 
his way through with relative ease apart from that one glo stick 
in the eye, but he generously put that down to someone who was 
clearly at the wrong party or was on some kind of medicated 
retro trip.  Crossing a dancefloor thousands strong has always 
been underestimated as a hangover cure, and by the time he 
reached the Valhalla of the bar, sensory overload had cured him 
of any headache he might have surrendered to on another day.
Giving the utter and complete chaos ensuing in front of the well 
lit and healthily backdropped bar area a sophisticated swerve,  
he  dived  through a pair of blissfully oblivious legs, past the 
driverless bass bins propping up the table and emerged into 
the sanctuary of the serving space.  Draping himself across 
the stack of crates in a pose worthy  of a Greek God’s slightly 
dubious friend, he cracked a beer with his teeth and settled in to 
regroup.....SiriuS 23







Occult Symbolism in 
Corporate Logos

vigiLAnt
During the 20th century, urban environments 
got taken over by corporate logos. Studies 
have reported that an average person is 
exposed to about a thousand logos a day. 
Few people however ponder on the symbolic 
meaning of these marketing tools and their 
occult origins. This article analyzes the 
esoteric origin of some well known corporate 
logos.

Think about where you encounter logos 
on an average day: they are on household 
items, on cars, on clothes, in TV ads, on 
billboards, on insignas, all over sporting 
events, EVERYWHERE. Logos are one of the 
results of extensive studies (funded by the 
Rockefeller’s  “Chicago School”) in cognitive 
sciences, neuropsychology and biology. Those 
studies constitute the core of  ”marketing”, a 
heavily funded field which keeps its findings 
totally secret from the general public. Why 
are the findings secret? Well, if you knew why 
marketing worked on you, you wouldn’t fall for 
it anymore.

The huge visibility of corporate logos is also 
an opportunity for the elite to showcase their 
beliefs and their power. The same way occult 
symbols are inserted on buildings and sites 
(see the Sinister Sites section for examples), 
they are hidden in plain view on corporate 
logos.  We will now explore the origins and 
meanings of the symbols used in logos. This 
article will focus on the Winged Sun-disk, the 
Vesica Piscis and the rising sun. More articles 
will come, dealing with more symbols.

the WingeD Sun-DiSk

This ancient symbol is commonly associated 
with Egypt, although it was also used by 
Persians and Assyrians and also by remote 
cultures in South America and Australia. It 
consists of a Sun orb flanked by two wings. 
The Egyptians traditionally depicted two 
serpents on the wings, representing the 
goddesses protecting Upper and Lower 
Egypt. Thomas Milton Stewart explains its 
mythological meaning:

“Horus, the Virgin-Born redeemer of the 
Egyptians, came intro the world to destroy  the 
enemies of the great God, Ra. Therefore Horus 
changed himself into the form of the winged 
sun-disk, and took with him the Goddesses 
Nekhebet and Uatchit in the form of two 
serpents. After their successful war upon the 
enemies of Ra, Horus commanded Thoth, the 
God of Secret Wisdom, that the winged sun-disk 
with the erect serpents should be brought into 
every sanctuary of all the gods of the lands of 
the South and North.”

The author continues about symbolism:

“The symbolic points in the foregoing 
legend are very old, for they belong to the 
earliest period. The winged disk, which as a 
hieroglyphic means “to become – to be – to 
create,” is a part of symbolical ornamentation 
of every temple, displayed over every gate 
and doorway, and a symbol of the earliest 
expression of life after death that has reached 
our day.”
-Thomas Milton Stewart, Symbolism of the 
Gods of the Egyptians and the Light They 
Throw on Freemasonry

The symbol is a representation of the 
ascension of the soul to the Divine, with 
the help of the serpents of wisdom and 



knowledge:

“And the meaning of the winged Sundisk is this, 
– It is the symbol of perfect Aspiration towards 
the Divine, of Purification of the lower nature, 
and of final ascent into union with the One.”
-G.A. Gaskell, Egyptian Scriptures Interpreted 
Through the Language of Symbolism Present 
in All Inspired Writings

Egyptian mystics used the winged sun for 
ritualistic magic and invocations:

“‘Emblematic of the element of air, this consists 
of a circle or solar-type disk enclosed by a pair 
of wings. In ritual magic it is suspended over 
the alter in an easterly direction and used when 
invoking the protection and co-operation of the 
sylphs.”
-Hope, Murry, Practical Egyptian Magic

The winged sun is still being used today by 
groups like the Freemasons, the Theosophists 
and the Rosicrucians.

“The Winged Globe is pre-eminently a 
Rosicrucian symbol, although the Illuminati may 
lay claim to it, and it may be admitted that it is 
of Egyptian origin. The Winged Globe is the 
symbol of the perfected soul making its flight 
back to the source of its creation in the Elysian 
fields beyond.”
-Swinburne, Clymer, The Rosicrucians Their 
Teachings

So this ancient mystical and magical symbol 
representing the perfected soul has graced 
entrances for millenniums and is still being 
used for the same purpose. Here’s the 
winged sun used on Rosicrucian and Masonic 
buildings:

The winged sun suspended over the Worshipful 
Master’s throne in the Egyptian room of a 
Masonic Temple Grand Lodge

Since the wings are the means of 
transportation of the perfected soul, this 
symbol has been used in the automotive 
industry

The winged sun but with an all-seeing eye 
instead of the sun



the veSicA PiSciS

This ancient symbol is the shape formed by 
two interlocking circles and is part of sacred 
geometry. “Piscis” refers to the fact that the 
middle section resembles a fish (piscies). Its 
mystical meaning has always been shrouded 
in mystery but most agree that it is meant to 
represent the feminine principle – the “vulva 
of the Goddess”.

“The Vesica Piscis, two interlinked circles, is 
also known as “the Yoni”. The name “yoni” refers 
to the middle portion of the interlocking circles, 
is derived from the Sanskrit meaning, “divine 
passage”. That the yoni is the feminine, the yoni 
should be viewed such that the divine passage 

becomes a correlation to sex, or male/female 
union. It is this correlation, and its relation to 
rebirth and regeneration that remains a basic 
truth at the very core of Occult structural 
foundations.”
John Yarker, The Arcane Schools

Early Christianity often represented Christ 
inside a Vesica Piscis, representing the womb 
of the Virgin.

The vesica piscis also has an important 
meaning in Freemasonry:

“The vesica is “a universal exponent of 
architecture or Masonry, and the original source 
or fountain from which its signs and symbols are 
derived— it constituted the great and enduring 
secret of our ancient brethren”
-George Oliver, Discrepancies of Masonry

Albert G. Mackey discusses the use of the 
vesica in early Masonry:

“As a symbol, it was frequently employed as 
a church decoration by the Freemasons of the 
Middle Ages. The seals of all colleges, abbeys, 



and other religious communities, as well as 
of ecclesiastical persons, were invariably 
made of this shape. Hence, in reference to the 
religious character of the Institution, it has been 
suggested that the seals of Masonic Lodges 
should also have that form, instead of the 
circular one now used.”
Albert G. Mackey, Encyclopedia of 
Freemasonry

We can see a typical use of the vesica on a 
masonic seal:

Seal of Academia lodge #847

Probably because of its association with 
sexuality, the vesica is used by clothing 
companies its also used by other brands



the riSing Sun

The symbol of 
a rising sun can 
be associated 
with sun worship. 
In ancient 
egypt, it was 
associated with 
Horus. Occultists 
consider it to 
represent the 
new age of 
Aquarius and the 
arrival of new 
radiation from 
the galactic core, the “Golden Dawn”. The 
blazing sun is also associated with the 
Promethean/Luciferian concept of bringing 
fire (knowledge) to man.

“A recurrent mythic model for revolutionaries 
-early romantics, the young Marx, the Russians 
of Lenin’s time-was Prometheus, who stole 
fire from the gods for the use of mankind. The 
Promethean faith of revolutionaries resembled 
in many respects the general modem belief 
that science would lead men out of darkness 
into light. But there was also the more pointed 
millennial assumption that, on the new day that 
was dawning, the sun would never set. Early 
during the French upheaval was born a ’solar 
myth of the revolution,’ suggesting that the 
sun was rising on a new era in which darkness 
would vanish forever. This image became 
implanted ‘at a level of consciousness that 
simultaneously interpreted something real and 
produced a new reality.’”
-James H. Billington, Fire in the Minds of Men

Manly P. Hall explains the meaning of the 
rising son in the context of secret societies 
such as Freemasonry.

“The direct descent of the essential program 
of the Esoteric Schools was entrusted to 
groups already well-conditioned for the 
work. The guilds, trade unions, and similar 
protective and benevolent Societies had been 
internally strengthened by the introduction of 
a new learning. The advancement of the plan 
required the enlargement of the boundaries 
of the philosophic overstate. A World 

Fraternity was needed, sustained by a deep 
and broad program of education according 
to the ‘method.’ Such a Fraternity could not 
immediately include all men, but it could unite 
the activities of certain kinds of men, regardless 
of their racial or religious beliefs or the nations 
in which they dwelt. These were the men of 
‘towardness,’ those sons of tomorrow, whose 
symbol was… a blazing sun rising over the 
mountains of the east.”
-Manly P. Hall, Masonic Orders of Fraternity

In other words, the rising sun represent the 
initiates of those secret societies. This symbol 
is used in numerous corporate logos:



Obama too has used the symbol of the blazing 
sun. 

to concLuDe

This is the first of a series of articles 
concerning the occult symbols in logos. I did 
not start with the most obvious or the most 
scandalous ones, but they are great examples 
of the depth of esoteric symbolism in pop 
culture. What is the point of inserting occult 

symbols in logos? Is it an arrogant display 
of power by the elite or a way to celebrate 
Mystery Religions? Esoteric scholars affirm 
that symbols have deep reaching magical 
effects on the masses:

“It is known that the Unconscious, whether 
personal or collective works by means 
of pictures or images, speech being a 
comparatively recent development. [...] Magic 
[...] speaks to the subconscious mind of man 
through the archaic images of its symbols and 
rituals, and thereby produces those “changes in 
subconscious” which the magician seeks.”
- W. E. Butler, Magic; It’s Ritual, Power and 
Purpose

Considering the fact that members of 
occult societies like the Freemasons study 
Magic and the power of symbols, there 
is little doubt that many corporate logos 
apply this ancient knowledge. Some logos 
are even suspected to be sigils, symbols 
that have been magically charged to focus 
the subconscious to perform particular 
tasks. In other words, they’re more 
powerful than you think.

http://vigilantcitizen.com/





Hugh Leeman

In today’s image drenched world, what 
would it take for a billboard to make you stop, 
question and reflect? Digitally perfected 
nudity? The haunting face of a starved African 
child? The latest anti-smoking tarred organ 
campaign? Or maybe something that doesn’t 
belong there – on so many levels – a jarringly 
out of place face radiating uncomfortably raw 
reality through the depth in his eyes and the 
scars of the human journey etched into his 
face?
Hugh Leeman has been displacing the 
displaced into the 20 foot eye of comfortably 
numb society in San Francisco and the wider 
world for many a year now. As his growing 
awareness of the power of pirate public art 
synthesized with his increasing awareness and 
wholehearted empathy for the disadvantaged 
and forgotten characters of his home 
Tenderloin district, his work began to take 
on a whole new direction that would blur the 
lines between campaigning, advertising and 
art. A sense of urgency and deep humanity 
slowly consumed his creative conscience 
and he set himself to taking his artwork 

beyond aesthetics and abstract philosophy 
into a burning social message voiced in 
the language of individual identity. The 
forsaken souls of Tenderloin spoke through 
him and found their own voice amongst 
the shimmering glass and indulgent shop 
windows of aspiration and amnesia.

The first thing that struck me about the faces 
was how intricately woven a story a face alone 
could tell as they challenge you with quizzical 
expressions and follow you round corners. 
There is no sense at all of them being just 
another charity poster that preys on shock 
and guilt, reminding you of the wrongs of the 
world without ever forcing you to identify with 
situations so far removed from your realm of 
experience that your feelings are dictated 
by ethical responsibility rather than shared 
humanity. There’s no pity here which instantly 
gives the the faces a more enveloping reach. 
You read pain and abandonment in one 
crease while the eyes speak of hope and a 
life story as complex as your own. The faces 
bear the weight of the many dark chapters 





in the African American experience without 
ever becoming about liberal racial guilt and 
sing the blues of poverty without being about 
making you want to go to a charity drive in 
your own unthreatening neighbourhood. And 
why?  Because  the inescapable sense Hugh 
Leeman’s work thrusts upon you is that these 
faces ARE you, speaking to the shared strains 
of archetypal humanity that hope, pain, joy 
and wisdom represent and instead of having a 
direct campaigning goal like money or clothes 
or shelter, humanizes the faces society has 
buried and on some level of consciousness, 
humanizes the viewer through shared identity. 
Charity rarely can claim to provoke that 
level of individual pathos. But then…this ain’t 
charity.

As Hugh says ‘You have to assume that 
however good or bad the story and despite 
any addictions, the one thing we all share 
as human beings is that we all have some 
sort of dream, even if that dream is I’d like 
to get into a single occupancy unit or I’d 
like not to be a fucking alcoholic’. Aspiration 
is never just for those that can afford it, and 
yet it’s such a common unspoken thought 
that the homeless and the lost souls of the 
street somehow don’t have any beyond their 
next drink. In one simple failure of empathy, 
a whole tribe in the city you live in can 
be stripped of their humanity and of any 
connection to you. And the beauty of Hugh’s 
work starts well before graphite and wheat 
paste come into the equation. The faces that 
arrest you on the public commute are not 
some idealized work of art aiming to convey 
a message, but infused with the character of 
the real men whose portraits they are and an 
intimate bond, trust and knowledge between 
the artist and the people he’s painting. And 

trust is a critical concept here – the pride and 
vulnerability each of the faces speak of can 
only be visible to someone they trust, and 
Hugh has earned that trust over the years by 
living amongst the homeless of Tenderloin 
and bringing essentials like food, clothing 
and cigarettes to ease their day before sitting 
down to hang out and forming bonds of 
intimacy and mutual respect that opens these 
guys up to the art and reveal their true selves. 
Bringing their portraits full circle, Hugh brings 
the raw canvasses down to the street corners 
to have the ‘studio assistants’ themselves tag 
them up and make their mark on them before 
they hit the city walls, signing the pictures 
themselves as any artist involved in the piece 
would do. And of course – that is exactly 
what they are – never merely anonymous 
subjects whose souls are stolen for the artist’s 
individual glory but a shared harmony of their 
voice and how Hugh reads and amplifies it.

Displacement is a poignant and abounding 
theme of Hugh’s work – on every level. The 
portraits of the displaced are displaced from 
the shattered streets of Tenderloin into the 
gleaming comforts of upmarket billboards, 





giving them for a shining moment the same 
access to the collective consciousness that 
all the corporate dollars that bought the 
advertising space can buy. He takes street 
signs, the most resonant of which is the Stop 
sign from one street corner and displaces it to 
another carrying a searching lined face. And if 
you stumble across one of Hugh’s street signs, 
you have to assume that it was not already in 
situ and pasted over, but actively removed 
from somewhere else. As Hugh himself says 
‘ You have to wonder, at what risk is society 
from a missing sign if someone is not going 
to stop because there is no longer anything 
telling them to, drawing the parallel, at 
what risk is society from not stopping to 
think about the disadvantaged within it’ The 
medium reflects the theme and the message 
throughout his work.

Hugh has displaced himself beyond the 
Golden Gate triangle and reached out into 
the wider world on many occasions, perhaps 
the most notable of which was his paste up in 
Bethlehem on the Israel Palestine separation 

wall. He first went to Palestine about 5 years 
ago through one of life’s meaningful accidents 
and what he found there troubled him 
intensely. Having never owned a camera, what 
he witnessed around him drove him to buy 
one and start taking photos of the horrors of 
daily life in Bethlehem with a view to sending 
them out as Christmas cards on his return 
throwing the modern reality of Jesus Christ’s 
birthplace into stark relief. Fast forward a 
couple of years as Hugh honed his street art 
back home and he was determined to go 
back and express what he had felt by putting 
up a piece there. The standard middle of the 
night pasting mission was a definite no-go, 
what with all the indiscriminate violence and 
all, so he pasted in the glare of the midday 
sun with an overwhelmingly curious group 
of Palestinians of all ages crowding around 
wondering what the fuck he was up to, but 
incredibly positive. The grim irony that at any 
moment he would be able to flash his passport 
and leave while they were trapped behind the 
wall he had chosen as his canvas was not lost 
on Hugh, and only emphasized the nature of 





displacement within man’s inhumanity to man that coruscates all 
his work.

The Venus de Milo strapped with an explosives belt spoke 
to so many aspects of the Palestinian crisis. He chose an 
internationally recognized artistic symbol that in it’s time 
bridged the gap between religion and humanism. And of course 
she has no arms. And that is a seriously scorching symbol of 
the Palestinian condition on so many levels. The helplessness 
and inability to control one’s own destiny that the armlessness 
represents speaks not only to the barbaric economic, social 
and military lockdown that the Israelis have imposed on 
Palestine but to the hopeless lack of control within their own 
society. As factions feud and kill each other within Palestine 
itself, sabotaging their own ability to have any kind of unified 
strategy, the young are turned to extremist religion and again 
lose control of their own destinies by leaving them in the hand of ideologues in hope of a better 
life in Paradise. And why the suicide bombers inevitably target Israeli civilians, thus losing 
another front on the moral high ground, because it is the only weapon truly left in their arsenal. 
Israel has staggering military superiority and control of the air, no-one pays any attention if the 

Palestinians do nothing and the steady streams 
of despair eventually run into revenge. So we 
are left with an armless woman with a bomb 
strapped to her. Says it all really.

Hugh’s work has even hit the rain sodden streets 
of London via the slums of Bogota and the hoods 
of New York. His first paste up was on the Jubilee 
Bridge where it was still standing very recently 
and a few pieces near the Tate, so get out there 
and have a look. Funnily enough, his first trip to 
London town left him distinctly underwhelmed, 
but having come back last October to hit the 
streets with wheatpaste, it was a radically 
different experience getting involved in the 
street art scene itself in London. As he says ‘ It is 
THE fucking art capital. It blew me away and it 
was really inspiring. Some of the guys working 
out there and some of the stuff they’re putting 
up is absolutely amazing’. 

Hugh is back on the sidewalks of Tenderloin for the moment and showing in the White Walls 
gallery in a exhibition called ‘Recognition’ the name of which pretty much sums up what he 
is looking for in his hijacked billboards and his itinerant street signs for the people he paints, 
lives and laughs with. His anti war imagery pervades the introspective streets of the United 
States bringing the forgotten slaughter of Darfur and the broken childhoods of conflict to those 
glazed over by the news or lack of it. So as we wade through the moral abyss of the public 
spaces in our cities being bombarded relentlessly by sanitized aspiration, just let’s remember 
to look up, look around, look inside, and actually see.
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OLD LAGS
Hello there Rob?
How are you son?

Who me?
I’m doing fine

When did we last meet?
Parkhurst ‘99!

I saw old Justin in Wandsworth
He was having it with mugs

They nicked him in his lock up with a lorry load of drugs

Who? Bill?
Aint you heard?

He’s Dead
Shot down at Shooters Hill

Its getting very hard to tell the villains from the bill

You heard about old George?
He buggered off to Spain

Apparently he had a touch and now he’s on the gravy train

Old Steve copped a seven
They caught him dealing blow

57 kilos in a lock up down in Bow

Who Me?
Yeah I been stitched right up
Its funny you should ask!



Im here for what i didn’t do
I did not wear a mask

Alright son be lucky
And i’ll see you on the yard

We’ll talk about the good old days and how the game is getting 
hard

Don’t mention all the wasted years
The empty days and nights
The riots and the suicides

The murders and the fights

No we’ll just talk of robbing banks
Flying lead and grassing slags

As we shuffle round the exercise yard
Just a couple tired old lags

Be Lucky 

by Uncle Albert (member of underworld)



Can Orang Utans Own 
Intellectual Property?

Clancco
It was reported recently that several zoos 
across the country now sell paintings done by 
animals. The Houston Zoo, for example, offers 
a $500 experience, in which you can sit and 
watch an orangutan make a painting just for 
you.” 

We couldn’t help but wonder: Who owns the 
copyright to the orangutan’s painting? 

We think there are a four options (with the first 
being the winner). 

One, the orangutan owns the copyright, 
primarily because copyright law grants 
protection to the “author,” and doesn’t mention 
“person,” “human being,” or upright primate 
sans tail. Two, if the orangutan is found to 
be an employee of the zoo, then the zoo owns 
the copyright. Think about it, in this day and age the monkey could be found to be a 
performer who received compensation and workman’s comp for his dangerous duties. 
Three, if the zoo and/or the zoo’s animal trainer aided the orangutan, then either the 
zoo or the trainer are joint authors with the orangutan, giving them both 100% copyright 
ownership (although more likely than not the zoo would own it here because the trainer 
aided the monkey as part of his employment duties); and four, we can certainly see a 
judge (perhaps one from Massachusetts), finding that the orangutan is an infant, and 
thus has full copyright ownership over his painting, but any business dealings will 
most likely be regulated by state laws (and thus directed and approved by the monkey’s 
caretakers and a state judge). For those of you thinking work-for-hire, good try but it 
doesn’t hold much water (at least in most states, but we can’t vouch for Massachusetts) 
because there wasn’t a written contract stipulating as such, and more importantly, 
because portraits are not covered by work-for-hire laws. 

So, there you have it. The next legal case the U.S. Supreme Court will hear is whether or 
not the primate can license his copyrights, and to make matters a bit more interesting 
for Justice Scalia and Thomas will be weather or not the Visual Artist’s Rights Act (VARA) 
applies to orangutans, and whether or not the zoo can exhibit the orangutan’s paintings 
without her consent. Stay tuned!

www.clancco.com





A Nice Cup of Tea
Jealousy piqued by William Burroughs’s 
guest appearance in the last issue of LSD, 
George Orwell has spent the last 2 months 
harrassing LSD editors for a slot and 
learning how to telpathically wire articles 
from the grave. When we finally caved to his 
relentless pleading, we did wonder which 
aspect of the modern world the author of 
1984 would tackle. Would it be the military 
industrial complex? Religious conflict? 
Sureveillance and illegal monitoring of 
citizens perhaps? Well apparently not. Nope, 
George’s burning message to transmit from 
the halls of Hades was er.....how to make the 
perfect cup of tea. Bloody Hell George mate, 
over to you

If you look up ‘tea’ in the first cookery book 
that comes to hand you will probably find that 
it is unmentioned; or at most you will find a 
few lines of sketchy instructions which give no 
ruling on several of the most important points.
This is curious, not only because tea is one of 
the main stays of civilization in this country, as 
well as in Eire, Australia and New Zealand, but 
because the best manner of making it is the 
subject of violent disputes.

When I look through my own recipe for the 
perfect cup of tea, I find no fewer than eleven 
outstanding points. On perhaps two of them 

there would be pretty general agreement, but 
at least four others are acutely controversial. 
Here are my own eleven rules, every one of 
which I regard as golden:

First of all, one should use Indian or 
Ceylonese tea. China tea has virtues which 
are not to be despised nowadays — it is 
economical, and one can drink it without 
milk — but there is not much stimulation in 
it. One does not feel wiser, braver or more 
optimistic after drinking it. Anyone who has 
used that comforting phrase ‘a nice cup of 
tea’ invariably means Indian tea. Secondly, 
tea should be made in small quantities — 
that is, in a teapot. Tea out of an urn is always 
tasteless, while army tea, made in a cauldron, 
tastes of grease and whitewash. The teapot 
should be made of china or earthenware. 
Silver or Britannia ware teapots produce 
inferior tea and enamel pots are worse; 
though curiously enough a pewter teapot (a 
rarity nowadays) is not so bad. 

Thirdly, the pot should be warmed 
beforehand. This is better done by placing 
it on the hob than by the usual method of 
swilling it out with hot water. Fourthly, the tea 
should be strong. For a pot holding a quart, if 
you are going to fill it nearly to the brim, six 



heaped teaspoons would be about right. In a 
time of rationing, this is not an idea that can 
be realized on every day of the week, but I 
maintain that one strong cup of tea is better 
than twenty weak ones. All true tea lovers not 
only like their tea strong, but like it a little 
stronger with each year that passes — a fact 
which is recognized in the extra ration issued 
to old-age pensioners. 

Fifthly, the tea should be put straight into the 
pot. No strainers, muslin bags or other devices 
to imprison the tea. In some countries teapots 
are fitted with little dangling baskets under 
the spout to catch the stray leaves, which are 
supposed to be harmful. Actually one can 
swallow tea-leaves in considerable quantities 
without ill effect, and if the tea is not loose in 
the pot it never infuses properly. Sixthly, one 
should take the teapot to the kettle and not the 
other way about. The water should be actually 
boiling at the moment of impact, which means 
that one should keep it on the flame while one 
pours. Some people add that one should only 
use water that has been freshly brought to the 
boil, but I have never noticed that it makes any 
difference. Seventhly, after making the tea, one 
should stir it, or better, give the pot a good 
shake, afterwards allowing the leaves to settle. 

Eighthly, one should drink out of a good 
breakfast cup — that is, the cylindrical type 
of cup, not the flat, shallow type. The breakfast 
cup holds more, and with the other kind 

one’s tea is always half cold before one has 
well started on it. Ninthly, one should pour 
the cream off the milk before using it for tea. 
Milk that is too creamy always gives tea a 



sickly taste. Tenthly, one should pour tea into the cup first. This 
is one of the most controversial points of all; indeed in every 
family in Britain there are probably two schools of thought 
on the subject. The milk-first school can bring forward some 
fairly strong arguments, but I maintain that my own argument is 
unanswerable. This is that, by putting the tea in first and stirring 
as one pours, one can exactly regulate the amount of milk 
whereas one is liable to put in too much milk if one does it the 
other way round. 

Lastly, tea — unless one is drinking it in the Russian style — 
should be drunk without sugar. I know very well that I am in 
a minority here. But still, how can you call yourself a true tea-
lover if you destroy the flavour of your tea by putting sugar in 
it? It would be equally reasonable to put in pepper or salt. Tea 
is meant to be bitter, just as beer is meant to be bitter. If you 
sweeten it, you are no longer tasting the tea, you are merely 
tasting the sugar; you could make a very similar drink by dissolving sugar in plain hot water.

Some people would answer that they don’t like tea in itself, that they only drink it in order to be 
warmed and stimulated, and they need sugar to take the taste away. To those misguided people 
I would say: Try drinking tea without sugar for, say, a fortnight and it is very unlikely that you 
will ever want to ruin your tea by sweetening it again.

These are not the only controversial points to arise in connexion with tea drinking, but they are 
sufficient to show how subtilized the whole business has become. There is also the mysterious 
social etiquette surrounding the teapot (why is it considered vulgar to drink out of your saucer, 
for instance?) and much might be written about the subsidiary uses of tealeaves, such as telling 
fortunes, predicting the arrival of visitors, feeding rabbits, healing burns and sweeping the 
carpet. It is worth paying attention to such details as warming the pot and using water that is 
really boiling, so as to make quite sure of wringing out of one’s ration the twenty good, strong 
cups of that two ounces, properly handled, ought to represent.



I can often be spotted cycling round the 
streets of the east end wearing my high rez 
jacket. I get a mixed response from artists 
illegally painting walls, I’ve been confronted 
directly and accused of being old bill. Im sure 
your as amused as i am on that one, though i 
chuckle i can at times get slightly defensive. 
‘Is it the yellow jacket?’ The jacket allows me 
the confidence of access whilst out snapping 
art. Sclater Street off Brick Lane is one spot i 
visit on a regular basis because the walls are 
constantly evolving into something fresh and 
new. 

The long white panels encircling a building 
development site makes the perfect canvas. 
In the year I’ve papped this street dozens of 
artists from the UK and many other countries 
have sprayed them at one time or another. 
Lately it seems that graffiti artists have 
reclaimed the space after the street became 
another walkthrough gallery for street artists. 

I cycled down there the first week of August 

and came across fifteen writers painting 
individual panels on the wooden fence. I’d 
already snapped memorial murals dedicated 
to Ozone or EZ Wizard. Only days earlier 
the entire street was dedicated to Rizer by 
different writers. Today I snapped three lads 
doing their thang before moving to the corner 
to watch other writers on that side. It wasn’t 
long before shouting is heard coming from 
the spot where the three lads were based. The 
writers all went and stood next to their paints 
so since we were chatting I moved across 
the road with them. At this point I should say 
I wont be mentioning names here. Someone 
said the chap was pissed off they’d gone over 
a Rizer RIP dedication and wanted to bash 
them up. 
The short stocky bloke came charging toward 
the other writers and me! I wasn’t exactly sure 
if he was just gonna run into us kicking and 
punching as he came. Stands to reason he’d 
think we were standing together therefore 
we’d fall together but I was here to take 
photographs not become part of the story. I 



watched him as he drew closer then 
realised we were locked in eye contact 
but it was too late, I was committed. 
As he approached me he says ‘Alright 
bruv’ which was better than ‘you got a 
problem mate?’  I replied ‘alright mate’ 
He then switched modes and focused 
on the initial job at hand by marching 
straight up to a tin of paint which by 
chance was empty then moved on to 
the next writers. Most of the paints 
were now on the walls though he 
managed to snatch a tin of black paint 
and roller before marching back round 
the corner. At this point I thought it 
would make a good news item for LSD 
so I went in closer to hear what’s being 

said. The writers painting the walls were extremely sorry for what they’d done especially on 
hearing Rizer’s funeral was just two days earlier. They offered to repaint the wall with Rizer’s 
name but the angry writer just said they’d better finish what they started or they would be 
knocked out, adding that once finished he was gonna roll black paint through their work. He 
then marched off round the corner again at which point I strolled over and asked why they 
weren’t legging it. Fair-play to the lads who said ‘if we dont finish the piece it will look worse 
and since its an RIP piece its disrespectful. ‘ They didnt know how the long the piece had been 
on the wall and thought it had 
been there for weeks. Sclater 
Street is an active space 
sometimes works can last but 
one day, it depends on whose 
feeling creative at any given 
moment. 

It poses the question ‘How 
long should an RIP piece 
remain on a wall before 
its considered ok to cover 
it? I noticed the large RIP 
dedication to American graff 
writer EZ Wizard remained for 
about a month whilst i think 
most of the Rizer work was 
there for two weeks. So we’re 
back to the age-old question 
of who decides when and where 
a writer should spray a wall? Im totally feeling what the writer did when he saw his mates 
name being written over, but in the cold light of day, I think he probably regretted the threat of 
violence.  Its time to smash the barriers between street artists and graffiti writers because your 
all out there doing the same thing. Snatching back that public space and making it your own if 
only for a brief moment. ‘Cant we all just get along?’



SUNRISE
Charlie Colston Hayter

What were you doing before you joined the 
Acid House movement?

To be honest we were very young, I went off 
travelling around the world working in
bars and various other travellers jobs, i then 
worked for my brother Tony’s company and 
started working in casinos. I was a coupier, 
coupier extraordinaire card-dealer to the stars 
and then we discovered the scene which was 
very small and that was it. 

Well, thats one of the things, isnt it, 
everyone takes for granted that we were all 
so young. 

I was eighteen at the time and then at nineteen 
we were organising raves for ten, fifteen, 
twenty thousand people...

How were you introduced to Acid House?

We met this guy called Dave Roberts, we were 
living in Milton Keynes wearing shoulder 
pads and sparkly dresses going to this crappy 
nightclub up there and he said theres this 
place called Shoom in London. So we went 
down there and it was like entering this 
Wonderland which you went once and keep 
returning again and again.  Thats how the 
scene got so big, everyone that went made 
sure they went the following week after telling 
everyone they know how amazing it was. 

How different was that intial experience?

We were stuck in the middle of the eighties 
with all its glitz, shoulder pads, handbags on 
dancefloors, football violence. It was just a 
horrible scene with crap music. Where this 
was exactly like going into a wonderland a 
sort of cosmic enclave where everyone was 
really friendly, really smiley and happy. This 
wasnt girls plastered in makeup. petering 
around in stilettos with vertigo, we’re 
talking really nice people who were open to 
strangers. It was a great scene, no shoulder 
pads, no sparkly dresses, no ego. Just great 
music and great people in this tiny tiny venue.  
We were just sold, I mean that was it. I wanted 
to live it and breath it so thats what we did. 

We actually met at the Genesis / Sunset 
(Sunrise) New Years Eve event 1988, when 
standing in that heaving building did you 
think the scene would grow as big as it did?

Well you know, how could anyone have 
predicted what was gonna happen. All 
we knew is that I just wanted to live every 
millisecond of it. It felt as if we were living 
in a bubble and one day it was gonna pop. It 
just got bigger and bigger and bigger. It was 
amazing but then your talking about going 
somewhere and having the best night of 
your life. You don’t walk away going that was 
alright, I wanted to tell every single friend of 
mine because I want everyone to enjoy this. 
And thats what’s so nice about it that it was 
everyone. It wasn’t blacks and whites, it wasn’t 
posh boys and girls, it was everyone together 





for once and it was just wonderful. 

Do you think Acid House would’ve 
happened without MDMA?

I haven’t admitted it before but without MDMA 
it couldn’t have happened. Having said that 
I do know people that did party and NEVER 
took any drug at all. 

Well, they were at the parties though and 
thats the thing isn’t it. Really its the same 
as you and i, in the beginning we needed 
MDMA to break down the ego, but once 
that ego was released, you could feed off 
the atmosphere.

Empathy went around the room quicker than 
Swine-Flu, that atmosphere was amazing. I’d 
never been involved in any drugs scenes 
before but i imagine a coke scene where 
people aren’t that friendly, you wouldn’t go off 
and hug someone if you were coked up. And I 
think there was a lot of Speed around before,  
again It’s not something I encountered in my 
life.   

The media had sold Acid House as 
something to fear which forced the police 
into a zero-tolerant standpoint. They were 

many organisations on the police execution 
list, Genesis topped that list on occasion 
but so too did Biology and Sunrise. Do you 
think their approach was justified? 

In the beginning the police were absolutely 
fine, they helped us park cars, I think they 
thought it was as wonderful as we did. It put 
a stop to much of the violence in London 
including the football trouble. When you have 
a large number of people under one roof and 
there’s no sniff of violence, the police tended 



to be ok with that.  Then the press went into an 
anti Acid House frenzy, they even targeted my 
brother Tony, by calling him the Acid House 
King. They whipped up so much negative 
press that the police had to be seen to be 
doing something. 

What kind of tactics did law enforcement 
deploy to close you down?

They bugged telephones for one. Tony picked 
up the office telephone to hear a conversation 
he had earlier being played back from it. 
Helicopters, Police Pay Party Unit and the 
might of big budgets were just part it. I think 
they may have thought a whole generation 
was gonna drop out the system completely. 

I’m guessing you were probably with Tony 
on the night he appeared on the Jonathan 
Ross Show in 1989. What was going on in 
his mind on that night?

Jonathan’s people called Tony to invite him 
onto the show and at the time Jonathan was 
supposed to be this young guy with a finger 

on the pulse. He wore green Gaultier suits with 
massive shoulder pads and everyone thought 
he was hip.
They said come on the show and talk about 
your Acid House parties adding ‘By the way 
why don’t you bring your mobile phone to 
show everyone how well your doing’ which 
was a bit of a weird laying comment. Sunrise 
had thousands of members from all walks 
of life and it so happened that one of our 
members was working on the production 
team. They called us saying they’d seen the 
script and its like ‘look at this yuppie prat 
with his mobile phone.’ They were going to 
bring him on there to mug him off (take the 
piss), not to speak about our Freedom to Party 
Campaign or the fact that all we wanted to 
do was dance in a field. Its supposed to be 
a country where you had freedom of speech 
etc. So Tony decided to turn it around and 
make it work for him. So he bought some Ann 
Summers HandCuffs  and practiced shaking 
peoples hands and handcuffing them for a few 
days. This was a statement to say ‘Look all we 
wanna do is dance and your tying our hands 
behind our backs by changing laws.’ They set 



automatic fines for anyone caught organising 
parties with six months in prison, £20,000 and 
all assets over £10,000 taken away from you. 
So Tony went on there and it was what it was. 
I still have that jacket he was wearing in my 
cupboard...

Name a few of the clubs you attended in 
those early days...

There was something happening every night. 
Heaven was a big one, it was Spectrum on a 
Monday, Rage on Thursday, then Land of Oz. 
My old mate Nicky Holloway did Sin and Trip 
at Astoria, Shoom at the Fitness Centre, then 
Busby’s, Camden Palace. I loved Legends that 
club was amazing with Denzil on the door. 

Looking back now and knowing your 
company was one of the pioneering driving 
forces behind an entire generation of 
people. How does that make you feel?

In some ways its been a bit of a poison chalice, 
i mean its brilliant and amazing at how much 
we did so young and its fantastic we stuck our 
fingers up to the eighties and moved things 
on. Paving the way for all those DJs to become 
household names and for the music business 
to change, fashion and all those things. But 
sometimes you think, well, the drugs were the 
side-dish which has now become the main 
dish. I worry about the country, I worry about 
the drug problem. Some people have had 
brilliant experiences and some people have 
died along the way. We have got the biggest 
drug problem in Europe and i do worry about 
this because we never set out to promote 
drugs, we wanted to promote freedom of 
speech. freedom of dance, multicultural 
togetherness. I do worry about the drugs...

Charlie, that’s why its important that your 

story and the stories of people like us who 
were effected in such a dramatic way gets 
out there When they hear the story from us 
its becomes very clear the drugs were the 
side-dish as you called it. Of late I found 
statements from certain faces who said it 
wasn’t real, I think hang on, I met some of 
my closest friends back then. How real do 
you think it was?

It was so real and after living in the plastic 
eighties it was real. I’ve been all round the 
world and met people that went to our parties. 
Some had wedding receptions at Sunrise, 
i met people who’d massively changed 
their lives for the better after attending 
Sunrise parties. I was stranded with no cash 
in Australia 15 years ago whilst waiting for 
money to come through. I bumped into some 
people in the Backpackers that i knew from 
Sunrise who lent me money. It was real...

If you could do it all over again is 
there anything you’d change about the 
experience?

Yes, I’d sign up all those DJs...lol...we did talk 
about it one night and of course we didn’t and 
they became rock-stars which i totally love but 



i wish i’d signed them all up. 

What stands out the most about your Acid 
House experience? 
You know there’s so many things, but standing 
on that stage looking out over a sea of people 
who were having the time of their lives, 
skipping round giving people flowers, potato 
printing t-shirts and giving them out, bubble 
machine in the flat, selling thousands of tickets 
from the flat. There’s a myriad of memories i 
could recall...

Has your past had a negative effect on your 
professional lives?

It hasn’t effected our professional lives but 
i’d say having had such amazing intense 
and brilliant experiences at such a young 
age made normal life seem really boring. 
So you kinda become an adrenaline junkie, 
sometimes you don’t just want to be a punter. 

When you’ve been part of something so big 
and then your not involved in big projects 
life can seem a bit empty so in a way thats 
probably pushed me on further to have a 
career and enjoy myself. 

What you doing today?

I’m a TV, Producer, Director so come up with 
various program ideas.

You know its funny hearing all the rumors 
over the years as to the whereabouts of 
your brother Tony, i remember someone 
once asked me if it were true that Tony 
was locked away in some jungle creating a 
sex machine thats gives partners orgasms 
without body contact or intercourse. 

Tony has always been crazy and cutting edge. 
Tony’s fine don’t worry he’s cool. As for that 
machine, I wouldn’t mind having a go on it. 

Charlie was chatting with Wayne Anthony







The Innovator    The Elevator

Kevin Saunderson

Anyone who’s ever heard of techno music, 
the Detroit sound, and house music in 
general owes a historic debt to the Elevator, 
Kevin Saunderson. From the life affirming 
joy of Inner City to the deep underground 
of Detroit techno Kevin has created, honed 
and continued to push the sonic limits of 
electronic dance and remains a legend, both 
underground and overground to this day. He 
took the time to speak to us 

You moved from Brooklyn to Belleville at 
the age of 9. Did Belleville itself play any 
part in the musical formation and outlook 
of the ‘Three’.  Just coincidence that you 
Derrick May and Juan Atkins were at 
school together?

When we moved to Belleville, I was still very 
young, and pretty wild with no real focus or 

direction. But hey, I was only 9!. I was into 
music, sure, but hadn’t really thought about 
it beyond that. I can say that I took ambition, 
an ingrained work ethic, and a strong will to 
succeed in whatever I did, which at the time 
was mainly about sports . Belleville itself was 
outside the city limits which helped keep 
you out of trouble and exposed you far less 
to the bad influences we may have fallen into 
living in the city itself. I suppose that it did 
help our creative side once we had found a 
balance. There was certainly nothing like an 
inspirational music teacher that help guide me 
in a musical direction from my angle anyway, 
I mean, I wasn’t even that into music in high 
school. Juan started making music in the last 
year of school, and I didn’t know all that much 
about it – I’d seen the equipment in his house 
and it had caught my eye and sparked some 
interest, but I didn’t really catch on until the 



last year of college.

When did other avenues like the sports fall 
away and the music take over?

Well, there were two things that really led 
to that. Derrick, Juan and myself in senior 
year did a party at my house, I suppose as 
a graduation party. But this was one serious 
graduation party, you had Juan and Derrick 
DJing – Derrick was still learning, opening 
those doors and experimenting, while Juan 
was  already in the groove mixing together 
some really cool music with some of his own 
fresh stuff. But this party…..my parents had 
already bought another house and I was pretty 
much left with the old place for the whole  
summer before college, so this had to be 
the coolest  house party in Detroit history, or 
Belleville for sure! That was the beginning of  
that glimmer of inspiration, the beginning of 
that love for DJing and mixing music.
Then later that summer, I went to New York to 
hang out with my brothers and got to go to the 
Paradise Garage a few times. So at that point, 
it’s in my system, I’m digging some stuff – not 
much of a dancer, but the music, the sound, 

watching the DJ, it was growing within me.
So I’m back at college after that summer and 
the football coach that had recruited me had 
been fired, the new coach comes in and we 
didn’t click. At that point I had to think to 
myself, which do I love more and which did I 
feel most inspired by. The answer was music. 
I saw the path opening up in front of me, and 
I’m thinking, I want to do this, I want to really 
try this….I want to be a DJ. Not make music, 
not at that point, I just wanted to be a DJ – 
simple as that. I was still heavily in contact 
with Derrick and Juan, and by then, Derrick 
was living in Chicago and he was doing his 
thing out there, hanging out with guys like 
Jesse Saunders and Farley who were already 
living that path, so by the time he moved back 
to Detroit, he really opened up my eyes to the 
possibilities out there and where I could go 
with it.

How big an influence was the Electrifying 
Mojo

Significant. He educated myself, Juan and 
Derrick in music far beyond what you heard 
on a day to day level. You know, you may hear 



one track or singles from artists like Prince on 
pop radio, but never whole albums. His show 
was out there playing stuff like the B-52’s, 
Tangerine Dream, New Order and Kraftwerk, 
- he would go deep and play obscure songs, 
entire albums, and developed our range and 
our love for music. It never fit the R+B playlists 
and pop of commercial radio, but took you into 
synthesizer based music – music that sounded 
different, that had been created differently.
 
Were you empowered by the DIY nature of 
electronic music?

It grabbed me in such a way that I didn’t want 
to do anything else with my time but keep 
working at making music. I kept trying, I kept 
failing, kept trying, kept failing, over and over 
again. It seemed so simple, just trying to get 2 
machines to lock up, I mean I could spend 12 
hours just trying to get the midi to work (midi 
is the system that synchronises machines so 
that they play in time). It’s one of those things, 
once you crack it, you’re that one step closer 
but all the while working the trial and error, 
making mistakes. And then suddenly you’re 
learning new tricks because you’ve put so 
much time in, remembering how to get back 
to parameters that really worked. But it was 
ground breaking at that time to be able to 
make music without having had any kind of 
training in theory, or instrument lessons – we 
made our own way

Can you tell us the story behind your first 
record, Triangle of Love?

Well I decided I wanted to do my first record. 
I felt that after getting comfortable with the 
drum machine and mixing records in with 

it that I was ready to go to the next level. 
Coming from New York, I always had a feel for 
vocals and melodies, so I was going to go with 
a vocal track. I had the whole thing laid out 
and ready, but at that point I had to get Juan 
in because I just didn’t know how to finish it. 
I had all these parts, the drums, the bass, the 
keyboard, the vocals and I knew how to record 
it, but I had no idea how to actually arrange it. 
Especially back then because we had none of 
the editing facilities modern equipment has, 
and so I’m there with everything running all 
at once across the mixing desk and I didn’t 
know where to go from there!! It was either 
mix it down live which was a one take deal, or 
arrange it and I was just stuck on how to finish 
it. 
So I call up Juan and say ‘Hey man, I got this 
song I want to finish, but I can’t get it to the 
final version’. He came out to my place and 
took a look, but I’m telling you….he even 
CHARGED me for it. I had this Akai S900 



sampler, one of the very few around back 
then, and he looks at me and says ‘Well I’ll 
do it, but I want that sampler’. Bottom line, I 
had to do it. I watched him use the EQ and 
use the effects, I paid real attention because 
this was costing me big!! But once I’d watched 
him, I knew what to do, how to mix it down 
completely and from then on, I was off and 
running – you couldn’t tell me nothing no 
more. But that price – that hurt me to give that 
machine up, I didn’t get another sampler for 
years, samplers were no longer a part of me. 
But ultimately, it was a small price to pay for 
setting me on my path to my career and to 
where I’m at today… 

Tracks like Pennies for Heaven, Big Fun, 
Good Life and the whole Inner City vibe 
was pure uplifting soulful house.. What was 
Inner City all about?

Everything happens for a reason and the path 
was right for Inner City. It was always meant to 
be uplifting because while I was still working 
on my underground stuff, I still loved vocals. 
I think it was the combination of me and 
Paris Grey that made it so unique – she sang 
uplifting, she wrote uplifting, and my music 
complemented her and inspired her to write 
in the spirit I wanted to hear in those songs. 
The people I used to listen to like Chaka Khan 
and Evelyn Champagne King had always 
stayed with me, and I had always felt that kind 
of vibe. I never wanted to make just another 
typical record – ‘Baby I love you baby baby 
oo oo’ – that’s just dead to me. The success 
that followed basically happened because it 
was the right time and we had something very 
special.
I was never restricted or bound by the 
commercial success of Inner City, I kept 
on doing what I wanted to do, working on 

my other projects as well as with Paris. I 
experimented with Inner City, followed it’s 
path. I went from one album trying stuff like 
Till We Meet Again to Halleluiah on the next 
album, then went on to Praise. Everything I’ve 
ever done with Inner City has been totally 
my decision, and I never worried about 
continuing to have pop success, because, 
you know, it was just about making music and 
enjoying it. I did have an issue in America 
where they wanted us to be a bit more R+B, 
the record company was starting to pressure, 
but I stuck to my guns and did what I wanted 
to do.

You are the innovator of techno music – 
what was the pull into that deep futuristic 
tribalism?

You know…….I don’t know if there even was 
a pull. We just developed this unique sound 
built on all the influences and experiences 
of my life, a solid work ethic and just kept 
pushing to be the best, kept pushing for the 
next frontier and the sound grew……Simple 
as that!

Detroit always had that unstable line 
between technology and industrial might 
and being almost wholly dependent on 
one industry and a recession away from a 
wasteland– did that conflict leave its mark 
on you musically?

Heh heh…. The reality is, me Juan and Derrick 
lived in Belleville, half an hour away from 
Detroit, and we were some of the few black 
people living in that area. You just didn’t really 
see black people apart from ourselves. We 
never felt that crunch, never really felt the 



Detroit urban thing. Detroit and it’s economics 
and industry certainly didn’t impact me, I 
didn’t even go to Detroit until I was in high 
school, and that was just for a party, and I 
didn’t really go back until 88, after Big Fun 
came out...

But a lot of people associate your sound 
with the industrial vibe of Detroit.

Nope – definitely didn’t happen that way for 
me!!!!!

How aware were you of the massive social 
and cultural impact Acid House had in the 
UK 

I felt it. I came over in early 1988 to do a 
couple of remixes, DJ a bit and do some 
promotion for the Ten compilation album 
that Big Fun was on. Then I came back in the 
summer, and just that quick, the movement 
had just started booming and growing like a 
virus. When I’d first played the clubs, it was 
kind of like America, you know, a bit poppy, 
nothing special and no real underground 
– you had the Hacienda in Manchester and 

Heaven in London, but that was about it. Then 
when I came back, only months later you 
had all kinds of things going on in London, 
all kinds of clubs, all kinds of events. Then it 
started spreading throughout England and 
evolved into these huge warehouse parties. I 
experienced all of that, and then the change 
from house to techno, from 91 hardcore to 
drum n bass – I was there time and time 
again, kept coming back and I lived and 
experienced that whole movement. I went to 
them all, not just to perform or to play, but to 
breath it and to make sure that I was aware of 
it and a part of it often just by going to hear a 
DJ play or to go and watch the crowd. I may 
not have been there every week, but I lived it

Did you run into any problems on the 
business end of the music?

I was pretty fortunate. I had some good people 
around me, some good advisors, my brother 
was a manager from Brass Construction , so 
I already had some insights on what I didn’t 
know. Then I ran into Neil Rushton who was a 
superb manager, and for years we had a great 
relationship – he did right by me and we had 
a great run. I released as much as possible on 
my own label and so I really didn’t get into any 
ugly business deals. The worst that happened 
was getting stiffed by promoters on a few DJ 
gigs…….but that was in the beginning!

You’ve had more aliases than half the CIA – 
do you like being undercover?



Well at the time I thought it would help. I 
was making and releasing all these different 
kinds of music and each style had a different 
inspiration. I was inspired by what I saw in 
the UK so I wanted to use breaks – I always 
liked breaks, they change up the music, 
they‘re funky and gave a different flavor and 
a different energy to my music. I came out 
with stuff like Tronik House, then Reese was 
the deeper side of me, dark deep and moody, 
Paradise Garage style, very underground real 
Music Box flavor. Inner City was my vocal club 
sound. (Editors note – the list goes on). So I had 
all of these aliases because I was just making 
so much music and I didn’t want to put them 
all out under one name. These days though, 
as I continue to make music, it’ll definitely be 
limited to 2 or 3 aliases!

Tell us about KMS records and where 
you’re going with it?

KMS is designed to mainly release my music 
and a couple of artists that I really love who 
I may want to do a remix of also come out on 
my label from time to time.
I just released History Elevate through Fabric 

and KMS. That’s done and out with remixes 
from some of the greatest producers and 
DJ’s of the day as well as a few of my classic 
remixes. I’m working on some Inner City stuff, 
we’ve been touring all summer – great shows 
and great response and we’ve got a new Inner 
City record in the works, and something new 
from Kevin Saunderson. 

Would you call yourself spiritual?

Definitely

Do your kids get in the studio?

At one time, my middle son used to get in 
there quite a bit, but he somehow floated away 
and I’m still waiting for him to come back! My 
youngest who is 11 now is into music theory 
so I think it’ll flow with him, we’re going to 
start some kind of lessons with him, so we’ll 
see. My oldest is more of an athlete and sports 
orientated, so he never really got in the studio, 
but then he’s doing poetry and his melodies 
are really good

The influence you had was immense. 
Looking back – any reflections



I feel that I’ve been blessed. This was my path. I thought I was going to be a football player and 
I ended up as the music man, the innovator, the elevator. I accepted that years ago and realized 
that this is my true love. I’ve been blessed to have been able to give something to people, to 
inspire people, to touch people because it just inspired me further to stay with and keep 
on doing what I do....

To celebrate Kevin Saunderson’s mammoth portfolio of musical genius, KMS & Fabric Recordings 
join forces and unleash a retrospective of Kevin’s work with a brand new compilation ‘History 

Elevate’ featuring a heavyweight selection of classics. This hefty package includes remixes from 
the maestro with tracks from Cerrone, Pet Shop Boys and Octave One and his first ever remix for 

Wee Papa Girl Rappers ‘Heat It Up’ (1988), among many other jewels. This journey through Kevin’s 
incredible musical history also features some of his own penned hits, including some Inner City 
gems, all remixed by top producers including Luciano, Carl Craig, Simian Mobile Disco, Claude 

VonStroke, Mike Shannon and many more.. ‘History Elevate’ is a must have retrospective collection 
for any Kevin Saunderson fan

www.fabriclondon.com/label/misc/kmshistory/

www.kevinsaunderson.com





The Real life
MAKE IT – WAKE IT - BREAK IT – SHAKE IT

CONNECTED TO THE  CORE  AND YOU JUST CAN’T FAKE IT
WARMING UP COZ THERE AINT NO DEADLINE

AMP AND  SPEAKERS RUNNIN ON REDLINE
GO SCORE AN E COZ THE RAVE’Z  4 FREE

CONVOY FAR AS THE EYE CAN SEE
FLASHING BLUE LIGHTS BRINGIN UP THE REAR

OUT THE AREA - CAN’T GET NEAR 
LOST THEIR POWER TO GENERATE FEAR

CHOPPERS OVERHEAD
RAMMED FULL OF FEDS

YOU KNOW THEY JUST CANT WAIT TO START BANGIN HEADZ
RIOT CREW LOOKS LIKE TROUBLE

WHAT THE FUCK – LET’S DROP A DOUBLE
SYSTEM HUMMING AMONGST THE RUBBLE

AND FEEL THAT ENERGY BUBBLE

TIME AND SPACE REWIRED TO YOUR LOBES
LIQUID DREAMZ FROZEN IN THE STROBEZ

A SEED’S BEEN SOWED
THE ABSTRACT KNOWED

PRIMAL RYHMES IN DIGITAL CODE
PROTOKINEISIS – GET ON YOUR FEET

COLLECTIVE UNCOSCIOUS – TRIBAL BEAT
MIXIN UP THE MATRIX TURNIN UP THE HEAT

THE SOUND / THE EXPRESSION / THE VOICE OF THE STREET

SO YIPPIE 4 DA HIPPIE + THE 60’S REVOLOUTION
COUNTERCULTURE’Z SEISMIC SHIFT IN HUMAN EVOLOUTION

TURN ON TUNE IN DROP OUT 
GENERATION HAVIN DOUBTS

AUTHORITIES TO FLOUT
WITH THE PEOPLE POWER SHOUT

TRIBAL TAKIN ON DEVOUT
POLITICIAN’S EMPTY POUT

FUNDING WARS INSTEAD OF DROUGHT
......................THAT’S NOT WHAT WE’RE ABOUT

SOCIAL FABRIC TORE TO SHREDS – NARKS UNDERNEATH THE BEDS
TRICKY DICKY’S BACK DOOR WAR ON HARMLESS DOPEHEADS

THE WOUND HEALED – CONGEALED – A NEW ATTITUDE REVEALED



PUNK ROCK BARED ITS TEETH AS MIDDLE ENGLAND REELED

72 / 73 / MUTHFUCKIN ANARCHY
2 FINGERS HELD HIGH FOR ALL THE WORLD TO SEE

FROM HIPPIE QUESTION 2 PUNK REJECTION
LSD TO HEROIN INJECTION

BITTERNESS, ANGER, FEAR + LOATHING
EXCEPT IF WE TEAR IT ALL DOWN – WHAT ARE YOU PROPOSING

FROM EXTREME TO EXTREME…SUBURBAN BLISS TO THE REBEL HISS
BUT IF YOU WORSHIPPED JONNY ROTTEN

THERE’S SOMETHING YOU FORGOTTEN

YOU CAN RAGE AGAINST THE MACHINE
VENT ALL YOUR FURY + YOUR SPLEEN
BUT IF YOUR WHOLE IDENTITY STEMS
FROM YOUR OPPOSITION TO THEM

THEN BOY - THEY GOTCHA

1979 – THE END OF THE LINE
FOR THE WELFARE STATE, THE UNIONS + EVERY LAST MINE

A WOMAN INTO NUMBER 10 TWICE AS HARD AS ALL THE MEN
AND KEEN TO PROVE – WITH A FALKLAND MOVE

THAT SHE WAS NOT PREPARED TO LOSE
PUNK IS DEAD , FINISHED, OVER – RIP

THATCHER’S FIRST LITTLE VICTORY
ALL THAT REBEL YELL CAME TO NOUGHT

THE SEX PISTOLS LONG BEEN BOUGHT
THE 80’S WHAT A THOUGHT

BUT THE DISCO SCENE IN THE MIRRORBALL GLEAMS
ROOTS IN SOUL NOT ROCK N ROLL

NO SOCIAL REVOLOUTION ON A BOOGIE BEAT
HEDONISTIC THRU + THRU – GLAMOUR NOT ELITE

PARTY PEOPLE TURNING UP THE HEAT
BUT BEHIND THE WHITE SUIT SOAKED IN BRUT

THE CONSUMER CONSUMPTION AND PILES OF TOOT
THIS WAS A SCENE IT WAS COOL TO BE GAY

POOR, BLACK, DIFFERENT – IT’S ALL OK
NO MATTER WHO YOU ARE – YOU’RE WELCOME AT THE BAR

IF YOU CAN BUST A MOVE – YOU CAN BE A STAR
AS MTV CAME TO BE – MUSIC AT A FEE

DISCO SPAWNED A HAVEN WHERE YOU COULD ALWAYS FLEE



COZ THE 80’S WAS THE 50’S ON LOADS OF COCAINE
MATERIAL, CONSUMER, CORRUPT GRAVY TRAIN

COMMMUNITY SPIRIT ON THE WANE -  A WAY OF LIFE – THATCHER’S BANE
IN THE NAME OF PROGRESS THE TORIES BETRAYED

WITH THE YUPPY MAKING HAY
HOORAY HENRY LOUDLY BRAY

URBAN WASTELANDS REEKING OF DECAY
ACROSS THE POND – DANCEFLOOR BOND

CHICAGO WAS THE PLACE, NO MATTER WHAT YOUR RACE
AND FROM MOTOR CITY – MUSICAL ELECTRICITY
303 + THE 909 – REDEFINE THE BOUNDARY LINE

AND ALWAYS SOUNDING SO DAMN FINE

AND SO HOUSE MUSIC SUCKLES
AT THE BREAST OF FRANKIE KNUCKLES

WHILE THE ACID SOUND ACROSS DETROIT REBOUNDS
BROUGHT ACROSS THE WATER

BETTER LOCK UP YOUR DAUGHTER
AN ISLAND NEAR MAJORCA
EXPLODED LIKE A MORTAR

AMONG THE AGING HIPPIES
OF IBIZA ’S TINY CITIES

CAME THE CHEMICAL REACTION
OF PUREST SATISFACTION

88 – AND WE’RE FEELIN GREAT
ECSTASY + TECHNICS 

THAT’S CONCIOUSNESS’S HIGHER STATE
HANDZ ABOVE 4 DA SUMMER OF LOVE

NO BEER NO GEAR NO FEAR 
JUST DROP A PURE WHITE DOVE
IBIZA CLIQUE – HAD TO BE CHIC

NAME’S NOT DOWN – ELITIST REEK
BUT THE SECRET’S OUT AND UP FOR TOUT

M25 OR THERE ABOUTS

PROMOTERS STARTED MAKING GRANDS – BUT U GOTTA LOVE THE BALLS
TO STEAM A WAREHOUSE –SET IT UP WHILE EVERYBODY CALLS

A SCORE ON THE DOOR SHOULD BE SPLIT BY LAW
TAX, LICENSE ,RENT + MORE

BUT IN THE BLINK OF AN EYE – PROFITS SKY HIGH
THOUGH A MUCH DEEPER TRUTH BEHIND ALL THIS LIES

COZ CLUBS ARE COMPRESSED, SUPPRESSED, REPRESSED
STRICTLY CONTROLLED AT GOVERNMENT BEHEST

WESTERN FEAR OF TRIBAL TRANCE EXPLICIT IN THIS STANCE



SO PICTURE THIS – WHO WOULD MISS
A SWEATY BOX , PAST THE BOMBER JACKET COCKS

PAY THE PRICE LOSE THE SPICE – QUIET SENSE OF VICE 
AND COME 4 – OUT THE DOOR…HOPE IT POURS – WHAT A FUCKING BORE

THEN COMES ACID INTO THE HOUSE
COCKNEY, WELSH OR SCOUSE
NOT THE SAME EVERY TIME

BUT FEEL THE TINGLE UP YOUR SPINE
MAP IN HAND TRYING TO FIND

THE RAVE OR ANY SIGN

OK – PAY U MAY – BUT NO BOUNCER MENACING IN THE WAY
AND ONCE INSIDE – NO NEED TO HIDE

A FREE SPACE NO LAW TO GUIDE
TO OFFICIAL MENTALITY

10,000 IN 1 PLACE WOULD END IN FATALITIES
THAT IT NEVER HAPPENED

DID NOT THEIR ARDOUR DAMPEN

FOR ‘TWAS THE POLICEMAN’S OBLIGATION
TO ENFORCE TOTAL SUBJUGATION

IT NEVER CROSSED THEIR MIND
THAT IT WAS THEY WHO WERE BLIND

IF PEOPLE WANT TO MEET IN SOME DISTANT FIELD OF WHEAT
NO NEIGHBOURS TO MISTREAT

WHY THE FUCK DEPLOY THE FLEET

HEREIN LIES THE NUB – THE ANXIETY TO STUB
FOR IF A RIOT REALLY TRIGGERED
AS THEY INITIALLY HAD FIGURED

THEY WOULD BE THE SAVING GRACE
AND THE RAVE JUST ANOTHER CASE

BUT WHEN THEY TOOK A SECOND LOOK
THE FOUNDATIONS SHOOK MUST THROW THE BOOK

CONSIDER PLEASE THE IMPLICATION
OF THIS INVERSE SUBLIMATION

THE RAVE HAD DECLARED A REPUBLIC STATE
ONLY FOR THE WEEKEND BUT IT OPENS A GATE

UP N DOWN THE NATION DRUNKEN DEVASTATION
YET TWAS ONLY LOVED UP REVELS CAUSING FULMINATION
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http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=j2HpR-eEPgk



MC Chalky White
What were you doing before you 
joined the Acid House movement?

Before the Acid House movement 
I was spending time cutting up the 
ice playing ice hockey and working 
on Portobello Market.

How were you introduced to Acid 
House?

I was introduced to Acid house 
through a friend.

You were one of the very first MCs 
to perform at Acid House parties. 
How did the whole MC thing come 
about?

I used to go to raves and hear DJ’s playing and realised that the people listening needed 
to know which DJ’s were playing. So I decided to get a microphone, plug it in and start 
talking shit to the beats.

Do you think the empathic atmosphere of Acid House would’ve been the same without 
MDMA?

No ‘cause otherwise, without it, the crowd would have been different, larger, fuelled and 
agressive. It brought people together from different vibes, people were feeling the love.

Name a few of the clubs you attended in those early days...

Camden Place, Astoria, Heaven, 
Buzzbees to name but a few...

Name some of the warehouse 
parties you attended back then?

Genesis, Leebridge Road, 
Subterania, Sunrise, Biology, 
Weekend World, Back to the Future 
the list goes on...

Tell us about some of the events you 
performed at...

Some of the events I played at were 



some of the best places I’ve ever been to. Some of the people you’d meet would become 
like your best mate and it was all about the love for the music and the atmosphere. These 
included Genesis, Energy, Sunrise, Biology and Weekend World.

Is there anything about Acid House which really stands out in your mind?

It’s about all the people who were not accepted in the so called normal walks of life 
coming together and going mental.

Anything you want to say about Acid House 
to the readers?

If you haven’t tried it, try it! For all the 
people who have then Thanks for the 
memories.

What you doing these days?

I’m still MCing at Old Skool events and I’m 
Happy.

Big, Massive Love from 
MC Chalky White.xx







Street Artist
or

Thief

We noticed the appearance of a new text stencil on the manor in Shoreditch. Painted in 
prominent spots such as restaurant wall, news-agents shutters or near retail outlet. We’d seen 
various statements that day so posted to Facebook / Twitter. The one receiving the most grief 
was ‘Robbery is the Sincerest Form of Business’  by Narciso?? Some took it personally or 
quite literally leaving strong comments indicating a negative experience. As a statement we 
applauded the creative mind for the slogan as its only a street away from the truth. 

Bill Hicks always comes to mind when he commented on marketing and marketers as he 
thought they represented all which is bad in this world. In actual fact his exact words are 
‘Kill Yourselves’ and our boy means it. The business of business is also a business of lies, 
misinformation and Jedi Mind Tricks so yes we feel that statement and not ashamed to say 
it. The act of robbery itself is merely a symptom of social issues brought about by way of 
economic hardship, segregation, non-inclusion or even the dumbing down and de-education 
of a nation that prided itself on education. Who really suffers when the shit smashes the fan 
through the wall? The persons responsible for the manipulation of mankind or the people 
already sharing this fate. 



Within in a few days of sooting 
that stencil an article appeared 
in the Hackney Gazette 
screaming ‘Business hit as 
burglars ransack offices’ . It 
shows a photograph of four 
not so happy future media 
moguls propped up by the 
Narcisco?? stencil. Ten Offices 
of a second-floor block were 
cleaned out and they say 
the robbers left their calling 
card. Quotes from individuals 
in the newspaper indicate 
the thought process of their 
conclusions. 

‘The art in the area is usually so free spirited. The fact that its turned into this is miserable’

So, offices get robbed and street artists in general are being typecast in the local rag. 

‘...its just not clear to whom or whether it is an anarchist statement’

‘If you saw the holes in the wall the extinguishers made that could have been my head’

OK, quick summary...So they’re not free-spirited but miserable murdering anarchists. We’re not 
defending robbers or the person stenciling walls with that statement, this is about street art in 
general. As up ‘n’ coming media moguls in a previously poverty stricken London Borough we’re 
disappointed at the generic statements made and the way in which they allowed themselves to 
become pawns in the governments war against street art and graffiti. If we’re wrong then we’ll 
hold our hand up and apologies for some of this statement, the rest still stands. 



Zigis

1987 was a year of transition for the musical 
youth of the streets of London town.  Pirate 
stations like Horizon and LWR played music 
un-catered for by the mainstream commercial 
stations. Jazzy M, Jasper the Vinyl Junkie and 
other underground DJs broke the mould by 
playing everything from the latest Hip-Hop 
12” singles straight out of NYC to classic 
rare groove revival tracks from masters like 
Don Blackman and more. But one day in the 
summer of 87 whilst at work in a photographic 
lab where we regularly tuned in to Jasper’s 
show I can distinctly remember hearing a DJ 
on his show come on and talk about a new 
dance music revolution coming to London 
from New York & Chicago. The next track 
he played was by Timex Social club called 
“Reasons” and this was my 1st experience of 
the new sound they called HOUSE MUSIC.
1987 was also the year I took my 1s trip the 
white island, Ibiza. Travelling with me where 
a large group of mates from my local pub all 
ready to paint the island red (arsenal) and 
Blue, my team (Chelsea). Football was a big 
influence back then as we all used to follow 
our 2 teams religiously each week and it was 

always a cause for a singsong with loads of 
hooligan banter and the odd punch up when 
under the influence. But on the whole the 
holiday was a trouble free piss up in the sun 
with loads of birds and great fun. I recall one 
particular night it was my pal Alan’s birthday 
and he was a bit of a wild one and had talked 
me into trying an E on this night to celebrate. 
We started our evening as usual in a bar 
by the hotel in San Antonio and worked our 
way down towards the ‘west end’. Halfway 
down Alan and I popped our 1st ever pill’s 
and I immediately panicked as I had never 
taken any drug before. Within about 20 min 
it was working and I instantly realised why 
they called them ecstasy as I thought I could 
fly and was running down the road looking 
like id just won the lottery. This was the start 
of a night that I never wanted to end. It was 
almost the perfect night. We club hopped 
buzzing and grinning telling everyone how 
much we loved them. Things got even better 
as the night progressed and we ended up 
hitch hiking to the world famous Amnesia 
nightclub where we had to climb over the 
wall into the garden to get in free. I was still 

where household names were born



completely off my nut at this point and all I can 
remember from the night, was dancing away 
under the stars with some bird (yes I pulled 
too) to tracks like “Roadblock”, and “I need 
you” and ‘sympathy of the devil’ by Rolling 
Stones. The deejay was the legend called 
Alfredo playing from a small thatched hut on 
the dance floor and at the time the club was 
literally an old ranch with a couple of bars in it 
and no roof. The rest of the holiday paled into 
insignificance after this amazing experience 
and before I knew it, I was back in London. It 
was the Ibiza holiday that started me on the 
road to be a professional full time DJ. After I 
came back from this holiday, I was completely 
shell shocked or I had what we later called 
‘baleria’ after the Balieric Isles and I was 
disillusioned with work and London nightlife. 
I had then started going out to all the illegal 
warehouse parties and acid house raves that 
were springing up around the capital. My 
friends and I where still regularly popping 
pills and still loving the new music & scene. 
At this point a friend and I decided to try and 
put on our own party. We chose a venue that 
we went to regularly called Ziggy’s, which was 
in South London close to Brixton. It was a real 
dirty little dive, but it seemed perfect for what 
we intended to do. We booked it indefinitely 
for every Sunday called the night “Way up” 
our resident DJ was Mr Carl Cox alongside 
Steve Facey and DJ Louise, and the music 
policy as stated on our bright red flyer was, 

Hip House, Garage and Techno and it was only 
£5 to get in all night. The night ran for around 



a year and was a great success. People travelled from al over town to come hear our Djs and I 
eventually ended up becoming a resident DJ there myself. Trying to hold down a day job  
The club from the front was very non descript a little doorway with a little neon light above 
it and stairs that led down to the club in the basement. The head doorman was somewhat 
infamous and his name was Nosher Powel. He was a retired prize-fighter who had at one time 
apparently sparred with Muhammad Ali (then known as Cassius Clay) in the Thomas Becket 
Gym in Peckham when he fought Henry Cooper. He was also a minor film star stunt man and 
had starred in several films. Nosher was a real character and was like something out of ‘the 
long good Friday’ film starring Bob Hoskins and he had been stabbed and shot in real life too 
many times to mention. But no matter what he always seemed to be standing on the door in his 
tuxedo ready to take on all comers. 
The inside of the club was dark and dingy and held about 250 people max. It had a massive 
10k sound system supplied by DJ Scully and each week we would supply all the parachutes 
& camouflage net and back drops needed to make it look a bit more exciting as well as 
mandatory smoke machine. At one time I even bought myself a small laser that I sat on a 
camera tripod in the corner to give the venue that extra Acid House few Technics 1210’s were 
standard. Oh how it’s changed these days. The night was busy from 10pm when we opened 
up the doors till 2am and we had regular ‘lock ins’ with the owners till 6am. The music was the 
reason we were all there as it was so eclectic. I learned my mixing skills there and still play 
my tapes to hear the sound that influenced so m any to go on to make or play dance music 
themselves.  Some of the names mentioned in this article have gone onto the very top of the 
game in dance music world and some of them may now be postman or plumbers, who knows. 
Paul Oakenfold, Carl Cox, Grooverider and many more all started their careers at this small 
club called Ziggy’s which was instrumental in the sound that was called ACID HOUSE MUSIC. 

Dominic SPreADLove





What Else Happened in

1988
January

1st 
The Soviet Union begins its program of economic 
restructuring (perestroika) with legislation initiated 
by Premier Mikhail Gorbachev (though Gorbachev 
had begun minor restructuring in 1985).
8th 
The Dow Jones Industrial Average falls 140.58 
points, or 6.85%, to close at 1,911.31 in a mini-crash
20th 
U.S. Vice President George H.W. Bush and CBS 
News anchor Dan Rather clash over Bush’s role 
in the Iran-Contra scandal, during a contentious 
television interview.

February

Wednesday 3rd
Iran-Contra Affair: The United States House of 
Representatives rejects President Ronald Reagan’s 
request for $36.25 million to aid Nicaraguan 
Contras.
13-28th 
The 1988 Winter Olympics are held in Calgary, 
Alberta, Canada.
24th
Hustler Magazine v. Falwell: The Supreme Court 
of the United States sides with Hustler magazine by 
overturning a lower court decision to award Jerry 
Falwell $200,000 for defamation.
29th
A Nazi document implicates Kurt Waldheim in 
World War II deportations.

March

7th
Operation Flavius: The Special Air Service fatally 
shoots 3 unarmed Provisional Irish Republican Army 
members in Gibraltar.

Sunday 13th
I. King Jordan becomes the first Deaf president of 
Gallaudet University after the Deaf President Now 
demonstrations.
Tuesday 15th
The Halabja poison gas attack of the Iran-Iraq War 
begins.
16th 
First RepublicBank of Texas fails and enters FDIC 
receivership, the largest FDIC assisted bank failure 
in history.
Iran-Contra Affair: Lieutenant Colonel Oliver North 
and Vice Admiral John Poindexter are indicted on 
charges of conspiracy to defraud the United States
24th
An Israeli court sentences Mordechai Vanunu to 
18 years in prison for disclosing Israel’s nuclear 
program to The Sunday Times.
25th 
The Candle Demonstration in Bratislava, Slovakia is 
the first mass demonstration of the 1980s against the 
communist regime in Czechoslovakia.
Sunday 27th
Moudud Ahmed becomes Prime Minister of 



Bangladesh.
29th 
African National Congress representative Dulcie 
September is assassinated in Paris.

April

12th
Former pop singer Sonny Bono is elected mayor of 
Palm Springs, California.
Monday 4th
Governor Evan Mecham of Arizona is convicted in 
his impeachment trial and removed from office.
Thursday 14th
USS Samuel B. Roberts strikes a mine in the Persian 
Gulf during Operation Earnest Will. U.S. retaliates 
against Iran the next day
In the Geneva Accords, the Soviet Union commits 
itself to withdrawal of its forces from Afghanistan.
Monday 18th
U.S. launches Operation Praying Mantis against 
Iranian naval forces in retaliation for the April 14 
mining of the USS Samuel B. Roberts (FFG-58) in 
the Persian Gulf during Operation Earnest Will. The 
one-day action is the world’s largest naval battle 
since World War II.
Thursday 28th
Near Maui, Hawaii, a flight attendant is sucked out 
of Aloha Flight 243, a Boeing 737, and falls to her 
death when an upper part of the plane’s cabin area 
rips off in mid-flight. Metal fatigue is later found to 
be the cause of the failure.
Saturday 30th
In Dublin, Ireland, Céline Dion wins the thirty-third 
Eurovision Song Contest for Switzerland singing 
“Ne partez pas sans moi” (Don’t leave without me).

May

Monday 2nd
The last B-1 Lancer is delivered to the United States 
by Rockwell International.
14th 
Wimbledon wins the English FA Cup after beating 
Liverpool 1–0 at Wembley. 
15th 
Soviet war in Afghanistan: After more than 8 years 
of fighting, the Red Army begins withdrawing from 
Afghanistan.
Soviet Invasion of Afghanistan: After more than 
eight years of fighting, the Red Army begins its 
withdrawal from Afghanistan.
16th 

California v. Greenwood: The U.S. Supreme Court 
rules that police officers do not need a search 
warrant to search through discarded garbage.
A report by American Surgeon General C. Everett 
Koop states that the addictive properties of nicotine 
are similar to those of heroin and cocaine.
24th 
Section 28 (outlawing promotion of homosexuality 
in schools) is passed as law by Parliament in the 
United Kingdom.
Section 28 is passed as law by Parliament in the 
United Kingdom.
27th 
Microsoft releases Windows 2.1 

June

11th 
The name of the General Public License (GPL) is 
mentioned for the first time.
Wembley Stadium hosts a concert featuring stars 
from the fields of music, comedy and film, in 
celebration of the 70th birthday of imprisoned ANC 
leader Nelson Mandela.
25th 
The Netherlands defeats the Soviet Union 2–0 to win 
Euro 88.

July

Friday 1st
Bologna, Italy: Quartetto Cetra’s last concert after 
over forty years’ musical career.
Sunday 3rd
United States Navy warship USS Vincennes shoots 
down Iran Air Flight 655 over the Persian Gulf, 
killing all 290 people aboard.
Wednesday 6th
Carlos Salinas wins controversial Mexican 



presidential election.
The first reported medical waste on beaches in the 
Greater New York area (including hypodermic 
needles and syringes possibly infected with the 
AIDS virus) washes ashore on Long Island. 
Subsequent medical waste discoveries on beaches 
in Coney Island and in Monmouth County, New 
Jersey force the closure of numerous New York–area 
beaches in the middle of one of the hottest summers 
on record in the American Northeast.
Wednesday 6-7th 
Tompkins Square Park Police Riot in New York 
City: A riot erupts in Tompkins Square Park when 
police attempt to enforce a newly passed curfew for 
the park. Bystanders, artists, residents, homeless 
people and political activists are caught up in the 
police action which takes place during the night of 
August 6 and into the early morning of August 7.
Monday 8th
8888 Uprising: Thousands of protesters in Burma, 
now known as Myanmar, are killed during anti-
government demonstrations.
General Ne Win, ruler of Burma since 1962, 
suddenly resigns.
Wednesday 10th
Japanese American Internment: US President 
Ronald Reagan signs the Civil Liberties Act of 1988, 
providing $20,000 payments to Japanese-Americans 
who were either interned or relocated by in the 
United States during World War II.
14th 
Volkswagen closes its Westmoreland County, 
Pennsylvania plant after 10 years of operation (the 
first factory built by a non-American automaker in 
the U.S.).
All of Colonel Oliver North’s convictions for perjury 
and other offenses are overturned by an appeals 
court.

August

19th 
A truce begins in the Iran / Iraq War.
26th 
Mehran Karimi Nasseri, “The terminal man”, is 
stuck in the De Gaulle Airport in Paris, where he will 
continue to reside until August 1, 2006.

September

Monday 5th
With US$2 billion in federal aid, the Robert M. 
Bass Group agrees to buy the United States’s 

largest bankrupt thrift, American Savings and Loan 
Association.
11th 
In Estonia, 300,000 demonstrate for independence.
Saturday 17th
Opening ceremony of the Games of the XXIV 
Olympiad in Seoul, South Korea.
Saturday 24th
1988 Summer Olympics: Ben Johnson “defeated” 
Carl Lewis and Linford Christie in 100 metres 
sprinting in a record time of 9.79 seconds. (Johnson 
would later be disqualified in a high profile case of 
doping in sports.)
24-26th 
Large, militant protests against the 1988 World Bank 
and IMF meetings take place in West Berlin.
Monday 26th
Ben Johnson is stripped of his gold medal in the 100 
m sprint at the Seoul Olympics for failing a drug 
test.
Thursday 29th
NASA resumes space shuttle flights, grounded after 
the Challenger disaster.

October

Tuesday 4th
U.S. televangelist Jim Bakker indicted for fraud.
Wednesday 5th
in the first fair poll since 1973, chileans vote “NO” 
to a 3th term in office for General Augusto Pinochet, 
sparking a transition to democracy process.
Thousands riot in Algiers, Algeria against the 
National Liberation Front government; by October 
10 the army has killed and tortured about 500 people 
in crushing the riots.
11th  
Women are allowed to study at Magdalene College, 
Cambridge, for the first time. Male students wear 
black armbands and the porter flies a black flag.



19th 
The United Kingdom bans broadcast interviews with 
IRA members. The BBC gets around this stricture 
through the use of professional actors
27th 
Ronald Reagan decides to tear down the new U.S. 
Embassy in Moscow because of Soviet listening 
devices in the building structure.
28th 
Abortion: 48 hours after announcing it was 
abandoning RU-486, French manufacturer Roussel 
Uclaf states that it will resume distribution of the 
drug.
Saturday 29th
In Japan, the Sega Megadrive is released for the first 
time.
Sunday 30th
Formula One: Ayrton Senna clinches his first World 
Championship with a phenomenal drive in the 
Japanese Grand Prix, recovering from 16th place on 
the first lap to win the race and beat rival Alain Prost 
into 2nd place.
Philip Morris buys Kraft Foods for US$13.1 billion.

November

Thursday 3rd
Sri Lankan Tamil mercenaries try to overthrow the 
Maldivian government. At President Maumoon 
Abdul Gayoom’s request, the Indian military 
suppresses the coup attempt within 24 hours.
Monday 7th
Boxing: In Las Vegas, Nevada, boxer Sugar Ray 
Leonard knocks out Donnie LaLonde.
Tuesday 8th
U.S. presidential election, 1988: George H. W. Bush 
is elected over Michael Dukakis.
13th 
Mulugeta Seraw, an Ethiopian law student in 
Portland, Oregon is beaten to death by members of 
the Neo-Nazi group East Side White Pride.
15th 
In the Soviet Union, the unmanned Shuttle Buran is 
launched by an Energia rocket on its maiden orbital 
spaceflight (the first and last space flight for the 
shuttle).
Israeli-Palestinian Conflict: An independent State of 
Palestine is proclaimed at the Palestinian National 
Council meeting in Algiers, by a vote of 253–46.
16th 
The Supreme Soviet of the Estonian SSR declares 
that Estonia is “sovereign” but stops short of 
declaring independence.

Friday 18th
War on Drugs: US President Ronald Reagan signs 
a bill into law providing the death penalty for 
murderous drug traffickers.
22nd 
In Palmdale, California, the first prototype B-2 Spirit 
stealth bomber is revealed.
23rd 
Former Korean president Chun Doo Hwan publicly 
apologizes for corruption during his presidency, 
announcing he will go into exile.

December

Friday 2nd
Benazir Bhutto is sworn in as Prime Minister of 
Pakistan, becoming the first woman to head the 
government of an Islam-dominated state.
Wednesday 7th
1988 Yasser Arafat recognizes the right of Israel to 
exist.
Estonian becomes the official language of Estonia.
16th
Perennial U.S. presidential candidate Lyndon 
LaRouche is convicted of mail fraud.
20th 
The United Nations Convention Against Illicit 
Traffic in Narcotic Drugs and Psychotropic 
Substances is signed at Vienna.
Wednesday 21st
A bomb explodes and crashes Pan Am flight 103 a 
Boeing 747, over Lockerbie, Scotland killing 270, 
including 11 on the ground
Thursday 22nd
Chico Mendes, a Brazilian rubber tapper, unionist 
and environmental activist, was assassinated.
Monday 26th
Start of the Nanjing Anti-African protests



Jake Ramjett
nAme - jAke
toWn - Brighton

Tell us about yourself…

I am an artist who has worked in lots of 
different places for lots of different people, 
under different names and disguises using 
a wide variety of techniques and mediums. 
I’m based in Brighton where I am a freelance 
(or freeloading) artist who takes on 
commissions to paint, illustrate and design 
anything from graphic novels to traditional 
portraits, whilst trying to develop and work 
on personal projects in the vein of beautiful 
paintings which get you to stop and think 
about something like the existential nature 
of contemporary reality or to just make you 
laugh, kind of the same thing really. 

What is your artistic background?

To go right back to the start; as soon as 
I sat up I started drawing with relentless 
determination and throughout my younger 
life found the world I was creating far more 
realistic and interesting than the fuzzy half-
reality and boredom of school and day to day-
ness. This became galvanised when I started 
reading 2000AD in the 70’s as I was highly 
inspired and influenced by a weekly mix of  
consistently excellent, Sci-Fi and low tech 
black and white art by great artists like Mike 
McManhon, Kevin O’Neil, Brian Bolland and 
later on Jamie Hewlett. Having taken a stand 
as an artist at an early age I was happy to be 
virtually written off by school as an academic 
dunce and coasted through, leaving a trail of 
scribbling behind (give him some crayons 
and put him in the corner he’ll be happy) 
1988 was maybe the worst year to start Art 
College and funnily enough, for me as a 
17 year old, the distractions were just too 
great. And although I gained an insight 
into good practical technique and the need 

for discipline in my work (an insight not 
necessarily put into practice) round one of Art 
College went tits up. And with its tits in the air 
my career as an artist went on ice.
After living on the road in England for 
several years, we felt the need to get over 
the channel and go to Europe. A combination 
of friends emigrating and pressure from the 
police (this was around the time the CJB was 
being passed) made this even more of an 
appealing option. So with two fingers in the 



air to England, hoping that the bastard would 
sink, myself and girlfriend Rowan put our 
dogs, cats and rubbish belongings into a Ford 
A-series ex-scout bus, which was the butt of 

about a million jokes, as it not only was one of 
the coolest motors on the road but was also, in 
hindsight, an absolute shit heap, and got the 
next ferry to France.

My career as an artist started properly in 1995 
when we were in the south of Spain and met 
with sound system and mobile crime wave, 
Total Resistance. A party was being organised 
on the Costa del Sol and a flyer was needed, 
so I grabbed a biro and made a rudimentary 
cave drawing with dates and times on it, which 
went down well with everybody involved; at 
the time wine was very cheap. 
We began working together as a tight family 
unit and as resident artist I found myself 
making flyers for parties we were organising 
and living on the road with Totals in Spain. As 
momentum grew we moved across the south 
coast of Europe to Portugal and we all began 
to realise that this really was do or die time. 
We became driven by a determination to 
make great parties in Portugal and live it up 
in this beautiful country and by any means 
necessary that was what we were going to do. 
Through the excellent support and 



encouragement of everyone working around 
I began to produce flyers and backdrops 
on a weekly basis, and these flyers had an 
invaluable place in the production of our 
parties as the first point of contact to our 
punters and as a kind of diary for the next few 
months which we spent Raving our tits off in 
Portugal around Sintra and Lisbon. 
The need for regular work meant my style 
developed quickly to take on a definite and 
unique look and I did some of my favourite 
work around this time. The flyers style was 
to be black and white so as to be functional 
and clear, so anybody could photocopy more 
for mass distribution. As such my work got 
defined so clarity wouldn’t be lost through 
photocopying. This added a distinctive 
boldness which was easily recognisable and 
stood out from the dirge of glossy flyers and 
club posters, which were more or less the 

enemy, and gave off a low tech DIY vibe, which 
was after all what we were about.
Initially these flyers were intended to 
advertise Raves but soon became, from my 
view point, about the art. My lettering became 
more cryptic and undecipherable, influenced 
in part by wild style. I hoped that our guests, 
when getting the flyer, would understand the 
encoded graphics and maybe keep there 
photocopied fragment for prosperity (15 years 
later I still meet people who have faded flyers 
on their walls) I liked to think that we were not 
only distributing flyers but also getting out 
thousands of copies of my work out to people, 
and as the first point of contact with our group 
the flyer was very important and echoed the 
unique nature of our raves. I took the whole 
thing very seriously and occasionally, to some 
amusement, a little bit too seriously.
New Years Eve 1996/1997 at Torres Vedras, 
Portugal saw us in a disused brick factory 
which magnetised several rigs from around 
Europe including Spiral Tribe, Facom, 
Kamikaze and Alien Pulse. This created an 
uber-site of around 200 vehicles which then 
cruised down the coast to Costa Caparica 
for several weeks of 24 hour party madness 
which shook the whole of Portugal, getting 
us semi-rock star status, or was that criminal 
scumbags, we ended up in the papers 
a lot anyway. This period when we lived 
and partied on the beach saw many firm 
friendships and cross-rig inter breeding as 
we pilfered each others ideas and bit styles, 
in the most friendly of ways. Facom’s artist 
at the time Gabba, had an excellent eye for 
strong design and impact. Her work was very 
Techno, black and white, as opposed to my UV 
backdrop work, and we worked together on 
plenty of parties. The whole vibe of our raves 



was turning more techno and the look evolved 
with the sound. I nicked plenty of ideas 
off Gabba and I hope she stole off me too. 
Shortly after Costa Caparica the laid back and 
tolerant nature of the Portuguese old bill was 
pushed to the point the felt they had to kick us 
out of their country. 

We asked “When can we stop?”
They said “In Spain”

1997/1998 We regrouped in Bologne, Italy for 
what was intended as a one off New Year’s Eve 
party in a huge unfinished factory complex. So 
much for one off. 
The following week or two of partying was 
such a success that everybody involved wasn’t 
ready to let it finish just yet. We renamed as 
Sound Conspiracy, a combination of Facom, 
OQP, Total Resistance and the tail end of Spiral 
Tribe which we let snowball out of control for 
the next nine months, before it span off at a 
tangent to Asia.    
This period saw the meeting of three main 
crews of extremely dedicated and hard 
working musicians, performers, ideas people 
and artists and we became a super efficient 
Rave Tsunami. 

As before flyers were required on a weekly 
basis as well as plenty of backdrops, record 
covers for musicians and T-shirt designs. Our 
crew at this time parked on a disused factory 
so we had plenty of space to spread out 
and work. We developed a definitive Sound 
Conspiracy style which again was easily 
recognisable as Sound Conspiracy and in part 
mine, and during this time I produced some 
of my most accomplished work to that date, 
which ended up being ripped of by plenty of 
other artists. The raves we were organising at 
the time presented an excellent forum for me 
and all the other creative people around to 
showcase their ideas and work, and the actual 
party was just the visible tip of the iceberg, 
with hours of hard work and dedication 
underneath it. We raved around Rome for 
several months and organised the first 
Solarsonica at Grosetto, Italy; Seven days and 
nights of blistering hot Techno mayhem, which 
left you sunburnt and sore at the very least.  
Unfortunately this period involved some 
personal tragedies which affected everyone 
involved in Sound Conspiracy and after a 
trip to India, a run in with the Pope and a 
frozen Millennium party, a chunk of the rig 
was lost in a Portuguese forest fire and Sound 



Conspiracy winked out of existence, leaving 
me personally nursing an epic E come down 
and gnarly bout of speed psychosis ……

The next few years I spent dicking about 
doing flyers, designing T-shirts, tattooing 
really badly and making backdrops for 
various other different rigs including a 
slimmed down Total Resistance. This was all 
well and good but for me personally it wasn’t 
really going anywhere. The black and white 
style had got old and I was finding it hard to 
get interested in churning out techno rave 
style artwork on demand. I felt I needed to 
develop my work and needed that discipline 
and professionalism that college had hinted 
at back in the 80s, never quiet being able 
to shake the nagging feeling that I’d left 
something half finished. After moving back to 
England in 2003 I eventually got it together to 
go back to college and finish off my fine art 
degree.
As an adult (vaguely) this would be a much 
more rewarding thing to do than as an easily 
distracted, dope head 17 year old. I had a 
vague fantasy that some big name gallery 
owner was going to wander through college, 
see my work and snap me up, then that would 
be that, spend the rest of my life painting and 
counting money. Well how wrong can you get 
it? Lack of being discovered aside, college 
offered me three years to put everything else 
on hold and experiment with and become 
completely immersed in my work, giving 
me the opportunity that I needed to develop 
some new ideas, and to become more 
professional in my approach. Its not often you 
get a chance to be completely self centred, 
in terms of personal art work, so I would 
highly recommend an art degree to anyone, 
but find a good college because the other 
students make the course and my college was 
full of fucking landscape painters and cunts 
(possibly the same thing).

College also gave knowledge about the 
importance of culture, throughout history 
and on a contemporary level; how people 
throughout history have made art and how you 
can decipher or decode what was happening 
culturally through an understanding of art. 
It wasn’t just about grandiose, gold framed 
paintings of fields and men in hats, or bloody 
great canvases painted grey selling for 
several million quid.
My personal work was influenced by what 
we saw around us every day, which was not 
so easy to digest as before. The transition 
from being itinerant traveller in Europe to 
moving back into a house in England was 
mainly difficult but had some pretty terrible 
moments as well. In Europe we existed in 

a bubble of our own creation and the art 
work I was making was for us, about us and 
clearly defined and influenced by what 
was happening around us. Coming back to 
England after never wanting to return and 
realising that time hadn’t stopped while I was 
away was a bit annoying. After years of being 
on the road, not wanting to live in a house and 
go straight, it ended with moving into a house 
and going down the straight path. Although 
I realised pretty quickly that it didn’t make 
any difference as plenty of really cool people 
lived in town in the same way there were 
plenty of straights living on the road. 

This sense of a kind of alienation from English 
culture and the feeling of looking at the day 



to day world around us and just thinking “what 
the fuck??!!” had a massive influence on the type 
of work I started doing. In daily life we are under 
assault by thousands of images a minute, from 
media onslaughts of TV and advertising, internet, 
magazines etc. and when you stop and take notice 
of this crammed field of information you can over 
load on imagery. In an attempt to make some sense 
of all this stuff flying around I pieced together 
disparate imagery to make paintings which use 
a visual language appropriated from the daily 
bombardment of visual information, like flicking 
channels on TV, to describe something of my view 
at the contemporary world. Using this underlying 
concept (maybe the same thing every other artist 
is trying to achieve) allows me to explore the 
medium of oil paint and get technical about the 
construction of paintings. 

Although it may not appear overtly obvious, 
underlying all my work is a view of the world 
formed during time spent working towards putting 
on rave events. As with anybody of this generation, 
the acid house, rave scene and culture of the 80s 
and 90s and to a lesser extent the present, has 
had an enormous life changing effect, especially 
to those people lucky enough to be right in the 
epi-centre of something which rocked the world 
and still reverberates now. It taught us how to live 
outside of the constraints of organised systems and how to set our own parameters. Hopefully 
this is still bleeding through into the daily yawn of life as a skint artist.

Lots of Love - Jake 
newwurldodour@gmail.com  
contactjakepond@gmail.com





Revolutionising the possibilities of dance 
music and opening up a whole new realm of 
sound and feeling, DJ Pierre is the man who 
put the acid into Acid House. Breaking from 
the disco/funk soulful sound of Chicago 
house, he took a generation deeper and 
darker,tearing through the boundaries of the 
dancefloor experience to unite imagination 
with groove and leaving us at the edge 
of sonic reality with a huge smile on our 
faces.... He spoke to us with immense charm 
and a warm innocence..

What were your early influences both 
musically and personally, and how did they 
lead to house music?

From as far back as I can remember, Jazz was 
a huge influence on me. It was the sound that 
my mother had grown up with through the 
50’s and 60’s and it was passed down to me 
through her. People like Count Basie, even 
the old boy Tom Jones, and I’d be dancing 
around banging on things until my mother 
got me one of those little pianos for me to tap 
along to the music. A little bit further down the 
line, my father bought me a clarinet allowing 
me to play in a band which I stayed a part of 
throughout my school years right up to my 
graduation although I’ve got to say, I didn’t 
stick with the clarinet but moved onto the 
drums when I was about 12. 
Funk was another heavy influence, people 
like Parliament, Bootsie Collins, Cameo and 
there was a pop side as well –  David Bowie, 
that kind of funky pop sound. Then I started 
getting into early hip hop, and I tell you, Sugar 
Hill Gang….that just blew my mind. That was 
the first song that I ever heard that LITERALLY 
blew my mind. I ended calling up the radio 
station which I’d never dreamt of doing before 
because I just needed to hear that song again. 
I just remember waiting and waiting for it 
to come back on and thinking to myself, ‘I 

wonder if I can fall asleep with my eyes open’, 
and to this day, I think I did, or if it wasn’t 
sleep, it must have been a trance because 
I came round hours later with my eyes just 
STINGING!! 
As I started getting deeper into hip hop and 
discovering Grandmaster Flash, I was just 
beginning to DJ which led to me listening to 
Italian Disco type tracks, and it was the fusion 
of all these styles that led me to house music

How did you get into DJing?

Well, I went to this school party and they had 
this DJ there playing these 2 records, and I 
liked the intro to the record, but this guy was 
drawing the intro out far longer than on the 
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original track and I didn’t know how he was 
doing it. Now I used to edit mix with the pause 
button on a cassette deck by linking 2 radios 
and recording from one to the other, pause 
the song on beat and quickly rewind the other 
side to extend that part of the track. All of us in 
my neighbourhood were doing this every day 
and comparing edits. So when I heard DJ’s on 
the radio mixing tracks, I figured it had to have 
something to do with the pause editing I was 
doing – I mean I had no idea they were using 
turntables, and all the mixes were short, no 
long blends so it seemed totally logical. So I 
started leaving an extra 4 beats on my edits so 
the 2 tracks to flow together and it would start 
to sound like a blend. It wasn’t until that school 
dance that I finally clicked. The DJ’s playing, 
I’m not hearing any switching, and the parts 
are going longer and longer. Meanwhile, I’m 
watching him touch one record, then the other 
– the music sounds exactly the same, and 
not knowing how a mixer worked, I couldn’t 
understand how he was doing it. I was so 
amazed, I just stood there all night, transfixed, 
watching him play. I got home, and straight 
away it was ‘Mom….er….I need 2 turntables 
and a mixer!!’ They bought me a set and I was 
away….. So the pause editing was the prelude 
to me mixing…But you know….that’s the story 

of me becoming a DJ… Getting into producing 
is a whole other story…..

Heh Heh… How did you get into producing?

Well, my first love was being a DJ. It was 
Spanky (my partner from Phuture with 
the signature deep voice) who was more 
interested in how to actually make the music. 
He would listen to try and figure out how it was 
actually being put together and he came over 
to my house one day saying ‘Man..we can do 
this’. This was around the time that Chip E had 
Time to Jack out – those early stages of house 
music coming together, and living in Chicago 
itself rather than way out in the suburbs like 
me, he knew that the music was being made 
by people in the area.
He was like ‘Man…they got these machines 
called drum machines’ ‘So what does that 
do?’ I asked him. ‘ They’ve got all these drum 
sounds in a box’ he tells me. Now while he’s 
off thinking about how he can use it, my first 
thought is wondering how it works – it’s the 
way I think. So I’m like OK, but a box????? 
With drum kits in it??? It was like a comic strip 
thought bubble coming out of my head with 
this image of someone trying to stuff drum 
kits into a tiny box. So while I’m fantasizing 



about the technical possibilities, he comes 
over a week later….and he’s got it. So we start 
tapping away, and all these hi-hats and snares 
are coming out, and sure enough…..there it 
was….drum sounds in a box. It can happen. 
But even at that point I just wanted to play his 
rhythms and lay accapellas over them, until 
I finally borrowed it and started making my 
own beats. So straight away he’s all ‘Man, Let’s 
start a group’ and we were born. 
But it really wasn’t my dream back then to 
make the music and I always look at it as a 
spiritual thing, that God had guided me in this 
direction. I was always curious about music 
and about the technical side of life, but on my 
path these doors just seemed to open. I truly 
believe that planned or not, you have to made 
for it, it has to be what you were supposed 
to do. I know everyone’s a DJ nowadays, 
everyone’s a producer, but sometimes you just 
have to be led there.

The 303 and the deep acid sound of Acid 
Tracks revolutionized the range and 
possibilities of dance music …..which 
came first – the concept or the 303?

Well we had gotten good at making drum 
beats, but when we got the keyboard, the 
basslines we were coming up with just didn’t 
sound good enough. At the time you had all 
these hot tracks coming out from Fingers Inc 
and weren’t even close to that. We just needed 
something to help us make a dope bassline. 
I mean I didn’t even like the individual bass 
noises in the keyboard we had. One day, I’m 
over at a friend of mine’s house – Jasper, and 
he’d played me this guitar track a few days 
before and on hearing the bassline, I was 
straight away pumping him for what he’d used 
to make it. And he tells me it was this thing 
called a 303, and of course he’d been using it 
how you were supposed to use it, as a practice 
tool for guitar players mimicking a bass guitar. 
So I’m at his house checking out his 303 and 

realizing that if we just had one of those, we’d 
be able to make good basslines and some 
serious music. 
Now I didn’t have a job or any money, so I 
got hold of Spanky who DID have a job and 
convinced him that we just had to have one. 40 
bucks later he came back with it and called 
me up saying ‘Man – I don’t know about this, 
it’s making some crazy sounds, come over and 
let’s figure out how to program this thing. I get 
there and sure enough it’s making some crazy 
sounds – the sound we now call acid. I started 
turning the knobs, and Spanky’s face changed 
and he’s going ‘I LIKE THAT – keep doing it!’, 
and we were there for a good 5 hours, turning 
knobs and trying out different drums with it. 
And the thing was, the 303 came with 2 preset 
patterns already in the machine. One was 
interesting……and the other one…..well that 
ended up being Acid Tracks.  Acid Tracks – it 
came with the 303. I mean we advanced on it, 
put accents onto it, tweaked it and improvised 
with the knobs, but the core of it was that 
preset program!

So how did it get from bedroom to 
dancefloor?

Once we were happy with it, we put it on a 
cassette and took it to Ron Hardy. But you 
know the question I always ask is WHY did 
we think it sounded good? Think about it. 
Why would you think that something like the 
303 sounded good? Most people would just 
turn round and say ‘what is that?’. Personally, 
I’ve always thought outside the box in that 



anything can be music to me, just listening 
to the moving parts of a watch machine I can 
find a beat, something you can move to. And 
I really think that that perception of what the 
possibilities of music could be allowed us to 
believe that this might be something people 
could dance to. It was a weird sound – no 
doubt, but we were grooving to it, and we 
hadn’t grooved to ANYTHING we had made 
before then! 
So we took it to Ron Hardy, and I tell you, if it 
wasn’t for Ron Hardy, acid would not be here. 
It’s more than just the fact that we used the 
303, the 303 made acid, and we thought it 
sounded good (which if we hadn’t, we’d never 
have taken it to him in the first place), but 
that Ron liked it, made it. Ron was all of our 
musical guidance at the time, and if he didn’t 
like something – that was IT. He listened to it, 
no real show of emotion, just nodded his head, 
and then turns round to us and says ‘Right. 
When can I get a copy?’ That was it…we heard 
that and we just jumped out of our skins. 
We got him a copy and he played it that 
night…..4 times… 
The first time, the Music Box was still pretty 
empty and everyone was like ‘what the heck 
is this?’ and literally stopped dancing to it. 
But it sounded amazing on the big system 
and we didn’t even care that the dancefloor 
stopped – ‘He played it, He played it… That’s 
it… that was the dream…..he played it!!!’ 
We stayed, dancing and then about an hour 
later, he dropped it again. The second time, 
people danced through it, not getting excited 
or anything, just didn’t stop. Another hour 

floated by and he brought it in again… And 
you could see the dancefloor thinking, what 
is it with this track, he keeps playing it – so 
they started to get into it a little – bit weird 
they were thinking, but we’ll flow with it. The 
fourth drop….. and the place went CRAZY. 
People were dancing in ways I’ve never seen 
again, doing stuff that you just knew they were 
on drugs – I mean jumping all over the place, 
pushing everybody, lying on the floor kicking 
their legs in the air. And us…we went nuts, 
practically peeling the paint off the walls…
and you know…I’ve never experienced 
ANYTHING like that since then.
A few days later a friend of mine starts telling 
me about this track Ron Hardy had produced 
called Ron Hardy’s Acid Tracks. There was 
always news going round about whatever 
new track Ron Hardy had, and people used 
to take little tape recorders into the club to 
record him so I was going ‘Let me hear it, Let 
me hear it’. He plays it…’ YO MAN That ain’t 
Ron Hardy’s track… That’s OUR track’ ‘Get 
outta here Pierre’. He just couldn’t believe 
that we had made a track that Ron Hardy was 
playing…..and it was that point that I realized 
that all these tracks Ron Hardy was supposed 
to have made weren’t actually his – just 
everyone thought they were because he had 
such musical influence that people assumed 
that everything he played was Ron’s track!!!! 
Up until then I’d been keeping our track a big 



secret, but right there, I pulled it out, whacked 
it on the tape deck in the car.. ‘WOW man…
that really is your track…but they’re calling it 
Ron Hardy’s Acid Track’. ‘Really’ I said. ‘Well 
we’re going to drop the Ron Hardy and call it 
Acid Tracks’ Up to this point we hadn’t really 
got much further on a name for it than In Your 
Mind, which was lame, and it made no sense 
to change it from Acid Tracks now that it was 
already known… And that was it…and we 
started up making records….but that’s a whole 
other sunny story……

We love a sunny story……..

So it’s all good, but now we’re thinking to 
ourselves OK ,OK, but how do you make a 
record? Well the first thing we did was call 
ourselves Phuture. And I tell you.. NO ONE 
was using no ph for the f sound back then. You 
can’t get away from it now. Nobody realizes 
the extent of our influence on something 
like that, I suppose we do because we know 
we were the first.  Anyway, so it may sound 
ludicrous wondering how to make a record, 
but with no idea, no internet to search it, no 
major labels in Chicago – that really was the 
question.. How do we make a record? Who 
do you see about it? So I thought…. I’m going 
to ask Marshall Jefferson. I went on down to 
a concert he was doing with Curtis McClain 
at the Powerhouse, got myself into the very 
front row and wrote ‘My name’s DJ Pierre, I’m 
in a group called Phuture, and we made this 
track that Ron Hardy’s playing called Acid 

Tracks’ on a piece of paper and finished it 
off with ‘Can you help us make a record?’  So 
I’m jumping up and down waving this paper 
and trying to give it to Curtis McClain who 
finally took it and I yelled ‘Please give that to 
Marshall’. The very next day I get home and 
there’s this note on the fridge saying Marshall 
Jefferson called and a phone number. I hadn’t 
exactly kept it quiet that I was trying to get 
hold of Marshall, so kinda suspicious, thinking 
‘that ain’t no Marshall Jefferson’, I called my 
friend and demanded why he was calling my 
house pretending to be Marshall Jefferson. 
He started getting all excited going ‘What, 
Marshall Jefferson called you?’ and I’m saying 
No man – that was you’. He pointed out that it 
wasn’t his number on my fridge - I still wasn’t 
buying it, but he convinced me to call the 
number and sure enough Marshall picked up. 
On the record it says Marshall Jefferson 
produced it and Larry Sherman (owner of Trax 
Records) wrote it, and at the time we had no 
idea what that meant,  but it said Phuture so we 
were cool – That’s our name right there! But 
Marshall didn’t produce anything, he mixed 
it, set the levels, brought the parts in and out 
and EQ’d it, but he stayed true to the way we 
had done it. What he DID do though, was slow 
it down, because the original track was about 
127 bpm. Now in Chicago, we liked our music 
fast, but he said ‘Look…if you want New York 
to get into it, you have to slow it right down – 
and if the DJ’s want it faster, let them pitch it up 
on the turntable’. ’Whatever you say Marshall’ 
– and it was true – New York did get into it 



and they did like things slow – at the original 
speed in fact, whereas  in Chicago – we always 
played things fast, and it wasn’t until I started 
buying all the Chicago classics that I realized 
how slow they actually were - they’d just 
always been pitched right up. But his name as 
producer on the record was definitely not him 
trying to get slick or anything, I’m pretty sure 
it was basically Larry Sherman dropping his 
name to sell more records

Your Only Friend . Classic track - Probably 
the strongest anti  coke message ever – as 
it came direct from the underground.. Can 
you tell us a bit about how that track came 
about?

Well, the funny thing was that the reason we 
thought the record had initially been named 
Acid Tracks was a reference to acid rock or 
acid jazz, and simply a descriptive word for 
a gritty sound. I later found out that it was 
actually related to drugs – LSD basically. So 
not wanting to be seen as advocating drugs, 
I thought I’d write an anti drugs track and 
put it on the same record, so people would 
realize that we were definitely not advocating 
drugs. I wrote Your Only Friend in the hope 

that people would understand that if they 
are doing this drug – cocaine, then the only 
friend they would end up with would be that 
drug, and at the end of the line, they may well 
lose their life. Somehow it didn’t end up like 
that at all. People would hear it come on, start 
yelling ‘The Cocaine Song, The Cocaine Song’ 
and run to the dealer to get as much up their 
nose as possible. But Marshall, when he heard 
the track, it had my voice on it and he turned 
round to me and said ‘Pierre….this is the voice 
of cocaine speaking….man it’s gotta sound 
deep, gotta sound dark, gotta sound scary 
and we should get Spanky to do it because he 
has a deeper voice.’ So he put Spanky’s voice 
through the harmoniser and we were like 
‘YEAH’. Now that was a big thing Marshall did, 
because that gave Phuture a vocal vibe and a 
vocal image that took it all to a deeper level. I 
give him a lot of credit for doing that and we 
used that voice on everything after that.

How aware were you of the massive social 
and cultural impact Acid House had in the 
UK and across Europe

I wasn’t aware at all. Let me see……. I knew 
what was going on right after the acid house 
scene had started to die down, so all the time 
it was crazy, I didn’t know what was going 



on, and Larry Sherman wasn’t telling me, for 
whatever reason, he was keeping it all a big 
secret. I mean, there was no internet back 
then so how WOULD you know unless you had 
heard it through word of mouth, and all the 
house magazines at the time in Chicago were 
local, free pamphlet type things that didn’t 
have that kind of international range. But you 
know – someone COULD have said something, 
because there were people going overseas at 
the time like Farley and Marshall. In the end, I 
found out because this English writer pitched 
up in Chicago wanting to interview me –  and 
he filled me in on the craziness over in the UK, 
but that was the first I’d heard of any of it!!

How was life heading up A+R at Strictly 
Rhythm – any insights into the business 
end of house music?

Boring for the most part. Don’t get me wrong, 
it was interesting to learn how things worked, 
but I was never cut out for a desk job. I can 
honestly say this though. Strictly Rhythm 
was probably the most honourable of all the 
record labels. All the labels had some degree 
of dishonesty going on somewhere in their 
operations – everybody trying to hustle and 
make their money, but I do understand that 
the labels were taking all the risk, fronting 
thousands of dollars before anything even hit 

wax. But for the most part, Strictly Rhythm did 
have a pretty sound moral integrity, and the 
label was in fact the reason behind me moving 
to New York, because I did respect what 
they were doing as a label and felt I could 
work with them. But there is something that 
I really would like the world to know. When I 
had no studio equipment, Mark from Strictly 
Rhythm would, week in week out, rent studio 
equipment for me to make music on. The deal 
he made with me was that he would have first 
option on anything that I made. Now he never 
wanted to own me or own everything made, 
but just have first choice, and if he passed on 
it, I was free to shop it around other labels. 
Now what record label would do that? That’s 
a blessing right there. That’s a special person 
who would do that for you, because record 
labels just don’t do that and if they do…..
trust me they’re going to own everything you 
make. That is something I’ll never forget, and 
something that allowed me to be who I am 
today, and I will always be grateful to Mark 
Finklestein for that.

Fill us in on the Afro Acid project

Afro acid is more than a project to me. It may 
have started out like that, as an album, but 
now it’s a movement to get house music back 
to where it was when we first started, hearing 
soulful, acid, techno, breaks……..all the 
different forms of house music at one party, on 
one dancefloor. Afro symbolises garage, disco, 
funky house and the soulful side of house 
music while Acid represents, acid naturally, 
but techno, minimal, tech house and all of the 
harder flavours. I wanted to combine the two 
and create a space, create a party that could 
take you on a journey and make you feel an all 
embracing range 
of different 
experiences. 
That is what Afro 
Acid stands for 
. I’m planning 
an album that 
explores these 
different sides of 
electronic music 
and whenever I 
do an Afro Acid 
party, that is the 



kind of vibe that I’m trying to create, to unify 
people through the union of electronic music – 
hence the logo of the smiley with the afro on it 
creating a visual for the concept.

What are you up to at the moment?

OK – well at the moment we’re doing Afro 
Acid Digital, (with www.beatport.com, 
www.juno.com, www.djdownload.com) 
and Afro Acid Plastik (distributed by www.
primedirectdist.co.uk)which is the vinyl label, 
doing a lot of exciting things and working 
with a lot of big artists. We just came off a 
HUGE success with a track that me and L’il 
Louie Vega did together called The Jungle, 
and the second track I’m doing now is with the 
group Justice and I’ve got Benny Rodriguez and James Lavelle in to do the remixes right now, 
and that’s going to be a huge release  sometime in October. I’m really buzzing about the label, 
bringing in top artists and getting some fresh new talent into the studio as well. Alongside all of 
that, I’m working on my first artist album, which went briefly on hold, but I’m back on it with a 
vengeance, pulling a lot of names together for that project. The creativity’s flowing…….

Look out for DJ Pierre’s radio show, Afro Acid Live, every Wednesday at 10pm UK time on 
www.pushfm.com, and watch out for the man himself and the Afro Acid spirit touching down 
in Australia. Finely Tuned presents Dj Pierre: Afro Acid Down Under October 16th-26th-First 

austtralian tour in 7 years!, October 25rd-Afro Acid at the AmsterdamDance Event, Torino 
and Paris in November and Afro Acid Asia-January dates to be confirmed. Then keep it 

locked for a Ministry of Sound tour. Afro Acid will be touching down near you sooner than 
you think…..

www.djpmuzik.com
www.myspace.com/djpierresafroacidproject





CHAZ
Rants From the Underground 

Broke Filmaker
The editors of this mag have been on me 
again to finish this article. They wanted me 
to do a feature on up and coming new talent. 
Maybe that meant I should’ve gone down to 
the Premiere of the new Harry Potter.  Have 
a chat with Emma Watson and find out if she 
really is going to give up movies and work 
in some office somewhere (Oh please do!) 
or one of the other well to do kids in it.  I 
fuckin’ hate those films.  The latest instalment 
has taken nearly a year or more to come out 
because they had to re-edit and re-shoot 
because it was shit or was it too good?  I can’t 
judge it really; I’ve never paid much interest 
in those movies or Lord of the Ringholes.  If 
I wanted to catch up on some much needed 
sleep, then I would put on a screener of one 
of them and guaranteed I’d be off to the land 
of nod by the time Michael Gambon gets to 
speak.  If you are a fan and take offence to 
this article. Good.  Because you are one of 
the sheep that take it up tha ass and swallow 
anything that spews from the corporate 
machine. Kill yourself you boring twat.  

So anyway, Harry and his friends turned up 
at a rainy Premiere and the reports of swine 
flu in the cast didn’t keep the idiots away.  For 
some reason they didn’t want to give me copy.  
Choosing to give the odd silly quote about a 
kissing scene and how “yuck” it was.  Oh do 
fuck off!  Now we have to endure their future 
exciting careers beyond the wizard’s hat.  And 
any future wizard related films and spin off’s.  
Warner’s the greedy bastards love that dollar. 

Anyway I was late with this article and the 
reason was I was chasing my own tail, trying to 
get one of my own projects made.  Yes I’m still 
trying to get the scripts out to producers and 
investors.  Trying to get these people to even 
look at a script is an uphill struggle, but it’s a 
necessary evil unfortunately.  Unless you can 
scrape together enough to get a teaser trailer 
or promo made so they can look at it and get 

the idea of the film without having to turn a 
page.  

I haven’t heard from my agent in over two 
years, but I’m sure if I get an “option‘ they’ll 
be there for me when I get the deal, to sort 
out any contractual things. And won’t let me 
get into that mess that I got myself into before 
when “Desperate” to get my film made. I 
naively let a big film company option my 
script for a pound.  I was assured that if I did 
this they would push the boat out and make 
sure that it went into production.  I’d fallen into 
the trap of doing countless drafts – unpaid 
- for them for a two-year period.  As well as 
being on the poverty line the script resembled 
nothing of the original idea, only the drivel of 
that companies Executive’s terrible ideas and 



lies.  For example, I remember one of them 
had seen “Pulp Fiction” the night before a 
meeting and wanted me to write in a segment 
or maguffin where there was a suitcase with 
a light in it and we never see what it contains.  
Original eh?  They kept suggesting actors who 
were stars at the time who were totally wrong 
for the project; which was about the London 
hip-hop music scene.  Of course it fell into 
development hell and eventually obscurity.

Now, I don’t even get into that situation.  
Optioned scripts should be paid for.  How can 
you expect them to raise money for a film if 
they can only give you a pound for the script?  
Don’t fall for that one kids.  Every draft should 
be paid for.  Don’t get into redrafts unless 
you got the money first.  My latest attempt 
at screen success just had a knock back.  I 
was told it was “too black”.  I sat there trying 
to decipher the meaning of that statement.  
Was it that the script contained some horrific 
images or that most of the characters are 
black?  Maybe I’m too before my time, or on 
the other hand, I’m shit and just don’t know it 
yet.  I shall ponder that one.

It’s been a very strange year so far!  Aside 
from the constant fear of recession sprung 
upon us from the media devils and the threat 
of job losses in every form of business, not 
to forget Swine flu, which seems to grace the 
news every now and then, when there doesn’t 
seem to be any other news (but we know their 

cover stories to prevent the masses finding out 
about more financial misdemeanours). There 
have also been a lot of celebrity deaths.  Budd 
Schulberg the writer of “On the Waterfront” 
and John Hughes the creator of a plethora of 
80’s teen movies and comedies.  There has 
been enough coverage of Michael Jackson’s 

passing; so I’m not gonna talk about that.  
Though I will say that no matter what he was 
accused of in the past I forgive him everything 
just for the impeccable “Off the Wall” album.  
A personal favourite of mine.  However, here’s 
a thought to peruse; if anyone had touched 
your kids would you be satisfied with millions 
of dollars?  Personally, I’d want to kill the cunt.  

However, I digress.  What I am gonna talk 
about is the IMDb message boards. On 
occasions like these I find myself strangely 
drawn to view them.  They are apparently the 
view of the public, but I’m noticing more and 
more that they are just filled with evil scum 
writing all sorts of spiteful and unfounded 
messages.  It shouldn’t bother me, people are 
entitled to their opinions are they not?!  But it 
seems that as well as the well wishers and RIP 
messages, there are those that just don’t have 
anything nice to say about anyone.  

When the tragic death of Natasha Richardson 
happened a few days before Jade Goody, the 
boards were alight with online arguments 
between mourners and trolls.  One troll 
decided that it was a great idea to write “who 
was she anyway?” and then proceed to slate 
her in every film she’d ever been in.  It’s a 
very sad existence to be that ugly teenager 
(or jealous failed actor) just waiting for one of 
these tragic events to occur, just so they can 
vent their spleen on a message board.  When 
I look at these posts, it makes me question the 
mentality of the audience of today, surely we 
used to watch movies in order to be moved or 
entertained.  There’s a million and one critics 
on these boards who have no understanding 
of the human condition.  A nastiness of 
unprecedented levels.  



The general 
ignorance of the 
world today as 
exhibited by these 
message board 
mercenaries is truly 
depressing - surely 
there are more 

important issues such as the set-in-perpetuity 
wars in Iraq and Afghanistan, the recruitment 
of our children to fight these Corporatist wars 
in enlistment centres that look like video-
game arcades; unprecedented levels of 
global poverty; famine; critical environmental 
issues; the continuing fallout from a zillion 
banking scandals; the evisceration of any last 
semblance of ideas about civil liberties in 
the name of ‘Homeland Security’ and, since 
we’re at it,  the market-savvy stockpiling of 
AIDS cures and the ‘miracle’ swine-flu vaccine 
Tamiflu (owned by Gilead Sciences – major 
shareholder - one Mr Donald Rumsfeld, 
earning millions by the second whether in or 
out of office!). God forbid I should introduce 
one of these thorny issues into the ebb and 
flow of message board shit-chat. Their mean-
spirited tiny brains would just go ‘pop!’   

The people 
at the helm 
of IMDb 
should at 
least on 
these sad 
occasions 
have the 
decency 
to block 
and erase 
these users 
and their messages; they should at least have 
some respect for the deceased’s families.  
Other common postings tend to be; Worst 
movie/actor/actress* (*delete as necessary) 
ever, which seems to be on every message 
board you click on.  I mean, they’ve said it 
about films like “Apocalypse Now”, “Mean 
Streets” and “Taxi Driver”!!  I’m wondering if 
they just missed the point??  I shouldn’t look, 
I know.  But it’s like a sore tooth and you can’t 
stop touching it.  

Another thing that I’ve noticed is the presence 
of the “Production” on these boards.  You 
can never fail to tell when it’s been a crew 
member, possibly even a producer or a 
director.  After the panning of the Danny 
Dyer Zombie epic “Doghouse” in the press, I 
went to the message boards to see what the 
“fans” were writing about it.  I burst into fits of 
laughter when I could see users claiming to 
have seen the film at a preview and thoroughly 
enjoyed it, full of laughs. Funny, as I saw the 
exact same posts on a review in the Daily 
Mail – now could this be a coincidence? The 
wording was the same, actually, wait a minute, 
the usernames were the same.  My favourite 
posts on these occasions are the “I can’t 
wait for this film to come out” and it’s always 
made better when there’s no other posts on 
the message board.  Without any publicity as 
yet, how did the user find it?  How did I find it 
come to think of it?

Another aspect of IMDb that cracks me up 
about the industry is the star meter.  In a week 
that two big celebrities died, Megan Fox still 
came out at number one, how could this be?  
Does she hire little monkeys in a room to click, 
click, click her profile?  Or maybe she met 
Michael Jackson once and linked this in her 



biography (apparently that 
raises your star meter).  Or 
there are just a lot of horny 
guys out there who can’t get 
enough of Megan.  I know an 
actor who is very ambitious, 
don’t get me wrong, he’s a 
lovely guy, and has done 
some low-budget films and a 
couple of small parts in Film 
and TV.  I was sent an e-mail 
to check out his IMDb and to 
keep clicking on his profile 
to get his star meter above 
10,000.  I couldn’t imagine 
how this could possibly 
help his career.  But, I went 
ahead and clicked, a couple 
of times.  I then got another 
e-mail asking me and many 
others on his e-mail list, to 
click again.  Unfortunately he 
went down this week about 
600%.  It’s all bollocks though 
really isn’t it.  No one is going 
to get their Hollywood career from some bloody starmeter, unless they’re put there by their 
publicist.  Maybe you should try fucking the director, it’s worked for plenty of the A-list stars so 
far. You might just end up playing Robin or The Riddler in the next Batman film. Until next time 
fuck all ya’ll!!!



AK-47
Hackney based artist AK47 swerved a shit ‘n’ shave in prison after a Crown Court 
case for featuring a Kalashnikov rifle in his exhibition in Bethnal Green circa January 
2008. The Crown Prosecution were eager it seems to imprison 
the artist, as a conditional discharge and a firm pep talk for 
possessing a Kalashnikov in this climate is highly unlikely. The 
rifle took pride of place on top of a coffin draped in the American 
flag, placed in front of a mirror where visitors can strike a pose 
for cameras. 

Officers swooped on a slightly bemused AK47 just hours ahead 
of the opening. More than a year down the line with a mandatory 
sentence of five years if found guilty, we think AK47 was slightly 
worried it could go pearshaped and an example made of the 
case for future street artists painting walls in Britain. We didn’t 
realise the artists real name was public knowledge, the Hackney 
Gazette printed his name, age and a photo of the unmasked artist 
cradling the rifle. We remember the youtube videos showing 
AK47 and minders wearing balaclavas laying down the law 
to Banksy after kidnapping his monumental sculpture ‘The 
Drinker’ from a plinth in Central London. 

AK 47 initially released a series of Youtube videos demanding a 
ransom before eventually threatening to blow the piece up. Banksy wasn’t forthcoming 
and the artist tried to simulate the piece being blown up using fireworks. Nothing more 
was really said of it beyond videos showing AK47 apologising to Banksy for his extreme 
behaviour. He says it started when Banksy refused to sign something for AK47 on 
financial grounds. He took this to heart quickly concocting a plot to kidnap the sculptor 
in broad daylight

Alas readers, LSD has friends in all kinds of nooks and crannies, we spoke to a credible 
East End villain who happened to blurt out in an unconnected conversation that he was 
commissioned to snatch the piece back from the kidnappers. So he arrived much like 
AK47 did when originally snatching the piece with a flatbed truck wearing high res 
jackets with clipboards. The villain confessed to not knowing who AK47 was and
having no interest in street art or art in general. He says he got paid to snatch it back and 
that was the end of it. Whatever happened after 
it was dropped off at a specified location didn’t 
concern him. On hearing of the LSD project he 
told us the story, and we are now in negotiations 
with said villain to kidnap Banksy himself, dress 
him in a concrete artist smock and exhibit him 
on top of Big Ben....  We are currently following 
up rumours that Banksy’s real identity is Mrs 
Leslie B. Havinyou of 23 Letsby Avenue, Bristol 
so any day now……

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Zk8J9g8NJxA







Ernesto Leal was born in the South American 
country of Chile in 1964.
His family moved to Britain in 1976, where 
they relocated to Fife, Scotland then to 
Edinburgh. 
He studied at art college but soon found 
himself involved with parties and found his 
calling.
Ernesto then moved to Old Street, London 
in 1988 at the height of the underground 
explosion, when the integration between 
art/graphics and music was intrinsic (isn’t it 
always? Hmmm?). He made this move due to 
the fact the club industry in Edinburgh was 
very small at the time and run by “small time 
gangsters with small, short sighted minds”.  
His love affair with all things “London” 
really began to take hold, he embraced 
it wholeheartedly and is in short the true 
embodiment of the art/graphics/message he 
champions, from a time and scene that he was 
amongst the pioneers of.  

 His current project is called  “Our History”. 
 A series of exhibitions comprising of film 
documentaries, graphics and the artwork 
that documents the underground scene from 
the acid house explosion right through to 
the drum and bass takeover, it throws light 
on the scenes unsung heroes and (rightfully) 
cements their place in history.  
Having embarked on an international tour, 
starting in Asia and working it’s way across 
the globe, they are delivering a message that 
was so loud and clear at its peak and relevant 
to its time you wonder whether it can possibly 
translate 20 years on and if so will anybody 
want to listen? 
Apparently they do.  With fervent interest from 
New York and L.A. to as far as Australia and 
Japan, proving the warehouse mentality is still 
very much alive and kicking. Breathing new 
life into a timeless phenomenon, stamping its 
mark in the history books, making history – 
“Our History”.

 
Ernesto Leals’ influences: 

1968 Paris uprising, Situationist Int, Black 
Mountain arts, John Peel, George Bataille, 
Letrist, New School of Social Reasearch, 
Angela Davies, Noam Chomsky, Paul Robeson, 
Objectionist, Yukio Mishima, Pablo Neruda, 
Mary Wollestoncraft, The Dutch Reflex Crew, 
Tupac Amaro, Richard Dawkins, La Passionara, 
Col Thomas Rainsborough, Geoffrey Chauser, 
Throbing Gristle, Jean Luc Godard, Crtical 
art Ensemble, Takeshi Kitano.......now you got 
me started so more running around my head 
now....

Could you explain your current project? 

“Our History” is a project celebrating the acid 

Ernesto Leal
Our History



house/club culture through the medium of 
the graphics and film documentaries used to 
promote and inspire the scene at the time. We 
want to make the exhibition a global thing.    
We’ve just come back from Tokyo and we’re 
going to Shanghai in September. We have 
had requests from Singapore, Taiwan and 
throughout Asia. 
The majority of people I’ve been talking to 
about taking the project to New York and L.A. 
are {funnily enough} people I’ve known and 
dealt with in the scene for the last 20 years! 
They’re like “what do you need? What can I 
do? Yeah we’ll do it!” We’re using the same 
kind of warehouse/acid house mentality to 
bring the exhibition together.
There’s a massive international connection 
and contacts from places I’d never have 
thought about, like ex-pats from Australia that 
went over to start parties 15/20 years ago, we 
tell them about the exhibition and they’re like 
“WOW!” bring it on!

Do you think it could create a new 
explosion of music/art itself? 

Yes I think so hopefully. The project is kind
 of designed for the Asian market but it could 
mean new markets everywhere, even the 
Eastern European market, where they know of 
the culture but they don’t really know where 
it’s come from or what it’s about but they have 
an idea. The same way as when I was a kid I 
used to look at The Factory stuff from New York 
and think wow what’s that about? I’d go look at 
an Andy Warhol exhibition be fascinated but 
it was just some people sitting around getting 
off their heads in New York but we’d be like 
wow, it’s representative of the time and what 
was happening. 
What I don’t want to do with the project {and I 

think I’m kind of getting there} is I don’t want 
it to be a backwards thinking, I want people to 
get inspiration and go away and do their own 
version, be creative.

Will there be an on going Artcore venture 
due to the positive success of the Selfridges 
Ultralounge exhibition?

It is similar to the Artcore project. Yes. I was 
one of the main people there putting the 
whole thing together, it was last minute but it 
worked. It was the most successful response 
Selfridges have had to an exhibition, people 
were on the phone trying to get guest list and 
tickets!

How has the music scene affected Londons 
art scene and does it still have the same 
cultural impact as it did in the acid house 
era?

Yes, definitely, more so now I think, especially 
where we’re sitting now, in Shoreditch .We 
were actually discussing that as part of it new 
exhibition I’m involved with on Shoreditch 
itself, how this whole area (we are sitting in 
Hoxton Square) used to be a rag and bone 
area full of warehouses. This has always been 
an area where discenting begins, starts and 
transcends. Music has always been the driving 
force right in there somewhere, like Alexander 



McQueen, when he used to live on Hoxton 
Square, would go out to the Bluenote Club on 
a Sunday then back to his flat here. What you 
have now in the area are lots of Europeans 
coming over, which people complain about, 
but all these guys are creating something and 
whatever they’re creating some good is gonna 
come out of it, there might be a million shit 
things, but there might be one really good 
thing and that’d be so f**king good just one 
spark and that’s it!

Can you give me an example of your 
favourite pieces, or one that you feel 
captures the essence of the exhibition and 
explain why?

No. I don’t have a favourite because of the 
way I’m looking at the culture, as a whole, 
rather than saying that’s a drum and bass flyer 
that’s a such and such, I’m trying to look at 
the whole thing from a kind of critical point, 
from above rather than some individual sort 
of thing. After looking at the images from over 
5-6 years and really looking at them, what is it 
that’s attracted me back to them? And why do 
I look at them? I’ve come to realise the images 

are not about the pictures that are in them, 
they’re about the fonts, the way that the fonts 
are made, that people have either made by 
hand say 20 years ago, or the messages that 
are inside it – it’s not about some girl dancing 
– it’s the font and the graphics themselves. 
That’s the kind of direction I’m going in now, to 
explore why it is the fonts are so imperative to 
the message that’s trying to be gotten across. 
If you look at the exhibition I did in Tokyo and 
look at the images the people liked it was all 
about the writing. As we do when we look at 
Japanese writing, we don’t understand what 
they mean it just looks beautiful, they are 
looking at ours in the same way and I’d rather 
look at it from that point than say - oh that’s a 
beautiful image - for that reason I don’t really 
have a favourite piece. 

Do you think that the CJB in 1994 had an 
effect on the art that was being or is being 
created now?

When I first started on the project I had a 
quote from Margaret Thatcher which said 
“there is no such thing as society” where she 
basically says, you are by yourself, this is 
about you, it was a dog-eat-dog attitude. The 
current banking system is a direct decendent 
of that message. You had all these people as 
she was breaking up the trade unions, minors 
strikes and all that stuff, what was happening 
was that people were going out meeting 



together a thousand people in a place coming 
together, meeting as one in a group, look 
at the music, the music was all about that. 
It was a really political stance against what 
Margaret Thatcher and the Conservatives 
were saying at the time and it’s relevant to 
what’s happening now. I think it’s happening 
all over again, it’s a really exiting time. If I was 
a kid now I’d be looking at these things again 
and thinking, you know, it’s the same sort of 
politics, all over again. Where as if you look 
at France, they are on strike every other day 
on the street, on the roads, where as we were 
going to warehouse parties!

In your opinion did the scene die with the 
bill, or was it more than just a scene that 
has evolved?

No. It just drove it underground again. 
Except for the other side where they made it 
corporate like Cream etc.
There’s always going to be an underground no 
matter what and that’s beauty about Britain.

Is there a natural progression from street-
art to the commercial/contemporary art 
scene?

You go to clubs in the late 80’s especially in 
West London they’d always be doing graffiti, 
artists doing some pieces, it came straight 
out of the clubs. If you look back, even to 
The Clash, The Sex Pistols you see it. There 
was a new generation after that, that kind of 
knew how powerful it could be and had the 
knowledge that the ones before them didn’t. 
I remember taking Banksy to Japan 10 years 
ago and not many people, even in this area, 
knew who he was but he was quite savy and 
he went to Japan and it was a good move. 
There’s a knowledge that these people have 
that, back in the 80’s with the connection 
between clubs and graffiti, didn’t know. I think 
it’s just another bit of progression with people 
understanding their images and knowing how 
powerful they can be. On the other hand I 
think they’ve also shot themselves in the foot 
by over pricing.

In your eyes how relevant is street-art to 
contemporary art as a whole?

It’s like talking about cats and dogs really! Part 
of the growing experience. I don’t see them as 
part of anything really – though they’re a part 
of something, what it is I don’t know! I don’t 
care!



With this project we want to bring an 
alternative to those really. To show these guys 
existed to bring them to the forefront and give 
them the credit they deserve because if we 
don’t then in 20 years time some public school 
kid is gonna be getting it all wrong, talking 
about the culture and mixing Gavin Turk with 
Banksy, thinking it’s part of the same thing. 
One of my main driving forces behind the tour 
is to try and give it an historical point, now, 
rather than in 20 years time and I think it’s 
succeeded.

What/ who should we be watching in the 
future i.e. up and coming artists, works, 
galleries/exhibitions?

I’m looking out to places like Eastern Europe 
and Asia. There are a lot of designers in Tokyo. 
I’m watching one in particular at the moment 
that I quite like (see acid house face remix 
mag). Look at people like that as they’re 
hungry for it and they are seeing it from their 
point of view, through fresh eyes. There’s the 
link with China as ‘89 was tienamein Square 
the club scene really happened in the mid- 
late 90’s into early 2000. I was going to those 
clubs coming from London off the tail end of 

the acid house parties, I went to Hong Kong 
and they were holding what they called “rave 
parties” in shopping centres, they turned it 
upside down but the essence was still the 
same, just done in a different way. It’ll be 
interesting to see how the exhibition goes 
down and what happens after. Maybe we 
could do a before and afterwards interview! 
It’ll take a lot longer!
I was being told about a guy, a promoter 
in China that was put in prison for running 
parties! It’s a communist country still so you 
have to be careful, what we constitute as very 
anti right wing over here could be thought of 
as anti left wing over there.

What is it about London that inspires you as 
an artist?

Everything! I live up in Stoke Newington and 
one day I was making Tai food, I needed some 
lemon grass and it was 10 in the evening, I 
thought fuck, where you gonna get lemon 
grass at 10 in the evening? I went up to the 
shops and I found it in a normal corner shop  - 
nowhere else in the world could you do that! 
Knowing that you can walk down the street 
and have that kind of diversity. Walk down any 
street and you have every culture walking past 
you. Inspiring.



What got you into the scene?

My mum and dad were Trade Unionists and 
they used to put on these parties, people 
wanted to dance and I realised this was a 
thing, the connection between the two. So 
when I got older I started to put on parties I 
then came down to London - Old street and 
started putting on parties in London.

The Exhibition:  Shanghai

Starts 4th September running for 2 weeks. 
We’re working with a company called 
UDance radios, it’s the 1st dance music, 
online radio station, they’re bringing out 
lots of dance DJ’s from London etc. The 
exhibition is in the lobby of the radio station 
itself. They’re doing lots of tie-in creative 
events and media projects culminating with 
a big electronic festival in Beijing.

Perfect timing!

emiLy jAne BonD





They Call It Acid

Gordon Mason
What’s the premise of your documentary?

They Call it Acid sets out to be the definitive 
social document of Acid House Culture, the 
birth of Rave. Combining interviews with 
most of the Acid House pioneers - promoters, 
musicians, DJs and party goers with unique 
archive film shot at many of the first illegal 
parties.

What’s the biggest lesson you took away 
from making this film?

I laugh when I listen back to the first 
interviews I recorded in 1998, the interviewee 
would ask when I hope to complete the film 
and naively I would answer April of this year! 
Here we are over 10 years later!!!

What are some of the other issues in the 
film?

As well as a cultural record there are political 
issues covered in the film - how the youth 
were fighting for their freedom of expression 
and the right to party through the night if they 
wanted to. The whole thing was clouded by 
drugs, I think had they not been so prevalent 
at the parties then the media and authorities 
would have looked at Acid House in a different 

way. Although there was the small fact that 
the Government must have been worried 
that several thousand people could gather at 
a secret location and there was nothing that 
could be done to stop it. I think that it was 
this anarchistic side that drove some of the 
promoters like Jarvis at Biology and Wayne 
and Andy at Genesis – it wasn’t all just about 
money for them.

How hard was it to find the original faces 
for interviews?

I always wanted the stories in the film to be 
all first hand, i.e. not just someone telling me 
what someone else did, that’s what the TV 
docs do and it annoys me as lazy film making. 
Had I been doing the research for this film 
now with the internet and Facebook it would 
have been a lot easier and I wouldn’t have had 
to go through all the stresses that I did. But in 
the main, one person usually led onto another 
so it was just a case of patience. In the end I 
got almost everyone that I wanted to interview 
- although there are a few that aren’t in the film 
- I couldn’t simply include everybody.

Were you a raver or stuck behind a lens?

I was a raver, sometimes stuck behind a lens! 



Most of the film I shot was done at dawn when 
the light was good. As I was shooting on film 
it was too difficult in the dark so I would party 
like everyone else and then go and get my 
camera when the light was right and I’d made 
friends with people. I never liked the idea 
of being thought of as the media but more 
as one of the party goers, had I been, then I 
don’t think I would have got the shots I did. 

I definitely didn’t shoot at every party that I 
went to and had many an excellent night.

Name some of the people in the film?

Well there’s Wayne Anthony, oh that’s you and 
loads of the other top DJs and promoters of 
the time as well as the House pioneers like 
Marshall Jefferson, Jesse Saunders, Larry 
Heard, Derrick May, Robert Owens . . . visit the 
website for more info.

How organised were some of the 
promoters?

I was amazed at the time just how massive 
these things became, with fun fairs, massive 
stages, lighting rigs etc. They had to be well 
organized, oh and then the fact that most 
of them were done in secret so the police 
wouldn’t know where to go. Ken Tappenden 
who was the head of the Police Unit designed 
to stop them told me that he admired the 
Promoters and their ability to do what they did 
and get away with it.

What do you think separates Acid House 
from past cultural shifts?

Every generation has their youth culture, 
Acid House was mine. So for me what I found 
magical was the freedom – how friendly 
people were, how lawless it was yet so safe. I 
could sit with someone I’d never met before 



and in the normal run of things would never 
meet and share a moment, while listening 
to wicked music, what else could you want. I 
think a lot of other cultures have been about 
fighting or having an attitude or too obsessed 
with what people were wearing – Acid House 
was about a positive feeling.

You interviewed the Head of the Police Pay 
Party Unit Ken Tappenden, what does he 
say about Acid House?

Ken is a top bloke and a great ambassador 
for the Police Force – if they were all like him 
the UK would be a different place. Speaking 
to him now as a retired Chief Superintendent 
he must have been in a difficult position 
back then, he thinks that the party promoters 
should have been worked with, not opposed 
and that the Rave Party scene should have 
been embraced by the authorities a lot earlier 
than it was. In 1990 when Raindance was 
granted an all night licence for their party in 
Beckton it paved the way for a very healthy 
scene that ran right through the nineties, they 
could have done this at the start of ‘89 and 
saved a lot of trouble, but hey we wouldn’t 
have had so much fun driving round and 
round the M25!

Do you think that something like Acid 
House or better will come along again one 
day?

I am sure that something just as exciting as 
Acid House will come along, I only hope that I 
still have enough energy to enjoy it as much as 
I did ‘88 and ‘89, or maybe just watch my kids 
enjoy it!

You made history of sorts when selecting 
an original party promoter and so called 
public enemy to play the banned board 
game RAVE, what made you choose Wayne 
Anthony and Ken Tappenden? 

I first had the idea to use the Rave Board 
Game when Eddie Richards told me he had 
one in good condition. I was looking for a 
way to have some interesting shots for the 
film that weren’t just talking heads. I then 
thought that I’d like to have 2 people playing 
it and maybe use some of the sound. When 
it occurred to me that the police should play 
a promoter I phoned Ken Tappenden, who 
had been very helpful to me and told him 
that Wayne Anthony, promoter of the Genesis 
parties (who has a great manner and a gift 
for talking) had challenged him to a game 
and I then phoned Wayne and told him that 
Ken had challenged him to a game. They both 
accepted the challenge – game on! I guess 
the filming of it was quite straight forward – a 
good Director Of Photography (Serge Teulon), 
180 degrees of track to keep the camera 
moving, a studio just big enough to fit us all 
in, enough High Definition tapes to record it 



(film would have been too expensive for this scenario) and then let them go at it for a couple of 
hours. As it happens Wayne really did win- it wasn’t fixed!  We got some great chatter along the 
way, something I’d hoped for but couldn’t guarantee. It doesn’t feature heavily in the film but I 
hope it works as a bit of fun, lightening the mood in what was otherwise a quite heavy section of 
the film.

When should we expect to see the film?

Having for the last 20 years working as a Film Editor and occasional Producer / Director I 
am learning many other aspects of the film making process during this project – sales and 
distribution being the current one. My main lesson is that it takes time, so I’m trying not to rush 
it, speaking to people at festivals and then waiting for them to have the time to look at the film 
and moving on from there. I hope to make a decision about what kind of distribution to employ 
quite soon – that is in the near future - but then I thought in 1998 that the whole thing would take 
a few months!  Best to send your email address via the website www.theycallitacid.com or join 
the They Call it Acid Facebook group and I’ll keep you updated with progress and screenings. 
The hard work is done, so it should be great fun getting the film out there and hopefully seeing 
people enjoy it and relive some of their memories from 88 and 89 or just learn about the roots 
of Rave which has spread through out the world.

www.theycallitacid.com





CZK
nAme - czk (cityzenkAne)
toWn LonDon, engLAnD.

Your beautiful 3D creations can be 
found in and around the art district 
of Shoreditch, what made you choose 
to place them on the streets?

I was inspired by all the street 
art in Shoreditch and decided to 
experiment in 3D.

How long do they take to make?
   
 The master can take anything up to 
a week to make and the cast from 
the mold usually takes 3 days to set 
and paint. My fabric piece took three 
weeks to make.

Whats going through your mind 
when placing your work?

 Trying to stay calm and focus on what I’m supposed to be doing.

Is it less of a crime to stick something on a wall rather than spray?
    
 I try to make my work as non destructive as possible. 3D street art is a grey area, at the 
moment I’m concentrating on screwing my work to wood, bypassing the need for glue

Do you fear arrest?

Of course, spending the night in a cell is no holiday!

What’s your motivation?

My brother used to say that the reason I put my work on the streets anonymously was 
because I feared recognition, whilst he may have hit a nerve, the truth is that I think the 
street art movement has been the
greatest revolution in art for decades, corny thought it may sound the streets are the 
biggest gallery in the world and cheers me to think that I might brighten some ones day 
when they spot my work and think...WTF?





 
Is there an international language of street art?

Not any more, there is an amazing diversity in street art now and it great to see, a lot of 
people say its lost its sparkle but I don’t agree.

Self Taught or art school?

Self taught.

What impact do you feel your art has?

Very little, but if it makes someone smile, then thats cool.

Name  few of your favorite street artists?

Banksy of course, JR, Invader, C215, Faith47, Blu Blu. Inkie

Tell us a little of your chosen themes...

I dont really have themes, I don’t make my work from drawings they just evolve out 





of my head.  But the over all theme 
does seem to come down to an 
amalgamation of ancient - futuristic 
icons. No idea where that comes from.

What and who influences your work?

I’m old enough to have been around 
when the acid house scene started in 
London and have been into the scene 
ever since, need i say more? Also 
symmetry and patterns in nature.

Anything you want to say to our 
readers?

Look up!





Hippin Up the House

Tyree Cooper
From his time with the Funk Brothers 
drumming up the rhythms for some of the all 
time classics, to his commercial smashes, 
to his role in bringing hip hop into house 
music, Tyree Cooper was at the forefront of 
the house revolution. His contribution to hip 
house widened the appeal of house music, 
laid house as a template for a kaleidoscope 
of musical styles, and broght the urban vibe 
of hip hip hop firmly into the house.  Old 
School legend Tyree spoke to us

What was it like for black Americans in 
Chicago during the mid 1980s?

Being black and growing  up in America, 
you dont have to think about anything 
else outside of your surrondings. You’re so 
opppressed but dont know it, you think you 
have freedom but you don’t. And you try to do 
what you do. Anytime you have an opressed 
scoiety something creative is gonna come 
out of it, i dont care what it is but something 
groundbreaking is gonna come out of it. So 
for us as far as House music was concerned, 
we didnt think that anyone outside of Chcago 
would be listening. 

So when did the spark become a flame?

When Jesse (Saunders) starting doing it, he 
wanted to become a bigger DJ, so he started 
making records. When he did it, Farley 
(Jackmaster Funk) said ‘Screw’ that if he can 
do it, i can do it to. Farley stripped it down 
even more. Jesse had the music side and on 
the otherside you had House but it was more 
of a beat track. The Jack tracks for the Jacking 
music, so we had House and we had Jack. 
Depending on the kind of person you were 
that’s the kind of music you listened to. So the 
preppy people went to House Parties because 
they’d play a little disco. It was cleaner they 

had polo shirts, blue jeans, preppy loafers. 
Just straight up college prepp, the whole party. 
Some of these people werre fashion designers 
and were designing clothes for rappers back 
in the day. Outside of Dapper Dan and his 
jogging suits, I’m talking parachute prints for 
the ages, man, it looked like a fashion show in 
a House Party. When you went to the Jacking 
Party or a Beat Party on the Westside or you 
went to the hood parties, it was only Beat 
music, thats when the party started. When I 
went to London that was the side I grew closer 
to because nonbody was dressing up, they 
dressing like fuck that, I’m in this party, I’m 
going on.

In Chicago it was always the High School 



Parties those were the parties. Every famous 
DJ that you can think of from Chicago back in 
the day, trust me, he got known from the High 
Scholol Parties. It was all focused on the High 
School kids because that youth movement at 
the time, hip hop and house, well in Detroit it 
was Techno and that was closer to Miami Bass 
meets Kraftwerk, it so was futuristic and if you 
lived in Detroit you got it.  They had House 
too beuase of Ken Collier. So this whole black 
youth movement was bubbling and by 1985 
Farley said ‘Im going to London’ I was like 
what you gonna do, DJ? he says ‘Yeah’. I’m like 
‘They listen to House in London??’

Our experience of London was the language, 
Benny Hill and only white people. If you were 
shrewd enough and watched international TV, 
you might find Desmond’s (black tv show from 
1970s) which came on PBS. Desmond was my 
shit, Pork Pie, man I loved Desmond’s. Benny 
Hill and James Bond if you got deep, we didnt 
even think about The Saint. I’m no college 
professor but I liked knowledge and more so 
than my peers. Growing up in the hood you 
see your friend or someone you know on the 

corner selling drugs or somebody stealing 
cars or someone Breaking and Entering or 
doing all kind of nonsense. I said to myself as 
a kid, I can’t do this shit, so I played basketball 
until I found House music, that was my escape. 
Basketball saved my life, I mean it really saved 
my life. I wanted to be in the NBA that was my 
dream.  I could play and most of the people 
I played with played in the NBA but at 19 I 
started thinking about my height, i thought 
yeah, I could play in Europe, back then you 
needed the grades it wasnt as easy as it is 
now. 

My best friend Hugo was a DJ so he was taking 
me to these House Parties and stuff, saying he 
wanted me to check Farley (Jackmaster Funk). 
I was blown away by his DJing, for one there 
was women from end to end and not like girls 
in the hood..
I was like OK, what I gotta do to be part of 
this. First you get into the music and then 
you get into the scene and vibe. So i said to 
Farley ‘Yeah I know how to DJ’ he laughed at 
me saying ‘You dont know how to DJ’  ‘I’m like 
yeah I do’ Farley says 



‘OK, come by the crib’ I went by his house he 
had two decks and a mixer. I said
‘go ahead do your thing’ he did it and I said 
‘Alright, you gotta teach me how to do that 
shit’ . He said ‘Nah, I cant teach you this it took 
me five years to learn how to do this’. So me 
being the person I am, if you tell me no and I 
like it, Im gonna find a way to do it. Get good 
and then try to be better than you, not go 
against you, just better. 
For me it was like basketball, if you score 20 
on me today, tomorrow if you score 2 points on 
me you’re good. 

After a while another friend of mine named 
Leonard Remix Roy and another guy Alto 
Hines and his brother James Hines who had 
a sound system in the neighbourhood, gave 
birth to me and Mike Dunn. The times they 
heard me trying to DJ in that basement, day 
and night. Until one day they say ‘You doing 
a party on your own, do you know what your 
doing? You need speakers? ‘ Then they heard 
me and Mike Dunn play and said ‘Wow’. Mike 
Dunn is the only DJ partner I’ve ever had. 
When we got together to DJ it was like me and 
Mike against the world. We both like the same 
music but in different ways, Mike liked to tape 
records and edit, so I was like ‘Mike edits’ 

They sang like Frankie’s but were cleaner, it 
was for us.

One of the promoters that gave birth to so 
many DJs was Marvin Terry, he threw some 
of the biggest parties on the planet. The 
comparisson with England is that you had 
warehouse spaces we didnt have those 
spaces, we had hotel lobbies or hotel halls. 
We’s hire Hotel Congress or Hilton Hotel for 
two thousand bucks. It didnt matter we were 
chaging ten bucks and 2,500 kids would 
come to the party. Evrytime you threw a party 
downtown everybody came, matter of fact, if 
you threw a party anywhere in Chicago and 
it wasnt crowed, you really did something 
wrong. Especially if you were one of those 
DJs like Ferris Thomas, Andre Hachet, Steve 
Hurley or Mike Dunn and we’re not talking 
radio DJs becuase everytime they were on a 
flyer it packed the party everytime. 

And that shit’s changed too, we used to listen 
to the radio to hear new music or hear new 
tracks and you run to the store and get it. 
That shit is gone, DJs aren’t?? breaking new 
records, they playing them but not breaking 
them, well I know they breaking but you know 
what I mean. I understand everything has to 
evolve it cant stay in the same but the natural 
progression of evolution is to make it better. I 
remember Sonia Stewart said ‘ we have to go 
back to the days of old’ which means someone 
else has overtaken us because we as humans 
haven’t evolved.  If you think about it every 
twenty years we go backwards. Fashion, music 
and the media are like going back and your 
like cool, those times were beautiful but if you 
keep reliving them you keep that same mode 
that same energy, that same attitude, that same 
thing which made it like that. You don’t evolve 
as a human. 

When you had Frankie Knuckles and Ron 
Hardy, separately oh man, separately they 
drew their own crowd but one time they had 
those motherfuckers together. I think the 
entire city was in this one restaurant which 
only held 400 people standing. There was a 
line outside for 3 hours. 

We had something similar to what you guys 
had that ‘Summer of Love’  coz the shit was 



just evolving. You had deep house, Jacking 
House, Acid House and then Hip House came. 
That shit wasn’t easily accepted. The radio 
and the white crowd excepted it because they 
could stomach Hip Hop but for the blacks, it 
was ‘What is this?’ ‘Man how you gonna play 
this shit’. The black underground took it on 
because it was nice and fresh. Everything was 
rising at the same time. Hip Hop was getting 
even bigger, more controversy in America 
than ever and House was growing. I was in 
England a lot during 1988-1990. 

Fast Eddie stopped making House records 
around 1986 / 87, i think he got fed up with the 
business end of it. He did this record ‘Can You 
Dance’ and got cheated out of it, I remember 
that record as a demo and it was called ‘Pump 
it Up’ and exactly when you were meant to 
hear ‘Can You Dance’ you hear ‘Pump it Up’. 
It was the same record, the same bassline. He 
was tricked out of his money so he was just 
so upset with the business. Eddie was one of 
those prodigy DJs who was on the radio from 
15 years old, he was amazing on the radio at 
15. Coz he was dope on two turntables man, 
when you heard him scratch, even now as Im 
thinking about him I get chill bumps because 
when Eddie started scratching it had so much 
soul. All that scratching in my record ‘Turn up 
the Bass’ is Fast Eddie, he didn’t even want to 
scratch on his own records, I said you gotta 
scratch on one of mine. Anyways he said 
‘fuck it, Im done with this shit’ he didn’t want 
to do nothing but Hip Hop so he got better at 

doing his tricks with the scratching and stuff.  
Rocky from the label was trying to scare him 
by threatening to take him to court for not 
fulfilling his contract to the label. Eddie told 
him he’d do Hip Hop but Rocky says ‘No we 
don’t do Hip Hop’ so Eddie says ‘Fuck it, i’ll do 
some Hip House’ Rocky says ‘What the fuck is 
that?’ Eddie did ‘Yo Yo Get Funky’  and Rocky 
was like ‘Whoa, we like that pop hit’ Eddie 
says ‘Pop hit, what planet you on? This don’t 
sounds like no Janet Jackson’ because that was 
popular at the time. Rocky turns to me and 
says ‘Tyree this is pop’

We had no idea what was going on over in 
Europe we left the business end to the label. 
We were just making records and deejaying. 
So Rocky was about to release ‘Yo Yo Get 
Funky’ which had mad feedback from all the 
radio DJs and said ‘Yo Tyree, you need to make 
a Hip House record’ I said ‘Thats not my thing 
thats Eddie’s thing, Im doing Deep House, my 
shit is Deep House’. I liked Rap music and Hip 
Hop but thats not my thing. Rocky says ‘You 
should think about it man, it could be a big 
record for you. Your working on an album, you 
might want to try it’. I said ‘whatever’ until i 
gave in and called Lidell Townsell? and asked 
for Cool Rocks number.  I wanted to do a track 
with him, Cool Rock did this track ‘Make You 
Dance’ during the whole Acid House thing 
and if you think you had an overdose of Acid 
House in the UK. In Chicago every other track 
you heard on the radio or at a party was Acid 
House. 



It was a beautiful time because you had Disco 
and then you had House and for us House was 
tracks by Fingers and stuff like that. The DJs 
shared the music so if you knew Ron Hardy 
real good and he played that track or an edit, 
you’d go buy it on cassette and dub it. We 
had cassettes with pitch control and Frankie 
had reels with pitch. I remember going to 
a party with fifteen records in my hand and 
had to play for an hour and half. 15 records, 
bag of cassettes and my tape deck. You could 
rock the party because you had all this shit 
on cassette. They had the tracks that wasn’t 
released and you wanted to test it on the 
crowd. 

Before the world had heard of any of this stuff 
we had it on cassette. Remember the original 
‘Work the Box’, ‘House Nation’, ‘Jack your 
Body’, ‘Baby wants to Ride’ or ‘Donnie’./ As 
a matter of fact Jamie’s (Principle) first four 
platinum records, which were never really 
platinum but you know.  ‘Baby wants to Ride’, 
‘Your Love’, Waiting on my Angel’, and ‘Its a 
Cold World Make you Scream’ If you had all 
those tracks from Jamie, you were the man. 
None of that shit was released it was all about 
obscurity that was the hot shit. You guys had 
the dub-plates we didn’t get wise on the dub-
plate which was a reggae thing. In Chicago 
they wasn’t a thriving community Jamaican 
community, we had them but it wasn’t strong 
at the time so we didn’t know the dub-plate. 
There would’ve been a lot of thefts because 
some of the DJs had to DJ to get out of the 
gangs. Some were living in the hood man, 
when your in the hood your  a product of your 
own environment. You can see how basketball 
saved my life. 

Tell us more about your trips to London in 
the eighties.

When I came to London for the first time in 
1988, I had no idea of the success we had 
there, we were getting a different story. DJ 
International and Trax Records were giving 
us a different story. Cats like Adonis, Marshall 
Jefferson and a few others were going to the 
UK on a frequent basis but no-one shared 
the information. They weren’t being funny 
or nothing they were doing their own thing. I 
came to London to promote ‘Turn up the Bass’ 

but Acid Over was already huge - thing was, 
i had no idea because no-one was playing 
that record in Chicago. The label said it was 
doing ‘OK’ totally down-playing it. So as I’m 
about to leave for London, the label says ‘Hey 
man, Acid Over is doing great there’ Iwas like 
‘Acid Over?’ So I got to London and outside 
looked like Desmond’s to me and then I found 
out there were more blacks there, I lost my 
mind. I expected to play to an all white crowd 
and I was performing my songs and not DJing. 
When I performed it was a mixture of people 
both white and black. I met so many brothers 
back in the UK. It was like going to a party 
on the North-side but the music was just like 
the South-side. When I heard Paul Anderson 
play and a few others whose names I can’t 
remember right now, I loved that shit. My 
original introduction to the scene was as a 
dancer and I mean a dancer. I came to London 
and thought they can’t dance but when they 
dropped a 900 number, everyone at the same 
time did the same move. The jump over the 
broomstick move and when I saw that I said 
‘OK’ we wouldn’t play those songs but the vibe 
was there. The girls were everywhere but the 



sisters stayed away, the white girls were like hi 
but the sisters were like ‘I know how to rap, I 
know how to do that shit too, put me on’ 

Acid Over was a massive tune here so by 
the time you got here, thousands of people 
already had numerous MDMA experiences 
to your tunes so completely in the zone.

As a matter of fact it was Derrick May who told 
me ‘Acid Over’ was a hit in the UK. I thought 
he was joking he said ‘No man this record 
is huge, i hope you got paid’ i was like ‘yeah 
yeah i got paid’ He said ‘No bro i don’t think 
you understand, i hope you got paid’. I said 
i got paid but from that moment on i took 
more notice of the business end and what’s 
going on. The label was telling me a few DJs 
were playing it and it wasn’t a big record but 
years later i found out the truth. It gets worse, 
even after ‘Turn up the Bass’  went into the UK 
charts I still had no clue. I knew what needed 
to be done as far as performing but no clue 
on the business end. Dude I was going to 
England for Top of the Pops and they told me 
‘Its just some pop show in London’ but it was 
the biggest music show in the UK and based 
on record sales. The way he explained it to me 
was as if Top of the Pops was like American 
Bandstand in America. Im thinking House 
music was something new for them and had 
no idea the show is all about record sales and 
nothing else.Amercian Bandstand was this 
small little show. The way it happened in the 
UK was it entered the chart at Number 32, one 
week later it was Number 16 and i was still in 
England, then one week later its Number 8. 
Dude i had no idea i was out on an adventure, 
no-ne explained the seriousness of it. Im 
a DJ from Chicago but had been given the 

money then i would’ve took it more seriously 
because i’d know it was a hit record. They 
kept you in the dark so you really didn’t know 
what kind of pop-star you were. I remember 
meeting Donna Summers at Top of the Pops, 
she was mean to me but i was like ‘I met 
Donna Summers’. Years later it hit me but at 
the time i was more interested in meeting her 
and playing Spring Affair when i returned to 
Chicago. 

It wasn’t like a Beatles thing, I didn’t have 
people walking up to me in the street, no-one 
approached me, but if i went to a club and 
say ‘Yo man, Im just a DJ from Chicago my 
name is Tyree Cooper’ and the doors would 
just pen. Another time i knew i was famous 
in England was at immigration. It was 1994 
when i first had drama with the UK. Farley got 
me a booking from a promoter over there. 
I was working at the time but don’t have 
enough time to wait for my money so i came 
to England with no money but i was gonna get 
taken care of when i arrived. I had my story 
down-packed, i was coming here to visit a 
friend of mine but she asked how much money 
i had. I said enough to get where I need to be. 
She said my story wasn’t believable because i 
told her I was going to a party. She says ‘Tyree 



Cooper, right?’ i says ‘Yeah’ she says the guy that made Acid Over, the producer right?’  I said 
‘Get the fuck outta here’ i was done right here and I mean that. She made some notes on my file 
and red flagged me, every-time i came back I had problems. 

How did other countries respond to your music during the late eighties?

London for sure was the best for me because it was an English speaking territory. Germany 
was sweet, Holland was cool but had they showed me the coffee shops first, coz I  wouldn’t 
have gone to the red-light district. I think they wanted to ensure none of the artists had a drug 
overdose or something, though it seems Alcohol poisoning and Aids is OK (laughing). 

The first time I came to London I did twenty shows in twenty five days with couple days 
off. Normally I’d play 40 / 50 shows but it was so new they couldn’t get the bookings. DJ 
International was controlling it so I trusted them with my career, I went where they told me. The 
second time we came it was for a Tyree and Fast Eddie Tour, we both had records in the pop 
charts, we had no record labels and we were on CBS at the time. 

So how did it feel for both yourself and Eddie because here you are touring Europe with 
music you originally made in your bedroom?

It was insane because we did everything that any young group would’ve done outside of 
burning down a hotel. We ran amok in the UK, we were scheduled for 30 shows and did 35 
shows in 30 days. W loved every bit of it, we ate it up. We also had Jam D? with us who did that 
record ‘Move Your Body’ . Originally I wanted to do ‘Turn up the Bass’ with him but i couldn’t 
find his ass. There was about about nine of us on tour, Eddie (20) and i were the main act then 
you had Jam D? (20), Sundance (16) was our featured act and then we had two dancer s (19+16). 
We were partying hard, so much so that Eddie was seeing ghosts and shit. It only really hit me 
when i started to get more into the business end of the music. The real business was explained 
to me and what happened to me wasn’t pretty. It took five years for the lawsuit to finish. I lost a 
lot of years and i never got back any of the licensing money but i stood by what was right. 

Tell us about some of the stuff you’re doing today...

Im doing really well right now, I got my own label Super Duper and we’re doing some great 
work. Im now managed by Angel Artists Management based in the UK and New York. 

http://www.myspace.com/tyreecooper02



Tea  with the Art Tart

Hello campers

Hope you’ve managed to air your sleeping bag and 
dance in a field this summer, I sure have!
Fine Artistes is a company comprising of 3 performers, 
me my dad and...my step dad!!! We’ve been working 
lots this summer entertaining folk with our comedy 
street theatre. Iv’e enjoyed moaning through a canvas as 
moaning lisa, my dad as Leonardo saying” shut up a your 
face or I paint a landscape all over you!”
Another version is us  as a collection of paintings, one dad 
king Henry looking for a woman to produce him a boy 
child and my other dad the laughing caviller  weeping 
with laughter- he actually got so in to this he hurt his 
hernia!..me stuck in the middle moaning about hanging 
around and feeling paranoid that all the public kept 
looking at me.
We were going to do a life drawing class and my two dads 
were going to wear mankinis . They got dressed but decided Stockton high street on a 
sunday wasn’t ready or a 60 year old in a nylon mankini! so we did some paste ups. In 
fact it was on my birthday that my two dads went out as jobsworths and pasted some Art 
Tart images on a shutter which I went out and posed by later. I dont think many girls can 
say they did that on their birthday!!
At Glastonbury this year I had a Rose Popay school of art where I invited the passing 
public to join in on creating a master piece. People will push their kids in to do painting 
and they freak when I ask them to join in, but after a gentle bit of banter I would force 
a pen on them and they loved joining in....most people arent encouraged to draw 
since there school days, i find that really annoying. I mean we are all artists as children, 
musicians and dancers...now look at us all!
My mum also does street theatre, so at Glastonbury we also did some paste ups on the 
bog doors and an Art Tart walk about with me being surrounded by gray suited mirror 
shaded CIA characters!
I seewm to be doing lots of live drawing as the ‘ol tart and people love posing in front of 
me!
I would like to capture you all and turn you in to a piece of art!
http:// www.thearttart.com
http://www.fineartistes.com/
http://thearttart.blogspot.com/
http://twitter.com/TheArtTart

PS do look at the footage section on tart site/ or you tube and see ”Happy Death day” 
sung by the The Art Tart! Mexican day of the dead coming up ....





Summer of Love 
09

88 was the second Summer of Love
maybe another’s just what we need.
Heathcliff Gordon could take the 
romantic lead.
As part of initiatives to combat knife 
crime,
he could make love compulsory.
If not demonstrating appropriately
you’d get an on the spot fine.
All official notices will end 
affectionately;
“No Flytipping-smiley face,
Mind the Gap-kiss, kiss, kiss”
Councils failing to hit happiness targets
would be prosecuted in the courts.
Max Mosley would be made Minister for 
Extreme Sports.
Schools would fight for places in league 
tables of empathy promotion,
Anti Smiley Behaviour Orders would be 
given to anyone watching musicals or 
“Animal Hospital”
and failing to display appropriately 
elevated emotion.



New ravers will be hooked up to 
generators in depleted oilfields,
their moves making enough energy to 
power all the country’s electricity 
yields.
Failed building societies could convert 
their abandoned financial halls
into venues for thumping parties,
impassioned deposits and rapid 
withdrawals.
But mud’s not good if your look’s ghetto 
fabulous,
most folk would rather stay in on 
Facebook playing Scrabulous.
Meeting up virtually in a cyber zone,
separately ensembled, collectively 
alone.
Summer love’s a bit dangerous now, and 
hard work,
it’s safer online so sit there and lurk.
If we want a revival it’s pointless waiting,
we might just about manage a “Summer of 
Internet Dating”.

Kate Fox 
www.myspace.com/katefoxwords





Fugitive Images
What’s the idea behind the project?

Lassa:
I mean I think it really grew out of the 
experience of living here. I mean that’s really 
the basics like. You know the orange boards 
has been up since April 2007 and it was 
really like the place turned into an object of 
curiosity very quickly and also like a massive 
photo opportunity and we used to have our 
work space in there. Me and Andrea used to 
share a bedroom as a work space and then 
so often we would hear comments drifting 
up, you know people speculating about this 
Estate, you know people living there. I mean 
it was really funny and me and Tristan were 
hanging out of the window measuring it up 
one day and there was this family, usually what 
happened was that one person took on the 
role of the guide, and this guy he was saying 
to his wife and his kid nobody lives there, it’s 
empty, and I just popped out my head and I 
said “hello, I live here.” “I Am Here.” 

Lassa:
We have been working here for about two 
years now doing research we’re doing a 
documentary about the place.

Are you doing a documentary about 
Hackney or a documentary about the 
Estate?

Lassa:
It’s about this Estate, Haggerston and 
Kingsland Estate, its on both sides, and then 
we are also making an Arts Council funded 
Book, a book of photographs and text. So I 
guess that the orange boards was always like 
kind of screaming out to be having something 
done to it and then as the more that we worked 
here, because we documented a lot of the flats 
when they were empty, so we documented the 

remnants and stuff, and then we wanted to do 
something different. Really we felt that it was 
too one way the communication, we felt that 
these flats had turned into, you know like it’s 
a projection screen for I would say peoples 
fears, fantasies and prejudices about Council 
flats and who occupies them. I mean the idea 
is really simple in a way, we just wanted that   
dialogue    to be returned. 

And then we were curious to see how that 
would animate two different audiences. On 
the one hand I think that it clearly means 
something quite different to the community 
living here, and then you know it’s a 
completely different thing for people passing 
by, so that is what we were hoping for, and I 
think that as far as things have gone, you know 
it’s early days yet, but I really think that is what 
has happened in a way. I mean the community, 
it’s been interesting because now there are 
like three or four projects that are in the 
pipeline but they have been initiated by other 
people on the Estate. People want to build 
an allotment space, they have put up flower 
boxes, there is a girl who’s trying to fundraise 
to get the table tennis made in concrete, 
similar to the one that is in London Fields, so it 
has kind of triggered lots of initiative. So that’s 
what we were hoping for and so far it has 
been working really well.



I mean how does that make you guys feel in 
the sense that you have actually achieved 
what you had set out to do?

Lassa:
Great! Yeah it feels great. I mean it feels really, 
really great.

Andrea:
I mean for us I think that one of the problems 
we have on the Estate because in every 
Estate which is half empty will have,  people 
who need to have places to take drugs or 
prostitution get attracted by those spaces 
because they’re empty spaces, they’re no-
man spaces in a sense right. They have fly 
tippers coming by regularly, even when we 
were installing there were fly-tippers there, 
and it’s the only way I think you can perhaps 
alleviate the problem a little bit is by the 
community feeling that they are not just in a 
transient space that is no one’s land, and they 
can actually stand up and also say look we are 
still here and making the place occupy-able. 
i.e. having people come out, bringing their 
kids out their dogs out, playing table tennis, 
putting up flowers, you know people feeling 
it’s their space, humanizing it.

Lassa
But I also think that one thing that is really, 

really important is that, because what has 
been going on here since the 80’s, this place 
has declined gradually and the other site, 
Canal site there was devolvement plans about 
10 years ago, and they refurbished it and 
all that but then they ran out of money and 
this was dropped, and a couple of residents 
had been working, collaborating with an 
architect actually making their plans, so 
this is a community that has really, really 
been let down. Not once, not twice but like 
many times. So what happened is that in the 
beginning people were very enthusiastic and 
then gradually people have just dropped off. 
So I think that one of the main things is like 
dialogue. It’s not about trying necessary to 
create social cohesion but it’s just to start the 
dialogue and to get people engaged and feel 
that you can actually do something and be 
part of shaping your own community. I think 
that’s the most important thing, because I don’t 
care if everybody likes the project but as long 
as people have an opinion about it and get 
engaged and have a dialogue, because now 
you know this place is being regenerated and 
now is the crucial time for us to be on the ball 
to be able to get what we have been promised. 

Of all the things I have to say that I think 
that what made me most happy is that 
the attendance to the meetings about the 
regeneration has about two or three times 
more people going to these meetings now. So 
I think that for me, if you ask me about some 
kind of success, that I think is great. Except 
from then as an Artist I’m really pleased with 
the aesthetics but then that kind of creates 
dialogue, I’m really happy about that. So I 
think it’s kind of a very very simple idea but 
the ramifications as it spreads out is pretty 
complex.

Andrea:
I want to also add though that with a project 
like this, this is only possible if the landlords 
allow it to happen. Without them giving us 
the permission we would have never been 
able to do it without their support. I think 
what happened tragically was those kind of 
communities and their Spirit perhaps was 
there once, and it was taken and stripped 
away in a sense that there was absolutely no 
funding and no willingness to make a place 



happy. You know so you bred unhappiness and 
despair and problem places where people 
didn’t want to live, didn’t want to go in,  but 
had to live, had to bring up families from 
within and this place emerges really from that.

Haggerston and Hoxton in the 1980’s had a 
major heroin problem...

Lassa:
It’s interesting as we have been conducting 
research and everything filming for the 
Documentary, especially the Cocaine, 
loads of people were talking, I mean Heroin 
Haggerston was known as a Heroin…it was 
kind of crazy.

So how did the whole idea of the actual 
portraits going into windows come about? 

Tristan:
We always had an idea of using the boards 
as some kind of space to kind of show work 
on and then I think Andrea had an idea about 
doing like passport portraits of people and 
just really simple, showing peoples faces and 
putting them up.

Andrea:
Because as well collaboration I think is the 
most strongest because when we felt like 
ok how do we actually return the gaze? Like 

what Lassa described, and one could do 
like a really elaborate individual portrait 
of someone. When you look closer you see 
it as this detail as the softness, they are 
people, because Tristan is a photographer, 
highly skilled, so together we can develop 
the collaboration in a way that they kind of 
concert. The image was very simple but also 
striking and quite complicated because you 
know we made a real elaborate set up with 
the studio, to have really proper lighting 
conditions,  it’s quite important to us to make 
them look as good as possible. To undermine 
this kind of, you know it’s not cheap, not that 
it was expensive but I mean complicated so 
it’s not just you know another fastness but its 
real attention to detail and we care for every 
person we photographed.

That is high end photography without a 
doubt. How did you guys meet?

Tristan:
This is our third session. The first thing we did 
was *Larburnham* street party last year, we 
had set up a booth and we shot there and we 
gave people free portraits if they came along. 
Because at *padded* book we’re doing this 
archive of basically archiving all the material 
we have so this is just part of that building up 
so we did *Larburnham* Street party, we did 
the Christmas party.

And what did this booth consist of?

Tristan: 
It was just like a studio. It was just to take 
portraits of all the community as well, yeah so 
this kind continuation of that. So you start get 
to know people as well.

Lassa:
It was very much like that in a way, creating 
a presence and getting to know people, 
because like that’s what it is all about, when 
people know you and you know them and you 
starting to say Hi to each other on the street 
and start to become buddies, that’s when 
everything opens up because you would 
never be able to go out and just ask people to 
put a big portrait on their board if they didn’t 
have a sense of trust for you.





Andrea:
Oh yeah can I also add for us, is that all of us 
are not from England. I mean I have no family 
as such here, so for me I have always created 
families around where I live. I think that’s for 
all of us. I always say Hello to everybody.

Lassa:
But it’s interesting what you (Andrea) were 
saying as well because I think that as a 
learning curve about learning about the place 
we live in this has been incredible because 
one of the things like what we discovered, you 
know like Andrea has been here for 20 years 
I’ve been here for 12 years, you (Tristan) are 
the new comer in the neighbourhood.

How long you been here?

Tristan:
In London two, two and a half years.

Lassa:
You know still there is a difference I think 
that you know, you grew up here, and it’s like 
kind of in a way you have another attachment 
to the social fabric here, and you know for 
some people it was just like no you know, I 
could never have my image up there, it’s too 
complicated, like people knowing where I 

live, you know and that was just interesting 
because I think that is what irritates me with 
what is going on. When this like really quick 
regeneration is happening it’s like people 
coming in but not having the sensitivity of 
the social fabric where your coming to, but 
you just think about it, you know you read 
about it in Easyjet in-flight magazine like, how 
London Fields is the coolest hang out, and 
then you know, and you come in and you just 
don’t realize that this is like, you know. One 
thing that irritates me a lot is that working 
class culture always it seem to be something 
that needs to be reformed constantly. Rather 
than actually acknowledging the qualities that 
also exist within working class culture. I’m 
not saying that one should romanticize about 
working class culture but you know when you 
regenerate you try to get rid of the riff raff, you 
try to get rid of blah blah blah....

Andrea:
Clean up the undesirables...

Lassa:
But then say hang on, you know look, there is 
already a real existing working class culture 
here as well, don’t try to erase that and get rid 
of it, this is also something worth celebrating 
just the every dayness of this environment 
here as well, and do not just try to replace it 
with like a new affluent middle class audience 
which is really what is happening a lot in this 
area,  we have learnt a lot to think about this 
place. You were saying where we met? Me and 
Andrea we met about like five and a half years 
ago, six years ago on a film screening. Me and 
Tristan we met doing a Master at Goldsmith’s 
in photography and Urban culture.

We’ve spoken a little bit about the process 
of getting it together and the people and 
everything, can you tell us a little bit more 
about that, I mean how did you go about it? 
Did you send everyone letters, knocked on 
everyone’s doors? What was the process of 
getting all these people to agree to do the 
photos?  

Andrea:
What we did, we had ideally asked a few 
people who live here what they thought of 
the idea and they thought it was really good, 



so there’s a fund that we have here on the 
estate it’s called the Community Growth Fund, 
where people can apply to make the estate a 
better place, little projects, it’s for five years, 
we have that fund available to us and so we 
approached that fund and made a proposal 
and then some of the residents came with us 
for support. 

Lassa:
Hang on just to make clear, the fund has got a 
Board and the Board consists of the residents. 
A couple of representatives from the Council 
and a couple of representatives from our 
landlords. 

Andrea:
But the residents have the voting, their the 
ones  that have the say.

Lassa:
The board and Hackney vote as well. So you 
have to pitch your idea for them.

Andrea:
And then so we went there and presented the 
work, put in an application and so residents 
came with us for support and there was really 
only one objection and that objection was 
conditional. If we were to get 70% signatures 
to say yes we would get the funding, and so we 
got 98% yes.

Lassa:
So we were knocking at the doors in all 
around Samuel House.

What was their first response?  I mean you 
knock on someone’s door and say ‘hi I’m 
an artist can I take your photo? ‘

Andrea:
Well they all knew us already, because you 
know they’ve see our face around. Then we 
made a kind of mock up of what the ‘*fersad** 
looks like now and what it could look like, and 
we explained, I mean we spent a lot of time 
explaining our intentions behind it, but the 
people in general I mean they just thought 
it was great to change the orange boards 
because nobody liked them.
It makes people feel really bad. You know 
when you live here its like people just think 
this is a doomed place and nobody’s here.

It doesn’t look very friendly

Andrea:
No, so everybody was kind of up for it.

You must have got that a lot from that day.

Lassa:
Oh yeah, I mean you know we just hang out 
every now and then just for the fun of it I just 
pop my head out of the window and in about 
like two or three minutes somebody looks up 
and says, you know what’s happening? Do you 
know what’s going on here?

Andrea:
Well yes I guess one of the other things apart 
from our ambitions for here, is that people 
talk to each other. That people start to actually 
talk. Because it’s a real difficult thing, people 
feel excluded by like the artist, people feel 
like you know there’s all these little pockets, I 
lived here longer than you have blahblahblah 
and it’s not true because there’s a lot of artists 
living here. Hackney has always been full of 
artists.

That’s very true Hackney has a long 
history of artists, writers, nonconformists, 
revolutionaries but also men like Alan 
Sugar (The Apprentice)...

Andrea: 
And there should be no division, there 
should be not like oh you’re a doctor, you’re 
an architect, you know you can’t. For me it’s 
actually a real problem. And in particular what 
is Public Art? What is Art in Public? And what 
this project we hope over time will do is to, 





well it won’t go anywhere and people will start 
to recognize, perhaps people will start to talk 
to each other more and get more information 
about what’s going on here or get more 
involved.

Lassa:
I have to say just also to connect to what 
you were saying and to answer like you was 
saying, where does it come from, I was doing 
a kind of a showing where I was involved in a 
show taking place in the Urban environment 
in Copenhagen, what is that seven, eight years 
ago now, and it was interesting because there 
was this one Artist, he was doing projections 
on a wall.  He was doing projections on a wall 
in a little square that had been regenerated. 
What I found was really interesting was 
everybody who came there, nobody gave a 
shit about the work but they just talked about 
the place and what had been going on about 
the place. And that taught me one thing. It’s 
like you know, you put something out there 
and it is actually about your knowledge about 
the space you have to include into your work 
because people will take the work for what is 
important for them. 

And that is one part of the experiment like in 
a way with this, because we were interested 
as well in seeing like, if we put something 
like that up how will that animate the troubled 
history of this place? How will people 
interact? And it was interesting how people 
talked differently about it, like how people 
said this about this, this about that, you know 
and I think its really interesting, because that 
also makes people think through, you know, 
what is this place? It becomes interpretation, 
actually that’s how social space is produced 
and that is like how perception of social 
space is produced. So in one sense there is 
the counter production of the social space of 
Haggerston going on at the moment I think. 
So I think that is really nice that you can kind 
of just animate that. And then we’re having a 
more long term engagement as well because 
we are launching a website. We have got three 
more boards to put up and they are on the 
bottom, we don’t put them up until tomorrow 
because if they were to be tagged they would 
be ruined. And it says ‘I Am Here’ and some 
more information about the sponsors and also 

our website.

Lassa:
And the website has got the potential, actually 
it’s a working process that will actually follow 
this place for maybe three to five years. And 
that will open up different possibilities for 
people to add quite substantial chunks to the 
website, so we are building it up almost like 
a Chinese whisper. It will become evident 
as we’re designing it, we will bring people 
in because what we have done...So on the 
website when you click on that the *fersard* 
will change to the portraits as they are laid 
out, and then like background information, 
time elapsed, installation, a little bit behind 
the scenes, and stuff like that. But then what we 
want to do, we want to start to invite people to 
do a *fersard* for themselves. Not physically 
here but on the web. For instance we have got 
loads of archive material we have got like you 
know all these material shots, so we can do 
one like in an archive like that. But then for 
instance what we would love to do is to really 
push it. What would be nice, if it is possible, is 
to invite maybe a housing activist that really 
has got serious doubts about the development 
like this. Then also invite other people. 

Lassa:
It’s a really long term engagement and we are 
working with a fantastic web guy as well. 

Sounds exciting. I mean you guys are part 
of the community anyway but now you’ve 
done this, people know exactly what your 
doing within the community and so how 
are people responding to you since you put 
those up? I mean it’s only been a couple of 
days but...





Andrea:
I think so far it’s been very good. I mean 
the thing is what I always stress is that it’s 
not just us, without everybody’s help and 
participation it wouldn’t have been possible. 
You see as film makers or as artists in general 
I think that we’re really trying to work against 
that kind of ‘The Artist’. It’s really about 
collaborations, its collaborations of people. 
We have collaborated with everybody who’s 
collaborated with us, you see what I mean?

Andrea:
And I feel really strongly about it. The 
relationship I think we have with everybody 
who participated is really like that. Without 
them this wouldn’t have been possible, 
because they are also part of the whole thing.

Lassa:
So you see then what I was talking about 
before, like the matrix what you can always 
return to is the empty *fersard*  and then I Am 
Here would be one of them, so it would be real 
proper individual statements going on there.

Andrea:
All of the problems. Some of the windows 
were totally different sizes, we measured all 
three but all of a sudden half the windows are 
slightly different than the other half of them.

We had to cut some of them because some of 
the windows had arches so the arch top was 
the right size but of course the edges came 
down then we had to cut them. One thing 
I think what has been a great is the way it 
came together funding wise as well, because 
of all the funders that we have only one of 
them is art based, otherwise its like building 
companies and you know people who 

probably never have supported an art project 
ever before. I mean that was fantastic.

Because that is the current climate as well 
isn’t it, as far as the arts are concerned? 
You see it all the time in TV commercials 
your see a bit of street art in the 
background or a bit of graffiti. 

Lassa:
It kind of felt great because it felt also in 
some sense that it grounded the project 
locally as well, that it wasn’t necessarily the 
usual suspects who would fund it but it was 
something that was really closely connected 
to the locality. So I enjoyed that, I thought that 
was really nice.

Andrea:
I also want to say that the cost involved in 
making it was a fraction of the costs that it cost 
to put up the orange boards. 

Andrea:
One of the things that’s important for us is 
that I don’t want anyone to feel that money 
has been taken away from making the place 
better, no nothing no tax payers money.

For sure, well if no ones applying for the 
fund and if no ones utilizing the fund 
anyway, why shouldn’t you?

Andrea:
No the Community Growth Fund I think its 
making our estate better it has all different 
kinds of projects like table tennis, bringing 
people together to talk to make it a nicer 
place to live.

And that’s exactly what your photos have 
done.

Andrea:
Yeah so on that level it was really from us, but 
I think just to also say it was them, you know. 
It wasn’t like a huge massive art commission 
coming in.

Well that’s the good thing about it you 
actually live here. So that has got to work in 
your favor. It’s not some artist coming from 
out the area saying hey lets do this. You live 





here. And you’re engaged, you’re engaged 
with the community.

Andrea:
I think it’s a really interesting discussion I’d 
like to have when we do our talks around 
public art. What does it mean to have art 
commissions coming into a place to do art 
with residents or should it be really residents 
involved in projects? 

We expect you guys to be putting boards up 
everywhere.

Lassa:
What I think is interesting because that has 
been generating a lot of political work and 
what I kind of think is interesting, because 
sure there is like quite a lot of political edges 
to this but sometimes i also think that, like 
if you actually go in and do something that 
is really really overtly political it might just 
create like problems, whereas if you go in 
and do something that people engage with, 
then the engagement in it self can generate 
engagement. And then I really feel you know 
that’s its actually up to people, because at the 
end of the day, if people are not interested 
or don’t feel passionate nothings going to 
happen, because as soon as you, that is the 
generator of the energy leaves its going to be 
deflated. So I think that’s a really interesting 
edge because I really like political stuff, but 
I’m also kind of really thinking through what 
is the best way of getting that engagement 
going and thats also one thing which I think 
is interesting to follow the more long term, 
you know like, what will be the effects? Will 
there be any effects? Will this engagement 
and energy that exists now, will it continue? 
Will it make people more engaged in their 
regeneration project? Will it kind of make 
people say more, like this is what I want and 
we’re not going to stop until we get it and stuff 
like that.

Andrea:
And that’s why people have lived there also 
for quite a long time. So theres a lot of spirit 
already there, people really do things for us. 
And I think this project kind of revived those 
people and also then brought in new people, 
because you cant always just be the same 

people you have to add and you have to take 
a little bit away, you know so we have a really 
broad spectrum of people now who are really 
involved in it which I s great.

Like you say once you take away that 
driving machine you hope to have  ignited 
a load of other little driving machines.

Andrea:
And that’s so important I think that’s why 
I was asking you the question before with 
like arts commissions and like this is the 
question I want to pose because as part of 
a sustainable pratice that brings public art 
within communties there has to be some sort 
of allowance for people to continue in some 
way or another. Not just coming in, going 
out. I mean I don’t know what that would be 
exactly if its through training programmes 
or participating. I don’t know, but something 
and I think we were very lucky because you 
know we’ve had Tina, Pam all of the people 
who have already started something here 
originally. The community would have first to 
be glued together but the glue was already 
there in some sense.

Lassa:
It is also really funny, I mean not to get too 
carried away by things but I really loved 
today, we were looking out the window and 
suddenly there was like two of the residents 
kind of explaining the project to people 
passing by. And you know in an ideal world 
that’s really what you want, and we haven’t told 
them to do that. So that again returns to what 
you feel happy about and its stuff like that 
that makes me feel like you know it really is 
working. 



Whats the next step for you guys as a 
collaboration? Or individually?

Lassa:
Well as a collaboration it’s the website, the 
book and the film.

Andrea:
And also maybe do phase two on the other 
side because a few of the residents really want 
that to happen.
We hoped to do the otherside of the estate 
(points to orange boards otherside of canal) 
that belongs to our estate but we’ve had now 
a few complaints saying that we didn’t do the 
whole estate and that more people wanted 
to participate and have their photos up so 
that might be an opportunity. It will be much 
easier now because we’ve done this.

Lassa:
And it would be lovely to have like that 
kind of action astectically? to have that 
communication between the two. And it would 
also be really great because that part of the 
estate it always feels a little bit isolated, the 
community centre is here and that’s where 
all the meetings are and stuff like that. So 
in some sense I think for the glue to work 
between the two parts. Because you know the 
redevelopment is happening just as much 
over there as here, so from that point of view it 
would be great.

That’s fantastic, I mean you’rer definitely 
going to end up doing it without a doubt. 
So what about individually? I mean this 
is a long term project isn’t it,? So your not 
going to go off and do any individual work 
your really just going to focus on…What 
other types of work do you do, I mean as 
individuals?

Lassa:
My main focus after this would be the 
documentary but mainly it’s a collaboration 
between me and Andrea, and like that’s my 
real big passion is documentary film making. 
So that’s really the direction that I want to go. 
Andrea is working on a big film project.

Andrea: 
We’re just trying to get it funded, ive been 

trying for a few years. But then also apart from 
all of this the publications are a real big thing 
for me. Because im trying to like really work 
between the tension of text and image and 
how images can tell a story themselves but 
text can add to it. It’s the same as film making 
you know. I want to explore some of the stuff 
through image and text its really interesting 
for me to think through how can you actually 
explore the history of a place but in a slightly 
different way. This is what this place was like. 
So that’s what we’ve all been working on.

Tristan:
I’m just really promoting projects I’ve done in 
the past. I lived in Japan for three years doing 
photography. But really this is taking up a lot 
of my time.   Im also trying to get into a bit of  
VR Photography, I’ve done a whole series of 
those with erm inside the empty spaces and 
the new spaces. So that’s why we linked up in 
some way, we’ve done it before but kind of 
left it because these projects has kind of taken 
over but maybe go back to that and try to 
integrate it into the now. We have the website 
we might have a way of  reintroducing that 
into it.

Lassa
So maybe one *fersard*  can be of the estates. 
Maybe linking it up with audio files as well. 
Also this is what is really cool what Dorian did 
because on the website now there are links 
to Google Earth, so you can find the location.  
Because now you know its kind of funny 
because one person came up to ask me, that 
what is all this about and I said orange boards 
he said what orange boards? You have like a 
reversal of memory all of a sudden you know? 
It kind of becomes interesting because that 
was one of the things that we said we wanted 
to work on peoples memory, like the people 
who’s passing by.





Picture the scene. Massive fuck off warehouse 
in South London and I mean massive – need 
to change trains  3 times to get from one 
end to the other and then walk 20 minutes. 
Proper warehouse and a sublime venue. So 
we’re in there setting up; the rig is up and 
we’re now rigging all the lights ( I say we, I 
am in fact having a quiet drink and offering 
moral support) when suddenly 3 of the Met’s 
finest come strolling into the middle of it all. 
Beautifully surreal  I can tell you – they usually 
don’t turn up until it’s too late, what with the 
venue being secret and all and at that point, 
helicopter or not, the gaff is rammed, we have 
the definite upper hand in negotiations and 
they never actually make it inside at least 
until the next morning when it’s thinned out 
or unless they’ve scored themselves a JCB. 
But there they are, looking suitably awkward 
in the halogens, a tad confused, and with only 
about 50 people in the area setting up, this 
does not bode well. They were as surprised 
as us, 3 helmeted plods do not a raid make. So 
what were they doing there? 
Well some total imbecile had left the one 
of the doors wide open and they had just 
strolled in on patrol. They left just as quickly 
but we knew we were bang in trouble. They 
were off to assist their careers in a northerly 
direction and us into the back of a riot van. 
Now this was only the second or third party 
I’d been involved in since coming back to 
the UK and it was full blown London urban, 
so the usual practice of a meeting point in 
some supermarket car park and then a convoy 
piling in all at once to secure the venue with 
overwhelming numbers wasn’t on the cards. 
Instead, we just released the address on the 
phone lines and waited for people to turn up 
in their own time. 
In fact, we had a good thousand or so people 
in the venue before the inevitable happened. 
Enter the Police Commander of Lewisham 
who had obviously been reluctantly rousted 
out of his bed and his entourage. As soon 
as a senior officer puts his credibility on 
the line by making a personal appearance, 
they simply cannot be seen to back down, so 
this was gonna be one hell of a negotiating 

process. A phalanx of vans was reversing into 
a line blocking the entry points and it seemed 
that even at midnight, the Commander had 
some serious resources. Probably called 
in half of South London because there is of 
course no violent crime on a Saturday night 
and thus people dancing was the major 
security priority.
The year was 2000 and there was no political 
endgame for us. This really was just a party, 
and not a fight to establish our rights or a new 
social consciousness, so there was only so far 
we were prepared to go – getting battered 
and losing all the equipment was definitely 
far too far. Been there, fucking loved it, but 
not there now. But still, caving immediately 
was just as ludicrous an option. After years in 
Europe negotiating  with senior police officers 
and mayors in a combination of 3 respectful 
words in their language, broken English, signs 
and trustworthy smiles, it was going to be 
interesting to take on a good old sarky English 
copper.
Police negotiation is, I confess, something I 



always secretly quite enjoyed. It’s all about 
being the reasonable face of something that 
instinctively frightens them and that they 
simply do not understand. If you can be sober, 
smiley, helpful, responsible, respectful but 
quietly insistent that there ain’t no stopping 
the party, you’re halfway there. And always 
skillfully turn them so they can’t see the 
hordes of pissed up punters  shouting Fuck Off 
You Pigs and discussing the merits of bacon 
at raucous length. Fear is the driving force of 
almost all over reactions, and diffusing that is 
the key to a mutually beneficial resolution with 
the authorities.
And fuck me were we reasonable. Positively 
fucking parliamentary. But our new friend the 
Commander seemed remarkably impervious 
to our charms and still less our logic. He was 
however, prepared to have a bit of a pavement 
debate about it all though. It was clearly 
illegal. unlicensed and all the rest of it, but 
what with at least a thousand inside and the 
police lines groaning with eager ravers, we 
were now in a situation and it was our job to 
convince our Metropolitan companion that it 
was in his interest to let the party go ahead 
– contained, safe and without thousands of 
enthusiastic people who’d now missed the last 
train pouring out onto the streets of Lewisham. 
I mean honestly – logically – you’ve got 
thousands of people with alcohol and drugs. 
Where would you rather have them – in one 
space all night then go their separate ways 
tired and happy in the morning, or rioting in 
the streets? 
‘Who is your security firm’ he asked. Funny 
– I’d never been asked that question in any 
other country.
‘You’re looking at them’ we replied with a 
comforting, you can count on me officer – I’m 
middle class just like you kind of grin.

He did the maths. Thousands of people. Drugs. 
Booze. Music. No security.
It was almost as if that in itself decided it for 
him. To a policeman’s logic, if there was no 
official controlling force, the wholly inevitable 
result would be utter carnage. I could see him 
having visions of murders, rapes, stabbings, 
muggings and a swift defrocking of himself 
as senior officer after being crucified in the 
tabloids. BUT HERE IS THE POINT.
It goes to so many questions in philosophy and 
psychology. Is the human instinctively ‘good’ 
or ‘bad’ if left to his own devices? What came 
first – crime or law? Having been involved 
in illegal raves with crowds in the tens of 
thousands for many a year, I had learnt this 
incredibly inspiring lesson. In those thousands 
you’ll have bad boys, muggers, gangsters, 
the whole roll call of darkness whipped into 
a heaving mass of ecstatic loved up humanity. 
And almost NEVER…….EVER……any trouble. 
And yet you go to a 300 person capacity club 
with a moody security firm on the door and 
you’ll have a stabbing, 3 bottlings, a load of 
shit drugs sold, dealers ripped off and so on. 
Quite simply, a mini crime wave. 
What is it about so many clubs that their 
security thinks that their credibility relies on 
being large, unsmiling and unpleasant. Well 



partly because they’re all 
run by firms. But isn’t it 
amazing that conventional 
logic would have us believe 
that official security acts 
both as a deterrent to crime 
and as it’s solution and 
that no security can only 
produce mass slaughter 
and a kind of criminal 
Butlins when the evidence 
I’ve seen in my life proves 
precisely the contrary. 
Attitude begets attitude. 
Put unsmiling authority 
there and people will go up 
against it. It’s testosterone 
all the way – a kind of 
pissing contest between males.
But strip it all down to bare humanity, lose the bomber jacket barrier and make everyone 
responsible for themselves and whoever happens to be next to them, and amazingly, even the 
guy who robbed a post office the day before asks a total stranger if he’s alright and gets him 
some water. Human beings step up. It’s beautiful to see that with 10,000 people there is not 
even a sniff of trouble. Now the E’s and the mindset of the kind of people who came in the first 
place certainly helps, as does the fact that the door is donations only so there is no financial 
incentive for the real gangsters, but the organic beauty of giving people freedom and watching 
them honour it is one of the most inspiring sights to behold and pay homage to.
All lost on the Commander of course.
Well. We lost that argument. There were 80 arrests where they would have been none, the TSG 
beat the living shit out of anyone they could find after Commander Plod gave the go ahead. 
Vehicles were vandalized, windows were smashed in frustration, EVERYBODY LOST….
It’s amazing how we are taught to underestimate and fear humanity. Is that part of how control 

structures stay in place so successfully? SiriuS 23
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DUlXy-WHB78





A C E  Paste ups
nAme... Ace 
country...engLAnD
 
You are probably London’s most prolific 
poster paster, what’s your motivation?  

Is that right?! My motivation really 
hasn’t changed from my tags, throwies,  
stickers or paste ups; it’s all about just 
getting up! Simple. No hidden agenda, 
no hidden messages. I just prefer now 
using this medium to get up. I personally 
find it a bit more sophisticated than the 
stuff I used to do.
 
 Why did you choose the poster format?  

They were a natural extension from the 
stickers that I started to really enjoy 
putting up in the early days. I like 
working graphically and this seems to 
be the cheapest and most effective way 
of doing it on a variety of scales! I really 
like how they tie in with the bill posters 
ubiquitous with the decaying urban 
environment. They look better when 
they’re ripped or dirty and start looking 
like part of their surroundings. Screen 
printing or laser copying gives you the 
chance to repeat the same image again 

and again in that Warhol/commercial/
magazine kind of way. I also like to hand 
paint them, so again this format affords 
me the time to take time painting them 
and then bang them up real quick!

What and who influences your work? 

I look a lot at pop art, graphic design 
and graffiti so I think those influences 
are always quite apparent in my work. I 
think as an artist you consciously or sub-
consciously get inspired by all artists 
you come across. New ideas will come 
when you discover something new. For 
me it might be a technique, a layout, a 
colourscheme or whatever. Recently I’ve 
been looking a lot at Stuart Cumberland 
and Peter Blake. Maybe that’ll come 
out somehow or sometime in my work! 
It’s nice to kind of teach yourself new 
things.





Do you live in fear of arrest? 

I don’t think you can let that bother you 
too much or you’ll never get off your arse 
and do anything! I just have to learn from 
past mistakes when I have been caught 
or whatever.

Street, warehouse or Gallery? 

Street always first. You’re always going to 
lose something when you take it out of its 
original context. Saying that; I don’t think 
my work necessarily relies on being 
on the street to look its best; like say; 
some of Banksy or Eine’s work. I like it 
being on the street though. It’s a natural 
extension of being on the street, or at one 
with the street as a skater, which I was 
for many years.

Where is the line between street art and 
vandalism? 

You’re always going to get a divided 
viewpoint on this one. You’ll never get 
everybody agreeing on something being 
one or the other no matter how good or bad 
the piece is! My mate lives in a converted 
warehouse apartment in Brooklyn, he’s 

got an old tag on the wall in what is now 
his lounge – looks amazing. Someone 
else might move in and make sure that’s 
the first thing that goes!

Do you have any exhibitions planned? 

A few things in the pipeline; but nothing 
confirmed. They can be a bit of a 
headache sometimes! I’ll have to keep 
you posted.

What type of mix do you use and what’s 
the best way to make good paste? 

Well I use standard strong wall paper 
paste from trade outlets. I usually triple 
mix it to make it super thick, and put a 
fair bit of wood glue in for good measure! 
Saying that I don’t stick to a recipe and 
some batches are better than others!
Insa was telling me to use homemade 
proper wheat flour based paste for good 
results, cooking it up on the hob; sticks 
like day old weetabix on your cereal 
bowl! I’ve yet to give that a try. He was 
using proper advertiser’s bill board paste 
when I helped him with the Corby House 
piece. He’s a real professional though, 
you’d expect nothing less! Ha ha!

Do you have a message? 

Erm….eat organic! Live by the rules 
of karma and you’ll get by a little 





easier in life. It’ll bite you on the ass I warn 
you, I should know! I’m getting better tho!

Also thanks to Bivouac, the boys at 
artrepublic.com, and Greg & George at 
vna. Word! Oh and thanks to the people 
who photograph my work. I appreciate you 
taking the time to do so. You save me a job 
anyway!

www.myspace.com/acestickers

Some of ACE’s work can be purchased 
from 

www.artrepublic.com-



ENERGY
                                                                TIN TIN

INFAMOUS BACK IN THE DAY FOR 
PULLING OFF SOME OFF THE BIGGEST 
AND FATTEST ILLEGAL WAREHOUSE 
PARTIES OF THE ACID HOUSE 
REVOLUTION WE HAD A qUICK CHAT 
WITH TINTIN - ONE OF THE PARTNERS 
BEHIND THE ENERGY ExPLOSION

What was you doing before discovering 
Acid  House?  
 
I was thrown out of a posh boarding  school 
in 1985 aged 15.  I headed to London where  I 
devoted myself to drumming in various bands 
(most of whom were  crap), partying with 
friends and clubbing with the likes of Robert 
Pereno in  places like crazy Larry’s, The Mud 
Club, Westworld and such. During this time  
I connected with Jeremy Taylor who was 
organising Gatecrasher Balls and I  helped 
him with promotion and a few other things for 
the events.  So I was already on somewhat of a 
scene, though a  little different from the scene 
I later joined and embraced.  

How much of an impact did Acid House 
have on you  personally?

Enormous. It really did change my  life. 
Of course I started putting on events and 
later DJ’ing so the scene  provided me with 
a creative output and a career. But more 
importantly it  opened me up spiritually 
and mentally. It allowed me to meet such  an 
amazing cross section of people that most 
people with my upbringing  may never 
have encountered, yet alone become such 
true friends with.   Of course there was the 
madness that went with  the territory but to 
this day I will look at those years and say they  
were truly out of this world and were pivotal in 
shaping the person  I am today. 

When did you decide you were  going to 
stage your own Acid House events?

Jeremy  and I came back from abroad in mid 
88 to find that his partner in  Gatecrasher has 
totally shafted him. This guy had removed all 
(and  considerable) money from the company 
accounts and safes and even cancelled his  
driver who was to pick us up from the airport. 
I had already been thinking  about putting a 
night on as some of the best clubs at the time 
were very  cliquey and hard to get into and 



I had a crowd who I thought would  follow.  I 
knew that Jeremie’s bad experience could be 
turned round for  the better and that this was 
also an opportunity for me. Jeremy had the  
organisational skills and I have some ideas, 
contacts, a good network to  promote to and 
a passion to do it. It seemed like the most 
logical thing in  the word to do. We called the 
company Karma  productions.

I first met both you and Jeremy  (Energy 
partner) whilst breaking into a warehouse 
in Hackney for a Magical  Mystery Tour, 
tell us a little about those parties in 1988..
 
Ohhh..  The crazy days, running around with 
our 5 tonne Motorola’s, moving from venue  to 
venue and being moved on every time. I guess 
persistence eventually pulled  us through, but 
we lost a lot of money and some reputation for 
never quite  pulling those early parties off. Not 
to say we didnt have  fun..

Energy’s contribution to Acid House is  
immense, did you think you were making 
history at the time?
 
Well  thank you :) I knew we were doing 
something special and I knew that we were  

part of a bigger unstoppable movement that 
was changing the world around as,  at least the 
world around the M25!  But honestly I wouldn’t 
have imagined  the impact globally today and 
how what we did back then helped create 
what’s  now taken for granted culture. Its quite 
humbling and of course fucking cool  to have 
been a part of that - to help sow the seeds of 
love as it  were.

Energy did some of the biggest parties 
of  the period, did you think it would last 
forever? 
 
I was never sure it would last  till the next 
weekend. There was so much establishment 
against this thing. I  was arrested at least ten 
times over the period, then there were the 
security  issues at some parties, Graham 
Bright etc... But in the end were stronger  and 
more united and so prevailed, though things 
did change after the Summer of  89.

Was Acid House Unique or just another 
passing  fad?
 
Oh totally unique. But then so  were many 
other movements. The important thing was it 
was totally unique for  us. This was our time.



What’s your favorite Energy  
party?
 
Has to be  Westway, our first one.  
The atmosphere, the production, 
the music all  came together that 
evening and the party certainly lived 
up to the hype. It  was and still is my 
proudest achievement. 

Do you  think young people today 
will experience the love and unity 
we had at Acid  House?
 
I’m  sure many people still are, 
though the circumstances may be 
different.  Many well documented 
factors came into play at the same  time to allow Acid House to emerge and grow but people 
around the world are  surely experiencing some similar emotions for their first  time.
 
What you doing today? 
 
I’ve been djing since 89 but not  so seriously now. More recently (since 1997) I’ve been 
working in Internet and  Digital Music related projects, starting with the first ever Electronic 
Music  Internet Radio Station ‘Groovetech’ (sadly no longer) and now with CI where we  handle 
the digital distribution for the crème of Independent Record Labels  globally

Anything you want to say about Acid  House?

Absolutely: Thanks Acid House.... Now anyone got a time machine?  :)





Soul Dreamin with Mr Fingers

Larry Heard
Mr Fingers, Larry Heard brought a magical 
softness into the house, experimenting 
with ambience and emotion to push the 
limits of the dancefloor journey.  A musical 
genius and a pioneer of experimental 
forms of sound, he enriched dance music 
immesurably before leaving his gilded cage 
of genre and spreading his wings over the 
musical horizon. Larry spoke to us.

What was your journey into house

Well I started playing drums in 1977, pretty 
much at the height of the disco movement, 
except I wasn’t playing any disco, I was 
more involved in abstract rock like Rush and 
Genesis and Yes and crazy things like that 
which challenged me to get my drumming 
skills together and  absurdly enough, all the 
people around me viewed disco as too easy 
a form of music. But while I was living my 
journeys with the different bands that I was 
in, I couldn’t really see any forward progress 
going on, and even though I was developing 
my craft, we weren’t able to get any releases 
out. Once I left the last group I was in, I bought 
myself a drum machine and a synthesizer - I 
had always been interested in synthesized 
sound, and with the drum machine able to 
keep the beat which as a drummer I had 
always been tied down to, it freed me up to 
get onto the keyboard, experiment, and have 
an adventure with those. And within a couple 
of days of buying those pieces of equipment, I 
had Mystery of Love and Washing Machine on 
tape!! I had a lot of ideas bottled up within me, 
because back at that time, the other musicians 
in a band weren’t that receptive to having 
a drummer having musical ideas, but were 
far more accustomed to the drummer just 
providing the beat, and my scope just went 
beyond that.

What did the fusion that evolved into house 
mean to you

I was naturally familiar with disco because 
that was what mainstream radio was playing 
at the time, so there was no avoiding the Bee 
Gees and Abba and groups like that, but at 
the time, I was trying to really expand my 
range and my mind. I guess I have to I jump 
back a little bit to when I was 9 and I bought 
my first 45, and that was a Sly and the Family 
Stone song called Everybody is a Star. Now 
everybody else was listening to the flip side 
which was Hot Fun in the Summertime, and 
I certainly enjoyed it too, but there was a 
deeper meaning to this B side for me and 
that’s what I was after. I think I started out with 
a mind that wasn’t following the traditional 
path of where the masses were going, but 



trying to seek out something a little different, 
even at that age. So with all the hard rock 
and the reggae that I came through with the 
bands and the stuff I was buying……I don’t 
know if that really contributed directly to my 
adventure in house music, but developed my 
mind and my approach to what I was doing – 
a musical aptitude because I never had any 
formal training.

Were you empowered by the DIY nature of 
electronic music

Everything moved so quickly that there wasn’t 
even time to contemplate those things. As I 
said, within a couple of days, Mystery of Love 
and Washing Machine were recorded, and 
friends from the neighborhood who were 
patrons of the Warehouse and the Music Box 
told me that sounded like the music Ron Hardy 
and Frankie Knuckles were playing at these 
parties. They suggested getting it around to 
some of these places and see if they would 
play it, and that was the next thing I pursued. 
So there was no stopping and thinking, but 

all forward momentum once I inadvertently 
stumbled across this style, which, to me, took a 
lot from disco, but disco without the budget!!! 
Because disco had the lush orchestration, all 
these horns and strings which we didn’t really 
have access to, so even if you wanted it, it just 
wasn’t something that was available, so we 
worked with the bare essentials that we had at 
the time and made it work.

So it was a total coincidence that you ended 
up making the style of music being played 
in the Chicago house clubs.

Well, it’s not like I wasn’t familiar, because we 
did have disco all over the radio and then in 
the 80’s we had music coming in from all over 
Europe, so it wasn’t like we were alien to it. 
Right now though, at this point in time where 
everything is accessible, it seems like we 
are more alienated than ever, with things out 
there that people just don’t know about, as if 
there are parallel universes out there existing 
simultaneously. But we had access to stuff 
like Kraftwerk and then Telex and then guys 



like Juan Atkins, so we never missed a beat in 
Chicago on what we had available to us, and 
what each person sat and focused on was up 
to the individual, but it was all presented to us.

Can you give us an insight into the soul and
the power of house music?

Interesting question that I’d never thought 
about. But once again, when have an external 
perspective you can contemplate questions 
like that, but when you’re right in the mix of 
things, your mind doesn’t stop and go into 
retrospection mode and ponder these things. 
But obviously from what’s happened around 
the globe, I guess there is some level of power 
that speaks for itself, but as far as analytical 
specifics go.. I couldn’t really say!

You took a softer more jazzy approach to 
house, what was the concept you had for 
your sound
It was instinct. And a lot of the music I was 
listening to on a personal level was jazz – guys 
like George Duke and Rodney Franklin. Even 
though there was some jazz fusion out there, 
I gravitated to the more mellow flavours, ‘cos 
I’m just more of a mellow guy I guess.

What did the success of Mystery of Love 
mean to you as an artist

It was an affirmation. After 7 or 8 years of 
being in the bands sending tapes here and 
there, hither and yon and not even receiving 

a response or a letter back, it was hugely 
encouraging to have something that people 
were enjoying. When you’re working on 
something, you’re just hoping that it will be 
something that people can enjoy, and at that 
time you certainly weren’t thinking in terms of 
popularity or success or dollars and cents. It 
was that initial encouragement that people are 
appreciating what you’re putting out there

What was the story behind the Jack had a 
Groove (Chuck Roberts) mix of Can You 
Feel It?

The vocals came from an artist called Rhythm 
Control, and on their release in 87 on a little 
Chicago label called Catch a Beat, was this 
10 minute accapella. It was almost traditional 
even at that time in Chicago for the DJ’s to 
put some kind of accapella over instrumental 
tracks, to spice it up and Can You Feel It 
always ended up with either Martin Luther 
King or this Chuck Roberts accapella on top of 
it. Both were just so powerful to listeners that 
each one finally ended up being released on 
vinyl. That’s what it was – a combination of the 
Can You Feel It instrumental and the Rhythm 
Control accapella. But while I was involved 
with the Martin Luther King release, I had 
nothing to do with the Chuck Roberts mix. I 
actually think it was a UK label that put it out, 
but we never consented to it!! If everybody 
wants to know the details, they may as well 
know the sordid details too!
The I have a dream mix, was that a 



timeless reference to Dr King, or did you 
feel we were back in a moment that we 
could dream again?

Well for all those guys involved in the early 
house scene…we were LIVING the dream! 
Because we were those people who had 
previously been sat there listening to other 
artists on the radio, knowing full well that 
we had our own musical concepts that were 
being stifled. So it was liberation in a way 
when people started listening to our stuff, 
even when it was just within the walls of the 
Warehouse or the Music Box or the Power 
Plant – local clubs, there was this sense 
of connection. People would be on the 
dancefloor saying “I know this guy’, ‘This guy 
lives on the same block as me’, whatever, and 
it was that immediate connection between 
the music that was playing and the people on 
the dancefloor. It was so much more intimate 
than say hearing an Inner Life song that we 
all know and love, but no-one personally 
knew any of the members. It puts a different 
spin on it when you actually know somebody 
personally – it brings you a whole lot closer to 
the music.

How aware were you of the cultural impact 
in the UK?

We were in and out of the UK, but that would 
still have been very different to living and 
existing in the UK, so you just get a glimpse of 
it and you’re gone. I think it was a time when 
things were still going on in Chicago, but kind 
of slowing down, because our high point in the 
States was the disco period when there were 
clubs on every corner. It strikes me that the 
parallel with what was going on in the UK at 
the end of the 80’s was the US at the end of the 
70’s. There was some sense of disconnection, 
because we’d come over and see these huge 
crowds at the raves, and then suddenly you 
were gone back home, and that does make it 
different from the people who were living the 
experience form weekend to weekend.
The other thing that it’s important to 
remember is that when Can You Feel It and 
tracks like that had their impact in the UK, 
it was already about 2 years since they 
had been released. We went through our 
cycle in the States with it, and then it moved 

international, so again, there’s this weird 
disconnect, because the song is out there, but 
I’m not. And while that’s going on, I’m working 
on other projects like The It album, so I never 
really sat and pondered ‘OOHH, Can You Feel 
It is doing this marvelous job in the UK’ – my 
creative mind is always moving forward. The 
chances are that what I’m working on right 
now could not be heard for another 10 years, 
but I’ve been listening to it for a while now, so 
again, it’s strange to think that it’s having the 
same impact that it’s having on me right now 
on other people at some point in the future. 

Where’s your musical journey taken you 
over the last 20 years?

In some ways, it’s boxed me in, to the point 
that some of the R+B, and soul stuff that I do, 
the jazzier side and the hip hop tracks, I find 
people being not so receptive to, because 
they only want to hear a new rendition of Can 
You Feel It. People seem to want to repeat 
past pleasures if that makes any sense (Ed. It 
Does). We want to recapture the same feelings 
over and over again – just look at the cycle in 
Chicago. The original Music Box shut down, 
so they opened up another club and called 
it the Music Box again, and the same thing 
with the Warehouse. They kept giving the 



clubs the same names in a futile attempt to 
recapture the emotions and the good vibes 
that had been felt in the originals. The one 
important factor that was left out was the 
PEOPLE involved! Nowadays with a different 
generation involved, there seems to be more 
thinking than actually feeling the experience. 
It’s such an analytical experience now, that 
people seem not to get the sheer and simple 
pleasure of just enjoying the experience.

Is it the musicians making the music that 
over analyse and release unemotive music, 
or is it the dancefloor over analyzing?

Well not the people I know, but there are a lot 
of releases that come out, and it’s like ‘I can 
hear it’…..but there’s no depth. You can end 
up drawing this line, where you have a lot of 
releases that you buy, but only a handful that 
stand the test of time. So much music has an 
expiration date for some reason, where after 
a few months, you’re thinking ’Hmmm I’m not 
really enjoying this the way I initially did’. I 
mean I’ve had experiences where even in the 
time it takes me to get back from the store, I 

can’t figure out why I’d liked it enough to buy 
it. For someone like myself who’s been buying 
music for 40 years, it makes you re evaluate 
even how you buy things, and the last thing 
anyone needs to do is waste money, especially 
in this economic climate!

Does music still have power?

Yes. But. The medium of dance music is a 
force, but on the content side, the caliber of 
the stuff starts to have it’s own impact. You 
have 2 sectors of people listening to the music 
– those who are seriously listening and paying 
attention, and then you have another group of 
folks who just want to be involved with what’s 
hip. They don’t know whether a record sounds 
good, but they know that’s where the hip folks 
are, so let me be there too, because nobody 
wants to be alienated. At the moment, you 
have a big audience of people at the clubs, 
their hands are in the air, they’re screaming 
at every breakdown, and then you go to their 
house and they don’t have a single record. 
But then, there’s people in clubs like myself 
in a corner somewhere, listening intently 



to the music, enjoying myself, and enjoying watching the people dance. But you come to my 
house and the place is FULL of records. So you have people who like the music because it’s 
fashionable, but they don’t patronize it at all. They patronize the club scene, but not the actual 
artists, the labels, the magazines, and that’s why we’ve seen so many of those falter. We have 
this appearance of being on an upward slope in one way, but we’re also on a downward slope 
as label after label, distributor after distributor, store after store, all go to the wall.

Has the demise of vinyl and the rise in laptop production and vast download sites had a 
detrimental impact?

Well who has the time to listen through 30,000 tracks? Even the fullest of full time DJ’s – after 
a certain amount of time, you’re ears are just going to be burnt out. Or I’ve had experiences 
where I’ve visited the download sites with the intention of making myself a list of things to buy, 
but you end up having to listen through so many things that you don’t like before getting to 
one track that you do enjoy, and you get discouraged and leave! I try to fight that, and at times 
it’s a deterrent to even going on the site. We all have time restrictions, things to do to sustain 
ourselves, and that often doesn’t include 24 hours sat on a download site!

Where are you musically now 
It’s the same things that guided me from day 1. Following my instincts and experimenting, 
and whatever comes out, comes out. Now whether it’s useable is a whole other situation, but 
anything that comes out of me when I get on the equipment, I keep, so I have pretty extensive 
archives.
As far as release projects, I have none at the moment, just crazy musical experiments, and 
we’ve been leaning towards visual applications like video games and TV synchronizations. That 
takes me somewhere I can be truly creative without the confines of any one genre hanging over 
me, and the comparisons to things I did 20 years ago don’t apply. Confinement and creativity 
are two different things. I keep doing the label, finding new artists to put out there, and that will 
stay my connection to the house world.







POPS
Flyer Design in the House

How long you been designing flyers?

I started designing rave flyers in 1981 being 
a professional graphic designer and having 
experienced the underground Acid house 
craze it was a natural progression to get into 
along with my work doing visuals.

In the beginning flyers were quite basic, 
what can you tell us about the progression 
of flyer designs up to 1990?

At the start the Acid house promoters were 
just picking trippy images from books,  taking 
them straight to the local printer with an event 
name to be superimposed at the top in white 
along with just the DJ’s names and some of the 
production details which the printer would 
typset on the back of the flyer.

Name a few of the party promoters you 
designed flyers for?

Perception, Raindance, World Dance, The 
Pirate Club, Evolution, Hysteria, Liberty, 
Sunrise, Helter Skelter, Technodrome, 
Telepathy, and lots of other events that usually 
ended in “tion”.

List five of your favourite Acid House flyers 

and tell us more about your connection 
with these flyers?

It’s a really difficult to pick five as my tastes 
change over time and from a professional 
point of view I like different flyer designs for 
different reasons. The one’s I have picked 
below stand out for me because either 
they marked a change in the production 
methodology or they were just wikked events 
that had a good flyer.

1. Sunrise “A Midsummer Nights Dream” 
- 28/06/89. I liked this flier because it 
epitomised the early trippy image flyer and 
not lease because was a “right good, one up 
over the authorities” rave where some very 
very strange things happened, for instance 
bumper cars in the car park (field next door) 
and five of us saw an old steam train pulling 
flat bed carridges with a work gang sitting 
on them in sillouette against the sunrise only 
later to find the railway tracks and railway 
bridge had been removed when we drove 
home past where they should have been 
obviously many years earlier.

2. Energy 18/11/89 -  I loved this flyer at the 
time because it was a small glimpse into 
the future of computer generated imagery. 



Unfortunately this sort 
of computational power 
was way beyond our 
means at the time but 
commonplace in most 
homes now days.

3. World Dance - 31/06/93 
Lydd Airport. I liked this 
flyer because it was the 
start of the transition 
from hand done artwork 
to computer generated 
artwork with the first 
colour 33Mhz, yes 33Mhz! 
macintosh computer. A 
fusion of two types of flyer 
production with the initial 
artwork hand drawn by 
Pez and the layout and 
computer graphics by myself.

4. Liberty - 28/11/92 - This is a flyer also originated on the same Macintosh colour 33Mhz 
computer, however, it was designed specifically for screen printing onto a self adhesive plastic 
sheet. The end result was a very plastic shiny self adhesive rave poster. The design also worked 
well on a normal offset litho printing press to produce the event flyer.

5. Sunrise “Love Energy” - 28/08/93. 
I liked this flyer/poster design 
because it was another first. This 
was the first rave event advertising 
campaign complete with full 
colour A0 poster, A4 8 page flyer 
and magazine adverts and also, 
in retrospect but not at the time 
because Dave Roberts drove me (and 
everyone else) fucking mad while we 
designed it.

The rave flyer designer was always 
working to perfect a flyer in the least 
possible time for the least possible 
money so it is not possible to judge 
one flyer designer’s creativity and 
work against another. There was 
some great and original work done 
by very talented individuals but as 
always with a bit more time and a 
larger budget well who knows what 
would have happened. I always liked 
the original Raindance logo design 
done by Pez. It made a particularly 
good 35mm slide visual on a black 



background although I have never made 
my mind up as to what it was all about 
although I did appreciate the elements in 
the design including the clock. We were 
always late.

Do you think promoters choose images 
randomly or because they felt it 
accurately represented the experience 
on offer?

Yes most definitely in the beginning 
however it didn’t last long before us artists 
and designer types got a sniff.

We know you’ve designed hundreds 
possibly thousands of flyers since your 
humble beginnings, do flyers today 
bare the same hallmarks as those 
flyers in the late eighties? 

No everything changes. Then we were in 
a time of radical change, it was a zeitgiest, 
a spirit of the age. A coming together 
of many things including Thatcher 
and her oppressive government, the 

computerisation of music which led to house, the direct drive turntable which led to DJ mixing, 
pirate radio, MDMA, etc. The flyer designs were a reflection of all these and many more streams 
of things happening of the time. They were raw at first and became better over time. That has 
now been lost to time and so it should be.

How did you first come into contact with 
Acid House?

I went to my first acid house party in a west 
London warehouse in the summer of 1988 
and thought hmm... I’ll have some of this 
which I did have rather a lot of. It started 
with attending some of the best illegal 
raves then  doing visuals for over 500 
events, designing flyers for I don’t know 
how many events and even running my 
own events.

Do you think Acid House changed the 
very fabric of Britain? 

Yes most definitely it changed things. 
It forced the end of the 2am lock-down 
license laws and forced the government 
to look at licensing dance music FM radio 
stations like Kiss100FM although the 
words “sold out to the commercial music 



companies” springs to mind there. 

Was Acid House Unique or just 
another passing fad?

No, it was the start of a dance 
movement that still persists today. 
It has now been the longest lasting 
music revolution in the last 50 
years. DJ’s are still mixing tunes 
now although mainly in the club 
scene. 

What impact did Acid House 
have on you personally?

I lost many brain cells along the 
way although I still have a few 
left, met the love of my life, met 
some very good friends, had a 
great time along the way, became 
notorious and infamous in my own 
right. I had a creative whale of a 
time.

What you doing at the moment?

I am just recovering from liver 
transplant surgery; it’s nice to 
have some new DNA to play 
with creatively. I occasionally 
design a flyer if I take a liking 
to the promoter and they give 
me freedom to work. Below is an 
example of a photoshop photo 
montage event flyer done a few years back for Kenny Khan, the promoter of the Hysteria 
events.

For the last ten years and I have been designing websites while living between Hertfordshire 
and Andalucia. It may be that I dust off the immersive panoramic visuals this year for a new 
generation to experience. The dance music event has changed so much from “Acid House” 
events which were truly underground, cutting edge and revolutionary in nature to become a 
club orientated events that are mostly a shadow of their forerunners in the early 1990’s.

Anything else you wanna say about Acid House or flyers?
Respect to all those who pushed the bounderies of what we all could get up to on a Friday or 
Saturday night and a sunday morning on Clapham Common.

T’was wikked!!!!





SHUBY

nAme - ShuBy
toWn - LonDon, uk

Your banana stickers have been spotted everywhere, what’s the concept behind the 
colored fruit?

One of my first paste ups was of a girl holding a big banana which I got from a 1940’s 
Busby Berkley film, The Gangs All Here. I liked the image as it made me laugh. The pink 
bananas follow on from that intending to be a bit cheeky but quite innocent.

Tell us a little about your other projects?

This summer I was part of The Beautiful and the Canned in Brighton and more recently 
part of Tales From The Seaside exhibition with Prescription Art.
I’ve recently been given a live/work studio in Mile End by the Bow Arts Trust with part of 
my contract being to be creatively active in the community. I’m looking for a venue at the 
moment that may be good for street art festival.

What is your artistic background?

I come from a family that all paint and draw so it’s always felt like part of existing. I did 







a printmaking degree in Manchester but was 
never very comfortable with the language 
around fine art.

Do you live in fear of arrest?

No. I miss doing paste ups if I haven’t been 
out for a while. I think the fun of doing it 
outweighs the fear of arrest.

What’s your motivation? 

It’s a combination of things. I like the 
spontaneity of walking around placing the 
work and seeing who else has got work up and 
feeling part of something that’s constantly 
changing. I like the unknown element of each 
piece’s life span. I like that it’s for a random 
audience. 

Where is the line between street art and 
vandalism?

I think it’s the intent of the person that’s doing it. There’s a difference between using 
boarded up buildings as a canvas and deliberately wrecking someone’s property.

Name  few of your favourite street artists?

I think Heracut’s work is amazing and Hera on her own. Orticanoodles, Broken Crow, 
Swoon. I like Burning Candy Crew’s big collabs. The Krah, Ace, Bortusk Leer, Avian 
Security.... there’s loads I like for all different reasons.

Do you execute campaigns during the evenings or daytime?

Best at night with a friend with the option of stopping off for  a couple of drinks. 





B O D Y  A R T
A Short Tale                 by Garry Charles
JEFF Reardon had only ever seen beauty like 
it once before in his life. The first time she had 
been flesh and blood. A face on the street. A 
whiff of perfume on a passing breeze.  None of 
the others could match what she had.

Never.

Yes, she had been perfection for the briefest of 
times and Jeff had never thought he would see 
her again. But now here she was, staring back at 
him from the brick facia of the warehouse.
“You all right, boss?” Mark asked.
“Yeah, fine.” Jeff had to rip his gaze away from 
the spray-painted face of the goddess that 
towered from the floor to roof of the structure. 
“Looks like you’ve seen a fucking ghost,” Mark 
joked.
“Nah… don’t talk stupid,” Jeff replied, already 
walking away.
“You want I give the guys the go ahead?” Mark 
yelled after him.
“Tell ‘em to be here early in the morning,” Jeff 
shouted without looking back. “I want this place 
levelled before the evening.” 
Jeff continued walking, wanting to put distance between himself, Mark and the graffiti adorned 
wall. His breathing was coming hard and fast by the time he reached his car, sweat soaking the 
back of his shirt so that it clung to his back uncomfortably.
Jeff fell into the driver’s seat and leaned back, pushing his head against the seat as he 
attempted to get his breathing under control.

It couldn’t be her.
It had to be a coincidence
 
Jeff let himself slump forward, bracing his forehead against the steering wheel, a wave of 
nausea rolling up from his gut to his throat.
Impossible.
No one else knew. 
Jeff had been so careful, everything planned to ensure total secrecy. Not even Jeff’s wife, Ruth, 
had suspected what he was doing. She was content with their life, happy in the ignorant belief 
that all was well.

Pull yourself together.
Don’t lose it now.

Jeff slipped the key into the ignition and turned it, the engine purring quietly under the hood.  



He took another three deep breathes, turned on the air 
conditioning and pushed the gearstick into first.
By tomorrow morning it would be gone and he’d never 
see her image again. Of that he was sure. The wrecking 
crew would make sure of that. All Jeff had to do was forget 
about her just like he had before. She was gone and she 
wasn’t coming back. 

  *    *    
*  
Jeff wasn’t sure but it may have been guilt that made him 
suggest a meal out that night. He rung Ruth on his way 
home and told her to get ready, her choice of restaurant. It 
had been months since they had ventured out anywhere 
and her excitement had been more than evident in her 
voice as she’d told Jeff that she loved him.
The evening started out well with them making love 
before leaving, a tender moment that left Ruth with 
a satisfied smile that made Jeff almost believe that 
everything was fine between them.

Ruth had chosen the Italian restaurant they had visited when they’d first met. It was under 
new management but the interior was just as Jeff remembered it and, if possible, the food 
was better. They ate and they drank, talking about work and memories. The usual, pedestrian 
conversations of a long term married couple. 

They walked back to the tube arm in arm, Ruth’s happiness radiating from her face and 
threatening to infect Jeff. With everything going on in his life he’d forgotten what it felt like to 
be relaxed, to let go and just be himself. The last time he’d opened up and shown his true self 
had been with her, the other woman.
The tube platform was empty of any other travellers and they waited in silence for the next 
train to pull in, its arrival signalled by a wave of warm, stale air that made Jeff cringe. The tube 
always made him feel trapped and unclean, as if the air was tainted by those who had exhaled 
it before him. 
As the train pulled in alongside the platform, slowing to a gradual stop Jeff froze, his lungs 
seeming to contract as the hairs on the back of his 
neck were played with by invisible fingers of static.

Why here?
Why now?

Her painted form was laid out before him, the full 
length of the carriage taken up by her image. The 
warehouse had teased him with only her face but 
now she was visible in all her beauty. Jeff took it all 
in, every curve and peak just as he remembered. 
The artist had rendered her with loving care, using 
the paint sparingly to recreate her as no photo ever 
could. 
What do you want?

Jeff staggered through the sliding doors, his eyes 
lingering on hers for as long as possible. As soon as 
he was on the train he slumped into the nearest seat 



and held his head in his hands.
“Jeff, are you alright?” Ruth asked, concerned. “Is it 
the chest pains again?”
“No,” Jeff sighed. “Just a migraine… should have 
laid off the red wine.”

Liar!

Jeff squeezed his eyes closed, knowing that the 
memories of that night wanted to be relived and 
doing his best to fight against them. He could feel 
the blood hammering at his temples, his heart 
beating with excitement at the thought of the 
special time he had spent with her.

So beautiful.
A work of living art.
My best work yet.

  *    *  
Jeff had never known her name. Names didn’t 
concern him. All he wanted was to bathe in the 
beauty of the female form and she had been ideal.

It had been raining and the offer of a lift from the guy with the friendly smile had been too good 
to refuse, after all it was only a five minute drive. As she’d climbed in the car Jeff had carefully 
taken in the sight of her lower thigh, just visible below the hem of the red skirt. In that one brief 
glance he had absorbed everything she had to offer. 
Black heels, the kind that tie around the ankle. Sheer stockings though probably tights, but 
he could fantasise. Red skirt that hugged her slender hips. Leather jacket open at the front to 
reveal the low cut black top that showcased the rise and fall of her well tanned cleavage.
And then he’d come to her face, a pretty young thing framed with flowing blonde hair, full pink 
lips and the most stunning eyes Jeff had ever seen. They were a steel grey in colour with flecks 
of what he could only describe as sunburst, a vibrant orange that danced with life.

Perfection!

Everything after that always played out in a blur, the 
memory distorted by the adrenaline that had surged 
through Jeff’s system. He could never quite remember 
when he’d seen the first signs of fear on her face. It was 
definitely after he’d driven straight passed the end of the 
street she lived on.

Then came the crying… the begging and pleading to 
stop the car. Jeff had just glanced at her and smiled and 
said, “I want to know you inside out.”
Eventually she had screamed, but not for long. Her initial 
fight had quickly drained away to weakened kicking 
and that had then faded to nothing more than a faint 
twitching. Before Jeff had really got to know her she had 
been still and silent.



And oh so beautiful.

They always looked at their best once Jeff had got to know them inside out. The pureness left 
once the skin was peeled back was something that Jeff couldn’t deny. The way they felt under 
his caress, the slickness of exposed muscle and tendon giving him a sexual thrill unequalled by 
anything he had ever experienced.

Jeff’s little secret.
  
  *    *    *  
Jeff pondered the source of the painted images over breakfast the next morning. In life other 
people must have known her and it made perfect sense that someone may have seen the 
beauty she held and decided to use it in their art. It was no different to how Jeff had used her, 
albeit in a different medium.
But it was only one of many options. Another of which brought a knot of fear into Jeff’s stomach. 
What if the paintings were being done for his benefit? What if someone did know about 
the special time he had spent with her? What if they planned on making Jeff’s secret public, 
pressuring him into making a slip.



That wouldn’t do… not at all.
He had to know for sure.
*  *  *
Jeff drove faster than he usually did, 
impatient whenever he hit traffic and 
glancing at his watch every other 
minute. If the wrecking crew were as 
punctual as usual then he didn’t have 
much time if he was to see what he 
needed to see. Once done, they could 
level the old warehouse and destroy 
the pictorial evidence it held.
Jeff fumbled around on the passenger 
seat and found the mobile phone, 
depressing the speed dial and lifting 
the phone to his ear whilst steering the car with his free hand. He listened to the electronic ring 
sound over and over.
Answer the fucking phone, Mark.
Without hanging up Jeff threw the phone into the rear foot well and return all his frustration 
onto reaching his destination.

Upon arrival at the site Jeff drove passed the billboard announcing the urban renewal without 
feeling the usual pride in his latest project. He had other, more important things on his mind. 
With the engine still running he could already hear the sound of heavy machinery on the far 
side of the warehouse and his heart sank into his gut.

Too late…
Can’t be.

Jeff jumped out of the car, leaving the engine running and the door wide open and took off on 
foot around the edge of the warehouse. 
Mark saw Jeff first and ran to meet him, a huge smile on 
his face. “You come to see the start of something great,” 
he said, the smile slipping as Jeff’s expression became 
clear.
“Do you ever answer your fucking calls?” Jeff yelled in 
Mark’s face.
“Only when it rings,” Mark answered aggressively, 
shrugging away from Jeff. “What’s your fucking 
problem?”

Jeff ignored the question and stormed away from Mark, 
heading straight for the front of the warehouse and 
sighed with relief.

Still there…
Jeff looked up once again at the painted face and 
frowned. 
Its changed…

It was still her face, but she had changed overnight. 
The smile was gone, replaced with a mouth shaped to 
form a silent scream. The front top teeth were missing 



and a trickle of red paint ran over her bottom lip. 
The eyes no longer held the same innocent beauty 
Jeff remembered so well. The left one was hidden 
behind a swollen eye lid, the flesh tone recreated 
with purples and blacks. The right eye stared out 
over the world blindly, the upper half flooded by 
ruptured blood vessels.
This can’t be happening…

Jeff could have been looking at a photograph, each 
and every wound clearer than memory could have 
ever served. This was the way she had looked as 
Jeff had shovelled soil over her face, filling in the 
unmarked grave that no relative would ever visit.
Someone knows…

All Jeff needed was a name and he searched the 
area of wall around the face, knowing it would be 

there. It had to be. They always tagged their work, but Jeff couldn’t find it. 
If not around the picture then within it.

Jeff let his gaze move slowly over her face, tracing every spray painted line, looking deeply 
into every area of shaded colour. It was a puzzle meant for Jeff only and he would solve it. He 
worked his way down, from the top of her head to her chin and then began the journey back yet 
still he found no name… no tag… nothing to go on.

Jeff finally turned away from the building and marched away, not looking back as the wrecking 
ball began its swing, but taking satisfaction of the sound as it crumbled bricks and mortar. He 
marched straight passed Mark and headed back to the car, he had to get away and release the 
tension. Maybe find someone new to spend some special time with.
Its been a while…
I deserve it.

The tiniest of smiles cracked Jeff’s face, the prospect of going in search of a perfect beauty 
almost cheering him up. The mood was quickly shattered as he rounded the rear end of the 
huge warehouse and was confronted with the empty waste ground.

Where’s the fucking car?
  
Ruth was worried about Jeff. 
The previous night had been 
a surprise, a pleasant one 
and everything had been 
going so well until they’d 
reached the tube. His entire 
mood had changed just like 
that and he had been quiet 
ever since. Having the car 
stolen had done little to 
improve his state of mind and 
he sat in his office drinking 
all afternoon. It was now 
early evening and the bottle 



was down to the last quarter when the phone rang.
“Jeff, its for you,” Ruth shouted up to the office.
“Who is it?” Jeff asked gruffly as he stumbled down the stairs.
“The Police.”
“About fucking time,” Jeff snapped and snatched the phone from Ruth, waving her way as he 
raised it to his ear.

“This is Jeff Reardon,” he grumbled. “You found it yet?” He listened for a moment. “I 
understand.” He gripped the phone until his knuckles turned white. “No, that won’t be 
necessary. I’ll arrange to have it collected.” Jeff hung up the phone and immediately reached 
for his jacket.
“You going to be alright, dear?” Ruth asked from the kitchen doorway.
“Going out.”
“Where?”
“None of your fucking business.” Jeff walked out the front door and slammed it behind himself.
  *    *    *
The officer had given Jeff the address of where the car had been dumped. He’d had no need 
to write it down. He knew it well. His company had put in a tender for the design work on the 
new Olympic site and he’d scouted the area whilst researching the project. They hadn’t got the 
contract but Jeff knew the area inside out.
Taking the tube would have saved time, but Jeff needed to think so he walked. Things were 
getting out of hand and he had to bring it to an end sooner rather than later. When he found the 
person responsible he’d teach them not to fuck with Jeff Reardon

The car had been left where Jeff would see it upon his approach, displayed like a work of art 
in a gallery… a gallery that was intended for Jeff alone. The car was stood in the centre of a 
concrete desert and surround by three walls. The scene was lit by cracked street lamps, a dirty 
orange glow that gave it a sense of the unreal.
The walls featured the faces and more of each stranger he had ever spent his special time with. 
It was a mural history of each life he had taken when the need had become too much to deny.



So many…

Jeff had never kept count of 
his conquests… never taken 
a souvenir. He liked to think 
that each one night stand was 
just that, a few hours with that 
special person and then back 
to normal life. He wanted no 
reminders of how it had felt to 
be with each beauty. Reminders 
tended to dilute the experience. 
Now he was reminded from 
every angle and they all looked 
down at him with accusations 
and hatred for what he had 
reduced them to.
But it was the car that was 
the coup de grace. She had 
been rendered as if sprawled across the body of the vehicle. Her head was on the hood, her 
hair draped lusciously over the wing and across the wheels. Her pert breasts covered the 
windscreen, the nipples seeming standing proud of the glass. Her flat stomach arched across 
the roof and her legs dangled wide down the rear of the car, revealing her damp sex.

Jeff walked closer, eager to reach out and touch her once again.
“Beautiful, wasn’t she?” asked a male voice from the shadows.
“What do you want?” Jeff didn’t bother to look around.
“I want nothing from you.” The voice replied. “I just paint them… give them new life.”
“Then why am I here?” Jeff shouted.
“Because it is what they wanted,” explained the voice. 
“What the hell does that mean?”
“Ask them,” the voice whispered. “Only they know.”
Jeff stepped closer to the car, watching as the skin began to peel away, the paint bubbling as if 
heated from within and running down the bodywork, only to reveal the tender flesh beneath. 
He reached out and placed his hand on the roof of the car, his palm resting over the swirl of her 

belly button.
“What do you want from me?”
“To feel.” The reply came from all angles, a harmonic 
sigh that whispered to Jeff. 
“Why are you doing this?” Jeff cried out. “You were the 
special ones.”

“How dare you,” she snarled, her bloodied eyes snapping 
open and glaring at Jeff. “You had no right.”

Jeff staggered backwards, falling to his knees as tears 
blurred his vision yet he still saw her raise from the 
car, paint becoming flesh as she separated from the 
metal canvas. He swung his head from left to right and 
witnessed them all being reborn, climbing down from the 
walls and moving towards him.
“I loved you all,” Jeff sobbed, looking up into her eyes. 
“But I loved you the most.”



“Then let me return that love,” She hissed at Jeff, dropping to her knees and staring him in the 
face. “Let me show you how your love feels.” She thrust a hand forward, penetrating skin and 
muscle.

Jeff felt the searing pain in his gut and looked down at where her wrist disappeared into his 
torso, blood staining the white shirt only fresh on that morning. His mouth opened and closed 
but no sound came.
“Can you feel me inside?” She probed with cold fingers. “Is it good for you?” She leaned 
forward and ran her tongue along his check, the unnatural roughness feeling like a thousand 
barbs as it tore the skin away from the soft tissue under the surface.

They surrounded him, hands reaching out to tear at his clothes and skin just as he had with 
them. He wanted to scream but fingers pushed in around his Adam’s apple and pulled it free of 
this throat, holding it in front of him as he began to choke on his own blood. They continued to 
crowd in on him, suffocating him with their eagerness to return his perverse love. They tore at 
him with abandon, taking the flesh and returning to the walls with their trophies and smearing 
the remains over the concrete surface, using his fluids to paint a new picture.

The entire time she never left his side, holding him upright in her intimate embrace, waiting 
until he was truly naked, exposed as he had once exposed them.
“Enough,” she said, lifting Jeff to his feet and leading him towards the wall, bloody footprints 
left in his path.
“But I loved you,” Jeff coughed through a throat full of blood.

“You don’t know the meaning of love,” 
they said as one. “But you will come to 
learn the meaning of suffering.” She 
pushed Jeff against the gore smeared 
wall. The pain was like nothing Jeff 
had ever felt before and he finally 
managed to scream, spraying the air 
with a red mist as the sound bubbled 
up from his tattered windpipe. 

The scream died as he became one 
with the wall, the wet blood drying 
around him as his flesh bled into the 
concrete and he joined those he had 
once loved.





What Else Happened in

1989
January

4th 
Gulf of Sidra incident (1989): Two Libyan MiG-
23 “Floggers” are engaged and shot down by 2 US 
Navy F-14 Tomcats.
Saturday 7th
Akihito becomes Emperor of Japan.
Monday 9th
The Sega Genesis is released in New York, New 
York and Los Angeles, California
The Communist Party of Poland votes to legalize 
Solidarity.
20th 
George H. W. Bush succeeds Ronald Reagan as the 
41st President of the United States of America. 
Tuesday 24th
Serial killer Ted Bundy is executed in Florida’s 
electric chair.

February

Thursday 2nd
Soviet Invasion of Afghanistan: The last Soviet 
Union armored column leaves Kabul ending nine 
years of military occupation.
Satellite television service Sky Television plc is 
launched in Europe
Friday 3rd 
A military coup overthrows Alfredo Stroessner, 
dictator of Paraguay since 1954.
After a stroke, Pieter Willem Botha resigns his 
party’s leadership and the presidency of South 
Africa.
Tuesday 14th
The first of 24 satellites of the Global Positioning 
System is placed into orbit.
Union Carbide agrees to pay USD $470 million to 
the Indian government for damages it caused in the 
1984 Bhopal Disaster.
Iranian leader Ruhollah Khomeini encourages 
Muslims to kill The Satanic Verses author Salman 

Rushdie.
Wednesday 15th
Soviet Union invasion of Afghanistan: The Soviet 
Union officially announces that all of its troops had 
left Afghanistan.
Thursday 16th 
Pan Am flight 103: Investigators announce that the 
cause of the crash was a bomb hidden inside a radio-
cassette player.
24th
Ayatollah Ruhollah Khomeini places a US 
$3-million bounty on the head of The Satanic Verses 
author Salman Rushdie.

March

1st 
The Berne Convention, an international treaty on 
copyrights, is ratified by the United States.
A curfew is imposed in Kosovo, where protests 
continue over the alleged intimidation of the Serb 
minority.
3rd 
Portugal wins the FIFA U-20 World Cup, defeating 
Nigeria on the final by 2ñ0 in Riyadh, Saudi Arabia.
4th 
Time, Inc. and Warner Communications announce 



plans for a merger, forming Time Warner.
Thursday 9th
A strike forces financially-troubled Eastern Airlines 
into bankruptcy.
18th 
In Egypt, a 4,400-year-old mummy is found in the 
Great Pyramid of Giza.
22nd
Asteroid 4581 Asclepius approaches the Earth at a 
distance of 700,000 kilometers.
Thursday 23rd
A 1,000-foot diameter Near-Earth asteroid misses 
the Earth by 400,000 miles.
Stanley Pons and Martin Fleischmann announce that 
they have achieved cold fusion at the University of 
Utah.
24th 
Exxon Valdez oil spill: In Alaska’s Prince William 
Sound the Exxon Valdez spills 240,000 barrels (11 
million gallons) of oil after running aground.
Monday 27th
Generations, the first American soap opera to have 
an entire black family in its original core cast, 
commences telecasts on NBC.
29th 
The 61st Academy Awards are held at the Shrine 
Auditorium in Los Angeles, California, with Rain 
Man winning Best Picture.

April

Saturday 1st
Margaret Thatcher’s new local government tax, the 
Poll tax, is introduced in Scotland.
Sunday 2nd
Soviet leader Mikhail Gorbachev arrives in Havana, 
Cuba to meet with Fidel Castro in an attempt to 
mend strained relations.
Thursday 6th 
National Safety Council of Australia chief executive 
John Friedrich is arrested after defrauding investors 
to the tune of $235 million.
Friday 7th
Soviet submarine Komsomolets sinks in the Barents 
Sea off the coast of Norway after a fire. 42 sailors 
die.
Saturday 8th
South Africa In Johannesburg, the Progressive 
Federal Party, Independent party, National 
Democratic Movement and the force of “Ontevrede 
Afrikaners” or dissatisfied Afrikaners merged to 
form the Democratic Party.
Sunday 9th

Georgian demonstrators are massacred by Red Army 
soldiers in Tbilisi’s central square during a peaceful 
rally; 20 citizens are killed, many injured.
14th
The U.S. government seizes the Irving, CA Lincoln 
Savings and Loan Association; Charles Keating (for 
whom the Keating Five were named ñ John McCain 
among them) eventually goes to jail, as part of the 
massive 1980s Savings and Loan Crisis which costs 
U.S. taxpayers nearly $200 billion in bailouts, and 
many people their life savings.
Saturday 15th
Upon Hu Yaobang’s death, the Tiananmen Square 
protests of 1989 begin in the People’s Republic of 
China.
The Hillsborough disaster, one of the biggest 
tragedies in European football, claims the life of 96 
Liverpool supporters.
17th
Poland, Solidarity was again legalized and allowed 
to participate in semi-free elections on June 4.
21st
Students from Beijing, Shanghai, Xian, and Nanjing 
begin protesting in Tiananmen Square.
25th
The term of Baginda Almutawakkil Alallah Sultan 
Iskandar Al-Haj ibni Almarhum Sultan Ismail as the 
8th Yang di-Pertuan Agong of Malaysia ends.
Motorola introduces the Motorola MicroTAC 
Personal Cellular Telephone, then the world’s 
smallest mobile phone.

May

Monday 1st 
Disney-MGM Studios at Walt Disney World opens 
to the public for the first time.
Tuesday 2nd
The first crack in the Iron Curtain: Hungary 
dismantles 150 miles (240 km) of barbed wire 
fencing along the border with Austria.



Thursday 4th
Iran-Contra Affair: Former White House aide Oliver 
North is convicted of three crimes and was acquitted 
of nine other charges. The convictions, however, are 
later overturned on appeal.
19th 
Tiananmen Square protests of 1989: Zhao Ziyang 
meets the demonstrators in Tiananmen Square.
20th
Tiananmen Square protests of 1989: The Chinese 
government declares martial law in Beijing.
26th
Arsenal wins the First Division league title against 
Liverpool, with a goal from Michael Thomas in the 
last minute of the last game of the season.
30th
Tiananmen Square protests of 1989: The 10 m (33 
ft) high Goddess of Democracy statue is unveiled in 
Tiananmen Square by student demonstrators.
An attempted assassination of Miguel Maza 
Marquez, director of the Departamento 
Administrativo de Seguridad (DAS) in Bogotá, 
Colombia is committed by members of the Medellín 
Cartel, who kill 4 and injure 37.

June

Saturday 3rd
The government of China sends troops to force 
protesters out of Tiananmen Square after seven 
weeks of occupation.
Sunday 4th 
The Tiananmen Square massacre takes place in 
Beijing on the army’s approach to the square, and 
the final stand-off in the square is covered live on 
television.
Solidarity’s victory in Polish elections is the first 
of many anti-communist revolutions in Central and 
Eastern Europe in 1989.
Wednesday 7th
1989 - At 01:23:45 AM the time and date by US 
reckoning was 01:23:45 6/7/89. This was also true 
12 hours later excepting 24-hour time.
12th
The Corcoran Gallery of Art removes Robert 
Mapplethorpe’s gay photography exhibition.
16th
A crowd of 250,000 gathers at Heroes Square in 
Budapest for the historic reburial of Imre Nagy, the 
former Hungarian prime minister who had been 
executed in 1958.
21st
British police arrest 250 people for celebrating the 

summer solstice at Stonehenge.
The U.S. Supreme Court rules in Texas v. Johnson 
that flag burning is protected speech under the 
United States Constitution.
22nd 
Ireland’s first universities established since 
independence in 1922, Dublin City University and 
the University of Limerick, open.
Friday 23rd
The movie Batman is released in the United States.

July

Thursday 6th
1989 - At 01:23:45 AM, the time and date by British 
reckoning was 01:23:45 6/7/89. This was also true 
12 hours later excepting 24-hour time.
14th
France celebrates the 200th anniversary of the 
French Revolution.
Saturday 15th
Punk rock band Bad Religion releases their sixth 
album, No Control.
Tuesday 25th
Rock/Hip-hop trio The Beastie Boys release the 
classic Paul’s Boutique.
Wednesday 26th
A federal grand jury indicts Cornell University 
student Robert T. Morris, Jr. for releasing a 
computer worm, thus becoming the first person to 
be prosecuted under the 1986 Computer Fraud and 
Abuse Act.
31st
Nintendo releases the Game Boy portable video 
game system in North America.

August

Tuesday 8th



STS-28: The Space Shuttle Columbia takes off on a 
secret five-day military mission.
Wednesday 9th
Kaifu Toshiki becomes Prime Minister of Japan.
16–17th
Woodstock ‘89 festival.
Saturday 19th
Polish president Wojciech Jaruzelski nominates 
Solidarity activist Tadeusz Mazowiecki to be the first 
non-communist Prime Minister in 42 years.
23rd
Two million indigenous people of Estonia, 
Latvia and Lithuania, then still occupied by the 
Soviet Union, join hands to demand freedom and 
independence, forming an uninterrupted 600 km 
human chain called the Baltic Way.
Hungary removes border restrictions with Austria.
All of Australia’s 1,645 domestic airline pilots resign 
over an airline’s move to sack and sue them over a 
dispute.
Friday 25th
Mayumi Moriyama becomes Japan’s first female 
cabinet secretary.
Voyager II passes the planet Neptune and its moon 
Triton.

September

5th 
U.S. President George H. W. Bush holds up a bag of 
cocaine purchased across the street at Lafayette Park, 
in his first televised speech to the nation.
6th
The South African general election, 1989 (the last 
under apartheid) returns the National Party with a 
much-reduced majority.
20th
F. W. de Klerk is sworn in as State President of 
South Africa.
Monday 11th
President George H. W. Bush delivers a nationally 
televised speech in which he threatens the use of 
force to remove Iraqi soldiers from Kuwait, which 
Iraq had recently invaded.
Saturday 30th
Foreign Minister of West Germany Hans-Dietrich 
Genscher’s speech from the balcony of the German 
embassy in Prague.

October

Monday 9th
In Leipzig, East Germany, 70,000 protesters demand 

the legalization of opposition groups and democratic 
reforms.
Friday 13th 
Mini-crash: The Dow Jones Industrial Average 
plunges 190.58 points, or 6.91 percent, to close at 
2,569.26, most likely after the junk bond market 
collapses.
19th 
The Guildford Four are freed after 14 years.
23rd 
The Hungarian Republic is officially declared by 
president Mátyás Szűrös (replacing the Hungarian 
People’s Republic).
Tuesday 24th
Televangelist Jim Bakker is sentenced to 45 years 
in prison and a 500,000 USD fine for defrauding 
investors of 3.7 million USD.
30th 
The qualification for the 1990 Football World Cup 
ends.

November

12th 
Brazil holds its first free presidential election 
since 1960. This marks the first time that all Ibero-
American nations, excepting Cuba, have elected 
constitutional governments simultaneously.
16th 
South African President F.W. de Klerk announces the 
scrapping of the Separate Amenities Act.
17th 
Cold War – Velvet Revolution: A peaceful student 
demonstration in Prague, Czechoslovakia is severely 
beaten back by riot police. This sparks a revolution 
aimed at overthrowing the Communist government 
(it succeeds on December 29).
Cold War: East Germany opens checkpoints in the 



Berlin Wall, allowing its citizens to travel freely 
to West Germany for the first time in decades 
(November 17 celebrates Germans began tearing the 
wall down).
Monday 20th
Velvet Revolution: The number of peaceful 
protestors assembled in Prague, Czechoslovakia 
swells from 200,000 the day before to an estimated 
half-million.
22nd
In West Beirut, a bomb explodes near the motorcade 
of Lebanese President Rene Moawad and kills him.
Tuesday 28th
In the face of protests the Communist Party of 
Czechoslovakia announces they will give up their 
monopoly on political power.
30th 
Deutsche Bank board member Alfred Herrhausen 
is killed by a bomb (the Red Army Faction claims 
responsibility for the murder).

December

Friday 1st
Cold War: East Germany’s parliament abolishes the 
constitutional provision granting the communist 
party the leading role in the state.
Sunday 3rd
Cold War: In a meeting off the coast of Malta, US 
President George H. W. Bush and Soviet leader 
Mikhail Gorbachev release statements indicating that 
the cold war between their nations may be coming 
to an end (some commentators from both nations 
exaggerated the wording and independently declared 
the Cold War over).
Thursday 7th

Chile holds its first free election in 16 years.
10th
Tsakhiagiyn Elbegdorj announces the establishment 
of Mongolia’s democratic movement, that peacefully 
changes the second oldest communist country into a 
democratic society
15th 
Drug baron José Gonzalo Rodríguez Gacha is killed 
by Colombian police.
Saturday 16th
The Romanian Revolution begins in the city of 
Timi&#351;oara as a protest against an attempt to 
evict a dissident priest.
Sunday 17th
The Romanian Revolution begins in Timişoara 
when rioters break into the Committee Building and 

cause extensive vandalism. Their attempts to set the 
buildings on fire are foiled by military units.
Wednesday 20th
Operation Just Cause: United States sends troops 
into Panama to overthrow government of Manuel 
Noriega
21th 
Nicolae Ceausescu addresses an assembly of some 
110,000 people outside the Parliament Palace in 
Bucharest. The crowd begin to protest against 
Ceausescu and he orders in the army to attack the 
protesters.
22nd
After a week of bloody demonstrations, Ion Iliescu 
takes over as president of Romania, ending the 
communist dictatorship of Nicolae Ceauşescu, who 
flees his palace in a helicopter to escape inevitable 
execution after the palace was invaded by rioters. 
The Romanian troops, who yesterday had followed 
Ceausescu’s orders to attack the demonstrators, 
change sides and join the uprising.
25th 
Romanian leader Nicolae Ceauşescu and his wife 
Elena are executed by military troops after being 
found guilty of crimes against humanity.
Bank of Japan governors announce a major interest 
rate hike, eventually leading to the peak and fall of 
the bubble economy.
Friday 29th
On the final day of trading for the year and decade, 
the Japanese Nikkei 225 Average closes at an all-
time high of 38,915.87.
Václav Havel is elected president of Czechoslovakia.

Riots break-out after Hong Kong decides to forcibly 
repatriate Vietnamese refugees.

Nikkei 225 for Tokyo Stock Exchange hits its all-
time intra-day high of 38,957.44 and closing high at 
38,915.87.





Genesis ‘89 Chapter of Chapters
21 January 1989

Although the partnership with Sunrise had 
helped propel our companies to this pinnacle 
today, Genesis was now free to be exactly 
what we wanted it to be. We were by no means 
restricted by Sunrise, looking back I truly feel 
this union between our companies was the 
strongest of all partnerships formed between 
Acid House promoters, though in later 
months Genesis would also join with another 
warehouse legend. The scene had already 
been pronounced as evil by a popular tabloid 
newspaper and mainstream documentary 
production companies who’d normally focus 
their programming on arms dealing, politics, 
terrorism and the like, now drew their avid 
attention to Acid House. They claimed it posed 
a severe threat to the sanity of the youth or 
society as a whole. Fear is their staunchest 
ally and as past campaigns had clearly shown 
is their supreme field of excellence. None 
the less, things were starting to get slightly 
warm for us. The police had been duped on 
several occasions, it wouldn’t be long before 
they caught on or nabbed me. We had to 
form a decisive plan of action which ensured 
our parties couldn’t be stopped. Our first 
decision was to locate at least two venues so 
that in the event of an emergency, we could 
swap warehouses instead of calling the party 
off. We could hire enough equipment and 
staff to manage both buildings including the 
production. It was worth the double costs and 
some peace of mind. 
During the week I’d heard the shattering 
news that my primary school friend Gurkan 
had died from the effects of taking MDMA. It 
was very upsetting as he’d been out with the 
lads the night before and arrived home in 
perfect health but didn’t wake from his sleep. 
We knew it was drug related as Gurkan was 
quite a fit lad. Of course the hospital found 
substances in his system but said he died of 
other symptoms. No-one actually dies directly 
from MDMA consumption as it affects the 
body indirectly and can lead to a host of other 
health issues. Politics aside my school and 

raving buddy had crossed to the other side. 
The funny thing is that none of us for a single 
moment thought of stopping taking the drug. 
We planned to drop MDMA in his memory and 
have the time of our lives in his name.  Lasers 
will write Gurkan across walls and screamed 
aloud as we peaked on ecstasy.
 ‘This ones for you Gurkan, we love you 
brother’
Our first week was very productive, we’d 
found two buildings within days. The best of 
them was the last warehouse at the end of an 
industrial road set by the River Lea. Close to 
a variety of dual carriageways leading onto 
motorways which linked the entire country. 
Its a strategic nightmare for law enforcement, 
where we on the other hand, had full control 
over when and how the masses reached 
selected locations. A huge enclosed yard went 
around the building and could hold a hundred 
or so vehicles. We were trying to look inside 
the warehouse when a voice close behind us 
said, 
 ‘Can I help you?’  

We turned around to see a man on a bike 
pedalling out of a small metal gateway that led 
to the river. We asked whether he knew who 
owned the building but he didn’t, and pointed 
to a caravan parked further up the road. We 



walked towards the caravan and a scruffy 
security guard came out to greet us.
‘Excuse me’ I said ‘I wonder if you can tell us 
who owns this building?’
‘I’m sorry, I can’t help you there’ he answered. 
‘It’s been empty for over a year and nobody 
goes in or out’

I felt my pulse quickening.
‘Look, can we be straight with you?’
‘Yeah!’
‘We organise special music business parties 
in warehouses like this and we’re looking for 
a venue to stage our next show. If we were to 
give you £100 to turn a blind eye on Saturday 
next week, what would your reaction be?’
‘Oh, I’m not sure about that, mate. I might get 
into trouble. You’ll have to speak to Martin 
first’ 
‘Who’s Martin?’
‘He lives on one of those houseboats down 
there’ he pointed to the gates ‘and he speaks 
for everyone along this stretch of river’

‘Can you introduce us to him?’ asked Keith. ‘If 
you both agree with our plan, we’ll give you 

the money up front’

The chap took us through the gate towards 
a shabby houseboat, which looked virtually 
incapable of staying afloat. The guard shouted, 
and after a couple of minutes a head popped 
out of the wooden entrance to the floating 
nightmare. Surprisingly, the interior was 
clean, decorated bohemian style and pretty 
comfortable. There were giant cushions on 
the floor, ornaments from India on the shelves, 
and the smell of incense in the air. Ambient 
melodies played on a small cassette player 
in the background.  Martin was the image 
of a sixties hippy, a man who was totally in 
touch with the world and at one in his heart. 
He introduced us to his beautiful African 
girlfriend and motioned for us to sit on the 
cushions. On the table was a huge bong. 
We pulled blocks of hash from each of our 
pockets and put them on the table. As Martin 
began preparing the home-made water 
bong, we explained what we had planned 
for the warehouse and claimed we expected 
a thousand people. Martin thought it was 
a fantastic idea so was right up for it. The 



only problem 
he thought we’d 
have was that 
the other boat 
owners might not 
appreciate any 
noise and hassle. 
Keith suggested 
we should pay for everyone to go away for the 
weekend and Martin’s eyes lit up.

‘Yeah, that would be cool’ he said.

There were nine other houseboats moored 
together we agreed to give each owner £200 
towards a weekend break. If Martin could 
make the arrangements we’d give him a 
monkey soon as we got the all clear. Martin 
asked if we’d seen the building’s interior and 
said that he’d show it to us but not before a hit 
from his well-packed bong. 
A single doorway led inside the vast building. 
Martin gave it a boot and Pandora swung 
open. Wow! This was fantastic! The place was 
the size of six full-size football pitches with a 
ceiling that went up and up. This was perfect 
for a full-on lighting show. It was definitely 
the best gaff we’d ever seen. Our members 
were going to love what we had in store for 
them. Keith and I thanked Martin for his time 
saying we’d return with everybody’s money 
in a couple of days. We drove away screaming 
and shouting as we knew that this was the one 
that would guarantee our name in the dance 
party hall of fame. This event would put us on 
the very top of the world map of illegal party 
promoters. We returned to the houseboat 
two days later with everyone’s cash. Martin 

was very happy 
as we must have 
seemed like two 
wise men bearing 
gifts! Little did 
he know what 
lies ahead. We’d 
told him that a 

thousand people were coming, but really 
we expected a full house. The venue could 
comfortably hold 8,000 party people in one 
huge empty space.  We were so excited about 
the find that we forgot to check if the electrics 
were operational. In order for us to fill this 
venue we needed to think more radically. 
The building would look empty if we couldn’t 
draw at least five thousand people. This 
wasn’t a game any more. Events over the last 
few weeks had already proven that. We had 
hired mercenaries watching our backs and 
everyone on the scene shaking our hands. It 
was surreal but as real as things get in such 
scenarios. The raver inside had become 
shadowed by a rebellious physique that 
prepared to reach all extremes to ensure the 
party actually happens. The age of discos and 
nightclubs were dead, our calling had long 
arrived this was the future. 
We studied some maps that cover a five-mile 
radius of the venue and selected potential 
hotspots for utilisation in our operation against 
law enforcement. If the meeting points get 
crashed by police we’d move to a nearby 
location and give details too all vehicles in 
the vicinity.  If the convoys face roadblocks 
we’d send someone ahead of the police line 
and direct traffic to another meeting point or 
if there’s enough people straight to venue. 



Today’s promoters will laugh to hear we 
only printed a thousand flyers for the event, 
which we thought was quite a lot. We’d never 
printed more than five hundred flyers before 
so it seemed like bundles. We also decided to 
record a special 40-second radio commercial 
for the pirate stations. I used the anthem 
Pacific State as a soundtrack and recorded it 
at Noise Gate Studios in South East London. I 
wrote a script and presented it to the studio’s 
voice-over specialist, but wasn’t happy with 
the result and asked him to put a bit more 
life into his voice. Insulted by this request, he 
replied that I should do it myself if I thought I 
could do better! I’d never spoken into a studio 
microphone before so I felt embarrassed, 
but grabbed the mic and gave it a crack.  My 
chosen backing track always conjured up 
great memories, so in a slow and clear voice I 
started to read from my hand-written script:
In a secret location, somewhere in London, 
Genesis ‘89 proudly presents the Chapter 
of Chapters.  An invitation to all Genesis 
members and veterans.  Entertainment will be 
supplied by an all-star DJ lineup, including: 
Fabio, Grooverider, Mickey Finn, Tony Wilson, 
Dem 2 and Bones.
A production of the highest quality includes 
60k of turbo-sound, lasers, special effects 
and cinematic-sized projections. For the 
information hotline, please stay tuned. 
Genesis ‘89 is live and kicking.

I knew the take was prefect I felt every word. 
The engineer Danny Gee was most impressed 
and so was their VO specialist. We went all 
out to promote this event through every 
avenue open to us, including all the regular 

club nights and small parties around town. 
We placed flyers in record and clothes shops. 
Promotion wasn’t very hard because everyone 
had heard of the party and planned to attend 
anyway.
 On party night we arrived like clockwork at 
the large loading-bay shutter. It was only then 
that we realised the electricity source hadn’t 
been checked. We found the fusebox smashed 
to bits, with all the fuses missing! Fuck, fuck, 
fuck, how did we forget that?! We got WD on 
the blower and fortunately found him at home 
on the other side of the water. It would take 
him at least an hour to reach us and that’s if 
he drove like the wind. There was nothing 
we could do but wait in the hope he could 
actually fix our problem. During the previous 
week we’d met another chap named Martin 
who owned a lighting company and had two 
lasers for hire. I’d only heard of the promoters 
Unit 4 using lasers in a warehouse but not on 
the scale that we had planned. I booked him 
for the weekend immediately. Lasers added a 
new dimension and created fantastic special 
effects in a nightclub. Imagine the atmosphere 
this could generate in a huge warehouse full 
of people! Top fucking buzz! Martin arrived 
quickly sussing that something was amiss why 
else didn’t we have electricity. He threatened 
to leave straight away until I persuaded him to 
stay by promising an extra £500. Fortunately, 
If the laser got confiscated, I told him, all he 
had to do was produce a receipt and collect 
the equipment from the nearest police station. 
If they wouldn’t give it back, we’d pay for 
the fucker. Twenty grand? Sweet, he’d have 
it by morning.  We always carried a float of 
five grand or more, just in case the party got 
stopped. Certain people still have to get paid 
this was their bread and butter, just because 
we’d lost out didn’t mean everyone else 
should. Five jib would keep them quiet until 
Monday, if we didn’t have any money at all 
there’d be a scream up. I gave him £1800 for 
one night’s rental, which was a lot, but what the 
hell we had fucking lasers!
I turned the car stereo on to break the 
tension of impatiently awaiting WD, the first 
tune was Your Love by Jamie Principle, a fine 
instrumental number with the vocal ‘I want 
your love’ woven throughout its rhythm.  This 
is one of the first House tracks released from 
Chicago’s pioneering producers on the 



Chicago Trax label. We didn’t have to worry 
about cops turning up because the night 
watchman had taken an extra bung of a bottle 
of whisky and had a walkie-talkie to alert us if 
anyone approached the road. We could make 
as much noise as we wanted. The next track 
was ‘I need a little bit, got to have a little bit, 
I need a little bit, of respect’ a wicked tune. 
Our phones were off, and for a brief moment 
I found myself lost in music.  Banging on the 
shutter doors brought us back to the present. 
I called the night watchman on the walkie 
talkie he told me that he’d been calling for 
five minutes to tell me a black guy in a red 
car had pulled into the yard. Phew! It was WD. 
I ran around to open the door and showed 
him the fuse box.  WD said it was so bad he 
wasn’t sure it could be fixed, but would do 
his best to sort it. Time was quickly running 
out, it was 6.20p.m. We needed to start setting 
the equipment up despite having no lights or 
power. I decided we should start the engines 
on all cars. I figured the full headlight beams 
of vehicles lined up together were better than 
nothing. We’d give everybody petrol money 

to compensate later, and at least this way their 
car batteries wouldn’t run down.

 While Keith, Andrew and the lads set things 
up, I called our back-up crew. The lads were 
plotted to crash the secondary building 
awaiting instructions.  Their equipment wasn’t 
up to our usual standards but could do the 
job at a push. The big advantage of our back-
up crew was they didn’t give a fuck who 
owned the building. They’d manage the entire 
operation remotely from breaking into the 
building to setting the equipment up. As long 
as we gave them a wage they’d do anything. 
The back-up warehouse had electricity and 
wasn’t too far away.  We’d have to recruit 
guides to lead people to the location some 
half hour drive from here. Our main concern 
for this building was it only held two thousand 
people, potentially it had the capability of 
bringing chaos into the surrounding area 
but for tonight it was this or nothing.  I told 
the boys to set out for the building and call 
me once they got there, and then went to see 
how WD was getting on. He said the fuse box 



looked pretty bad, but could be fixed if he 
went to pick up some parts from a friend’s 
place in South London. By then it was 7p.m. 
In another two hours thousands would be at 
the meeting point just fifteen minutes down 
the road. We had to act fast. The nearest street 
lamp was a long way away we knew if we 
wired up to that lamp we’d be spotted straight 
away. WD promised it wouldn’t take him more 
than an hour and an half to go and return with 
the missing parts, and it wouldn’t be long after 
that before full electricity would be restored. 
He made a sharp exit. 
The production crews meanwhile were doing 
rather well most of their equipment was 
already in place. We didn’t have a ladder high 
enough to reach the ceiling, so many of the 
lights were attached to fixtures or fittings. Our 
lasers will fill the top half of the venue with its 
bright green and blue beams. It just needed 
plugging in. Martin entered the building 
insisting we took a hit from his bong. This we 
did before he scurried off towards the exit 
waving as he went. He’s a kind man I knew 
he’d truly appreciate this induction and felt 
quite chuffed we’d made that link. We took 
stock of our situation. We were standing in 
a warehouse with no fucking electricity and 
less than two hours to get our shit together 
before thousands of people congregated at 
the meeting point. Another concern however 
slight was the fact that this building was only 
fifteen minutes away from the police station 
which held Andrew and myself merely weeks 

ago. There’s a very strong possibility the area 
would be governed by the same police chief. 
If he arrived it was certainly over for me.
‘Wayne’ crackled the watchman over the 
walkie-talkie ‘the guy in the red car is driving 
into the yard’
.
‘Yes! It’s WD!’ yelled Andrew.

Our sparky came running through with fuses 
in hand, stuck them into their slots, and behold 
we had lights. The adrenaline spread from my 
brain and filled my tired soul with energy. My 
promoter’s nerves had all but disappeared, 
as our pre-designed twilight zone was 
about to Go Live. The lasers fired into their 
programmed routines and looked quite 
amazing, this was really going to set the pace.

‘Wayne! Emergency, emergency!’ crackled the 
radio ‘two police cars are heading your way’

‘Listen up folks, its pretty obvious we don’t 
have permission to be in this building,
I can assure you that as far as the police are 
concerned I have enough documentation to 
convince them we hired the building through 
the correct channels.  Its worked for several 
weeks now and I guarantee it will work now. 
You’re all on double-bubble if you play the 
game. It’s important that no-one here lets on 
we crashed the building. If they take your 
equipment I promise we’ll get it all back for 
you regardless if we had permission to be 
here or not. As far as law enforcement are 
concerned this is a film shoot for a TV film.  If 
they ask questions, send them to me.’

I walked to the warehouse shutters and began 
opening them. As I did so, three policemen 
stepped underneath the barrier. The interior 
lights were off as the lasers and lights did 
their test runs. Before I could say a word, one 
of them commented on how fantastic the lights 
looked, and walked into a position where he 
could get a better view.



‘Who are you?’ asked one of the officers 
transfixed on the laser ‘and who’s in charge?’
At that time in my life I’d never really listen 
to my intuition on such matters though on 
this occasion something told me I needed a 
watertight story tonight. An inner voice said to 
tell them my real name.
‘Hi, I’m Wayne Anthony from Channel Four’ I 
replied ‘It’s my responsibility to manage and 
maintain this site for my boss Janet Street 
Porter (Head of Youth Programming).
‘Oh really? The one who did that program 
years ago, on Sundays?’ he asked.

‘Yeah, that’s her. She’s come a long way 
since those days. She manages most of the 
programmes on Channel Four now’
 ‘So where are the cameras?’  
‘The camera equipment and production crew 
are arriving within the next three hours. For 
the moment, we’re just finishing the set’ 
‘Our chief will be here shortly’ he informed 
me ‘Tell him what you’ve told us, and 
everything will be fine.  The lighting show 
looks great. How long has all this stuff taken to 
put up?’
‘The lighting and sound technicians have 
been here all week. Now, I hope you don’t 
think I’m being rude but I have some work 
to be getting on with. Please feel free to look 
around the building’

I went back to the main entrance, where Keith 
was talking with WD. He’d been on the phone 
to the back-up crew, I checked how things 
were going at the other warehouse.  They 
only had to attach some lights and position 
the sound system we didn’t expect much 
else. It was 8.15p.m. Hundreds of people 
were already gathering at the meeting point, 
so we dispatched our meet and greet team 
immediately. Flashing lights stopped in front 
of the shutters, car doors slammed shut, and in 
walked a flat-cap flanked by ten coppers. The 
main lighting was now on and the full extent 
of our work was on display. As I made my 
way across the warehouse, I heard one of the 
policemen tell the chief what a fantastic light 
show we had. Before I could say a word, the 
same officer asked me to show his boss the 
special effects. I called for someone to hit the 
light switch and laser beams pierced the dark 

warehouse interior and went into one of their 
programmed routines.

‘Are you doing that on purpose?’ the police 
chief asked.
‘Doing what, exactly?’
‘Switch the main lights on immediately!’ he 
ordered.
I did.

‘Who are you, and what are you doing here?’ 
His eyes locked on to mine as if searching for 
tell tale signs of a person caught in a lie.

‘My name is Wayne Anthony. I’m special 
projects manager for Channel Four. We’re 
shooting a scene for use in a future film 
production to be screened on Channel Four’ 

‘A film for Channel Four? Where are the 
cameras?’ 
‘The production team arrives at midnight. 
We’re shooting the entire scene with 
technologically advanced camera’s that 
allow us full interaction with the extras on the 
ground’ 



‘Do you have paperwork to that effect?’
‘I have a copy of the lease relating to use of 
the venue, all production contracts are at the 
office’
I decided not to give him the document spill 
and stay focused on the fact that we had 
permission from the owners. I handed the 
Mickey Mouse lease to the chief.

‘Would you mind stepping outside, please, 
sir?’ the chief requested politely.
‘Is there a problem?’ I asked in a stern voice 
‘You realise you’re standing on private 
property?’
‘You are not under arrest, sir. I would merely 
like a private talk with you alone and not your 
entire workforce’
I agreed, and led the inspector out the 
entrance into the yard. There were around 
400 people standing in a neat line against the 
warehouse wall. They fell silent as we walked 
through the door and over to a perimeter 
fence, where we couldn’t be heard.

‘What did you say your full name and address 
were?’ he grilled me.
‘My name is Wayne Anthony and please 
don’t try to play games with me,’ I bluffed 
‘your intimidation tactics won’t work. If you 
have a problem, then let’s hear it. My legal 
department live for moments like this, they 
take no prisoners believe me. I don’t have the 
time or the patience to play your game’ 

‘Now look here, Wayne, I’m not stupid. You’re 
not from Channel Four and there’s no filming 
happening here tonight. Before you say 
anything else, I know exactly what’s going on 
and how much money is exchanging hands. 
Are you telling me my information is wrong, 
Wayne?’ 

‘You are as far from the truth as we are from 
the beach,’ I said ‘I can see we’re going to 
have a problem here so I’m calling my lawyer. 
You have no idea what your starting. My 
company is represented by some of the best 
law firms in the world.’

‘I find you very cocky 
and irritating, young 
man,’ said the inspector. 
‘I’m trying to solve this 
situation as best I can. 
Don’t threaten me like 
some common constable. 
I could be the biggest 
spanner in the works 
you’ve ever encountered.’
‘I am from Channel Four,’ I repeated, slowly. 
‘We are shooting a scene for a TV film. 
You’ve seen the hire lease, and everything 
is in order. My cocky and irritating attitude, 
as you call it, derives from representing a 
powerful company, who will not take kindly 
to a paranoid and interfering police chief. 
I respect you and the law you stand for, but 
please go and play with somebody else.’
‘OK, Wayne, is there anyone standing in that 
queue of people who could confirm your 
name to me?’ he asked

I looked at all the people waiting to be let 
inside and scanned the faces, trying to find 
somebody I knew. A mate of mine from the 
East End was halfway down the line so I called 
him over.

‘Crimble! I know this is an unusual request but 
I need you to tell the inspector my full name?’ 
I asked.  
‘Nah, sorry, I don’t wanna get involved,’ he 
said.  ‘
Honest, it’s really ok! If you don’t tell him, he’s 
going to stop the shoot.’
Crimble looked at me for a sign. I nodded.
‘I think its Wayne something,’ he said. ‘Wayne 
Anthony. Can I go now?’
‘Excellent, you shouldn’t be standing in line, 
go straight to the front, Keith’s there, I’ll see 
you in a minute’

‘How many people do you expect tonight?’ the 
inspector demanded.



‘We have 800 extras plus a crew of a hundred.’

‘Let me inform you, Mr Anthony, the time is 
now 9p.m. I will leave, and return by 11p.m. 
with a full riot squad.  If there are any more 
than 900 people here you will be held 
personally responsible and promptly escorted 
to a police cell awaiting charges. I don’t 
like you, or what you represent. If I find any 
untruths in what you’ve told me I shall see to it 
that you serve a prison sentence.  Believe me; 
I know a lot more judges than you do.’

The police chief signaled the other officers 
to clear out. I’d never given my real name 
before but something told me that I should, 
though I did worry about comebacks. Yes! It 
was party time! I phoned the point man and 
told him to give everyone directions. I knew 
thousands of people were already there. The 
police had no idea they were coming to this 
warehouse and waited anxiously to see where 
they planned on going. Our command centre 
upstairs was operational, and the warehouse 
looked the nuts. The only problem was that 
the DJ hadn’t shown up yet so there was no 
music. Andrew had his record box in the boot 
of my car so I rushed out to get it. I brought 
the box inside, trying to entice my partners 
to play some tunes, but they and everyone 
else bottled it. Now, I’ve always been into 
music but never at any time wanted to be a 
DJ as the business of music and promoting 
was my thing.  The warehouse was quickly 
filling up with wide-eyed optimistic revellers 
that came with open hearts and open minds. 
There were about 3,000 people already, and 
no fucking DJ. A small crowd started clapping 
and within minutes the whole place echoed 

with people putting 
their hands together. 
Then the legendary 
chant rang out from 
all points in the 
building:

‘Aceeed, Aceeed, 
Aceeed, Aceeed, 
Aceeed, Aceeed,
Aceeed, Aceeed, 
Aceeed, Aceeed, 
Aceeed, Aceeed,
Aceeed, Aceeed’

It was clear that we had to do something 
pronto.  Nervously, I went to the decks, put 
the box on a table and searched through its 
contents for a track that I recognised. My 
first tune was Real Wild House, which has a 
wicked piano riff. The warehouse erupted and 
obligatory hands shot into the air as lasers 
displayed an imaginative routine of effects.
I had never tried mixing in my life and so 
simply faded the track into the next one, 
which was Seduction I was kicking butt. I 
could get used to this job! It’s not as hard as 
it looks. Andrew stepped up and took over as 
he had far better mixing ability than I did. He 
played Sueno Latino, In the Name of Love, and 
Ecstasy (Don’t do it) before letting the DJ, Tony 
Balearic Wilson take control. He mixed his first 
tune in perfectly. He played Jibro (Electra) 
followed by Flesh (Split Second).  Within an 
hour the warehouse was filled to capacity. I 
was so excited at what we’d accomplished in 
little over a week. I’d dreamed of this moment 
and will never forget dancing on top of the 
laser stand looking over the luv’d-up party 
animals. It brought back memories of a party 
I attended early 1988, Apocalypse Now, in a 
massive open plan warehouse in Hackney. 
Andrew had worked on that event and put 
my name on the guest-list.  The venue was 
far from filled and I remember thinking if I 
ever did a party I’d want to have it in a place 
like this. Months later I’m enacting that very 
dream except this building was so packed it 
bulged at the sides. I was so proud to know 



that Genesis would be regarded as one of the 
pioneering companies of that period. Our 
fifteen minutes had become an hour.  I went 
up to the office checking to see everything 
was running smoothly. It couldn’t have got any 
better, we had collected 72 grand from the 
door and 25 grand from the bar already. Keith 
was so busy counting the money that he didn’t 
make time to take our fortune to the safe 
house. The office had an en suite boardroom 
with a long, recently cleaned, wooden table 
where we were sorting all the wonger. A few of 
our mates were in the other room, sniffing out 
of ounce-bags of gear. There was a window 
which overlooked the yard where a load 
of cars were parked, and suddenly a white 
minibus came speeding past the window and 
into the last remaining tight space.
He shouldn’t have been there in the first place 
there was meant to be someone stopping 
vehicles from entering the private road. 
This idiot might have killed someone and, 
unluckily for him, we’d spotted them.  We 
ran downstairs and over to the van, whose 
occupants were getting themselves together 
and jumping out the vehicle.
‘Are you fucking stupid, or something?’ said 
Keith, grabbing the driver.

‘What have I done?’ he asked.

‘The lot of you, get back into your van and piss 
off, you pricks,’ screamed Keith. ‘Oh, please 
don’t chuck us out’ said one of the girls ‘we’re 
really sorry he drove like that. We’ve come all 
the way from Devon to be here tonight’
 ‘I don’t give a shit’ Keith argued ‘he’s lucky I 
don’t do him. If he’d run someone over, what 
would you be saying then?’
‘I’ll tell you what’ I butted in ‘you lot can go 
in. But you can fuck off, mate, and don’t come 
back’ 
‘But how are we going to get home?’ the girl 
asked. 

 ‘I don’t care. If he doesn’t start moving now, 
you can all go,’ Keith replied.
The rest of them opted to stay as the driver 
went on his way. If he were smart he’d just 
park down the road and come back, we had 
absolutely no chance of recognising him 
amongst so many faces.  I looked back up 
the busy private road leading to the main 
junction, which was crammed with parked 
cars. A traffic jam stretched as far as the eye 
could see. There’d been a minor crash and 
Keith and I made our way towards it. One car 
was embedded in the back of another vehicle, 
which turned out to belong to some of our 
mates, Rico, Mickey, Pondi, Gary, Rolle and 
Kenny, who were mad as hell.

The motorist who had crashed into them had 
done a runner and escaped the lads clutches, 
so they’d apprehended the passengers to try 
to find out where the driver lived. Neither 
car could be pushed out of the way so we all 
grabbed a piece and tried to heave them over.  
People were joining the lift and before long 
the vehicles were airborne and on the side of 
the road. Car horns and cheers filled the air. I 
glanced in the direction of the meeting point 
and saw the blue flashing lights of roughly ten 
police vans. Shit, time to go back inside!  We 
ran like Steve Austin, the bionic man back to 
the warehouse entrance. By now the vans were 
driving along the private road, weaving and 
dodging people as they approached the yard.
Our takings amounted to over a hundred 
grand, which was packed into cardboard 
boxes and placed in rucksacks. Six security 

guards 
with 
shooters 
escorted 
Andrew, 
Keith and 
I into the 
dance 
arena 
with the 
cash.  One 
of our 
boys was 
outside 
on the 
walkie-
talkie, 



monitoring police progress. There were 
roughly eight thousand party animals jumping 
for joy in the warehouse.  We stood, feeling 
paranoid, near a fire exit at the back of the 
building, with four big bags and a number of 
rucksacks filled with money. My earpiece was 
plugged into the walkie-talkie.
‘Wayne, there’s about 60 policemen in full 
combat kit approaching the door,’ crackled 
the radio.

‘I need to hear what’s being said. Try to get 
closer so we can hear what they’re saying. 
Walk into the reception and keep the radio 
keyed,’ I replied.

I tried to listen to what was happening, and 
heard the chief say,

‘Where is Wayne Anthony? I want to see him 
immediately. This party is coming to a close.’
 Fuck! We’d better get out of here, pronto, I 
thought. How can we get these bags of money 
past the Old Bill?  There was a group of girls 
dressed in dungarees and I went over and 
asked if they could help us out. I suggested 
stuffing wads of money into their clothes, and 
anything else that might conceal notes. They 
were happy to oblige, so I took them over to 
my boys who started handing over cash, which 
was being pushed into the girls’ knickers, 
bras, trouser legs and hats.  Keith was still 
listening to the radio. He said one of the 
doormen was pretending to look for us, and 
told me to listen in.
`Who’s responsible for turning the music off?’ 
asked the chief.

`Wayne is no longer on the premises,’ said our 
guy. `He’ll be back soon.’
`Right, you’d better take us to the person in 
charge of the PA system. This is all over,’ said 
the chief.
`You can’t do that, mate,’ said the security 
guard.
`This is private property. Have you got a 
warrant?’
`Are you taking responsibility for this fiasco?’ 
asked the chief.
`No, I’m just stating the facts.’
`Well, I don’t have to show you anything. Now 
take me to the source of the music before I 
lose my temper.’

`I’ll take you to the DJ stand, but it won’t do 
any good. Nobody will do anything without 
Wayne’s consent. He’s the boss,’ said the 
security guy. ‘He pays our wages so unless he 
says to switch it off, no one will touch it.’
`We’ll see about that. Let’s go.’

I needed a better view of the riot squad now 
entering the arena, I climbed a pipe attached 
to a wall.  One of the security pushed open 
the fire exit, but it caught the attention of 
three policemen standing just yards away and 
quickly slammed shut.  By now at least fifty 
riot cops were surrounding the DJ’s console. 
I got on the radio and asked someone to 
check outside for a clear fire exit. At that 
exact moment the music stopped. Nightmare! 
Everyone started booing and jeering. A large 
crowd began chanting ‘Party, party, party’ and 
thousands more picked up the cheer: ‘PARTY, 
PARTY, PARTY, PARTY!’ The sound bounced 
around the warehouse and echoed into the 
street like cup final day at Wembley.  How 



could they possibly stop this event? I thought.  
There were just too many of us. I headed for 
the DJ console and the army of riot police. The 
cry changed to ‘we want to dance’ the whole 
warehouse was shouting it.
The inspector knew this was a situation that 
could easily get out of hand and started 
moving his men towards the exit. They walked 
into the reception declaring that the party 
could continue but I would be held personally 
responsible. Within five minutes the police 
were gone and the crowd went crazy, jumping 
around and hugging one another.

I turned the microphone on and yelled, 
‘Genesis 1989!’ The DJ span Meltdown by 
Quartz and we all left our senses for a while. I 
shouted out again, ‘Genesis 1989.’ Everybody 
danced wildly with their hands in the air and 
began chanting: ‘Genesis, Genesis, Genesis.’ 
I looked at my partners and we screamed in 
each others’ faces:
‘Yesssss!’ For one moment we forgot about 
the security standing in the corner with more 
than a hundred large and got down to Donna 
Summer’s ‘I Feel Love’. After ten minutes 
we returned to the corner where even the 
security were boogieing and there’s no way 
on earth those boys had ever danced before. 
The electric atmosphere had rubbed off on 
them and they were going for it, as were the 
wedged-up girls. To me, this represented 
another prime example of how systematically 
programmed minds could be reconditioned 
and channeled towards a brighter future.  
Back in our command centre everything was 
running smoothly again and there was a huge 
queue of people waiting to come inside. I 
called the lads at the back-up venue to let 

them know what had happened and told them 
to pack their stuff up and come down for 
some wages. We had already collected the 
bar money of about thirty-five jib, which was 
added to the boxes. The phones were going 
like mad and rang non-stop for hours. A few 
of our friends were having a charlie session 
in one of the offices and a loved-up Martin 
was with them, rushing from his first E.  He 
couldn’t believe how he felt or the amount 
of people there were at the party and said 
it reminded him of attending all the major 
music festivals back in the sixties. In fact, he 
said it was better than Woodstock, and he’d 
never danced so much in his life. We sniffed 
some huge trench lines and a massive lump 
went down my throat. The buzz was so intense! 
Keith suggested we should take the money 
to Martin’s boat and leave some security with 
it. Then there was a knock at the door and 
virtually our entire security team entered the 
room.  They asked everybody but us to leave 
while we had an emergency meeting.
`What’s happening? Who’s watching the 
entrance?’ Keith asked.

`Listen, we need to talk about the money 
arrangements,’ one said.

`What money arrangements?’

`As we see it, we’re not being paid enough 
money to lay our lives on the line. We’ve 
heard whispers that another AWOL army unit 
is planning to rob you, and they’re a tough 
bunch of lads. They were in the Falklands the 
same as us, but this lot was the top unit on the 
force. Since then, they’ve been on a world tour. 
They arrived in England last week and they’ve 
been asking questions about us and the safe 
houses,’ said Dick.

`So what are you saying?’ asked Keith.
`It’s like this,’ Dick said. `You give us 25% of 
the door takings instead of flat wages and 
we’ll give you 24-hours-a-day protection 
against anybody that may cause you a 
problem. If the party gets stopped and there’s 
no money after everything has been paid, we 
don’t get
paid. That’s the deal.’ 

`It sounds like you’re scared of the other firm,’ 



Andrew says.

`We’re not frightened, if we come up against 
the unit it will be a bloody war. We want to be 
sure that we’re earning good money before 
we even think about it,’ he replied.
`What if we say no?’ said Keith.
`We walk out now with 25% of tonight’s 
takings and you’ll be on your own. We want 
your decision right now, before we go any 
further,’ he answered.

We analysed our predicament. We needed 
a good strong security team. The parties 
were now so big that would-be robbers 
knew there was some serious cash changing 
hands.  Although ninety nine percent of party 
people were fun loving, there was always 
that unpredictable one percent who could 
cause a problem. I could always recognise 
this minority because they’d all be standing 
together playing Charlie Big Potatoes. If we 
didn’t give Dick’s team their cut, the chances 
were that someone else would come along 
and want even more. I should have knocked it 
on the head right there and then, but we were 
hooked. The huge warehouse parties, smiley 
faces, adrenaline rushes and colossal amounts 
of money were too much to resist. Joe Public 
would never guess what was happening 
behind the scenes. We were earning illegal 
money because, in effect, the authorities had 
forced us underground. If we did it they’re 
way it may have taken years before dance 
parties were sanctioned by the government. 
This is happening here and now. We’d tried 
on many occasions to hire venues through the 
correct channels, but as soon as we mentioned 
a music business party, we got turned down 
flat. Nightclub licenses in the late eighties 
extended to 3.30 a.m. at the latest. 

All-night events for 8,000 people were but 
tales of myth. We ran our ship like legitimate 
promoters enforcing most rules and 
regulations. We never endorsed drug dealing 
and evicted dealers from the premises 
whenever caught by the security. Everybody 
we hired got paid. The only dodge thing we 
did was break into buildings and steal their 
electricity and, even there, if we had had a 
way to pay the owners they would have been 
sorted. We didn’t choose to be surrounded by 
trained killers and I hated that part of it. They 
had bad spirits filled with cold bitterness 
and a gentleman like quality that deceived 
their capabilities. Nobody ever got hit by our 
security, yet if it came to the crunch they’d 
stand up against any aspiring robbers. Yeah, 
it was heavy shit, but what else could you do 
if you were sitting on a hundred grand in an 
illegal venue with thousands of people on 
drugs around you? And now here we were, 
holding all this cash with fifteen mercenaries 
about to take some and run. We needed these 
geezers, if they were as tough as they looked 
and acted. I was sure a test would present 
itself to us in the near future, although I hoped 
to the spirits of heaven it didn’t.

‘OK, we’ll agree on the condition that Genesis 
will always be ours to manage as we see fit,’ I 
said. ‘We don’t want to know about any heavy 
shit that’s your department. We’ll worry about 
organising the parties.’ 
‘Agreed’ said Dick ‘We’re glad you made the 
right decision. We won’t let you boys down’.  
‘Right, we’re not being funny’ says Keith ‘but 
we should get this money out of here. It’s 
making us nervous, we can take it to the boat 
until later’.

He grabbed the 
luggage and seven 
of the team escorted 
him to the houseboat. 
The party was 
packed solid and 
the bar had to be 
restocked three times 
already. After this 
emotionally draining 
and possibly life-
threatening scenario, 



I needed to be reminded of what I was doing 
this for. I went down to the dance floor and 
searched for the girls who had helped me to 
hide the cash. I found them freaking out to 
The Dance by Nude Photo, on the roof of a 
small tool shed.  I passed the bag of Peruvian 
flake around my new intimate circle or at 
least it felt that way, I’d stuffed money down 
their knickers. I took them up to the command 
centre where a fresh black bag of uncounted 
notes lay waiting to be counted. I left the girls 
in the adjoining room with the others and 
quickly started adding up the paperwork.  

My pals Scrap Iron Ryan (ex-boxing champ) 
and Lloyd brought someone to meet us who 
said he owned The Wag Club (Wardour 
Street). Chris Sullivan told me about the 
warehouse parties he used to organise in the 
old days. Chris was most impressed with our 
party and its uplifting atmosphere. He told us 
the future of dance parties lay with promoters 
like us.  I was called downstairs to the front 
door as someone claiming to be from Sunrise 
said there were on the list but none of our 
boys recognised the chap. He was wearing 
one of those multi-coloured jump suits and 
had a smile that stretch ear too ear. Though 
he didn’t really work with Sunrise Alan B later 
became a good friend. I gladly let him in and 
promised to have a drink with him a little later. 

The security was letting three people into 
the reception area at one time. They were 
searched for weapons before paying and 
going inside the building. The next three lads 
stepped into the reception and approached 
the table. They seemed apprehensive and 
wasn’t wearing the correct attire so stood out 
like aliens on a picnic. Two of them fidgeted 
with their pockets and to everyone’s surprise 
pulls out handguns.  ‘Give me the fucking 
money or your dead’ the man was pointing the 
gun at me. His friends were turning around 
in circles trying to watch for the securities 
reaction. It came thick and fast as three of 
the security drew revolvers. There was no 
shouting or confusion because only the 
robbers were shocked at the response. All 
the same it’s pretty easy for a gun to go off 
accidentally.
 ‘Now listen and listen well’ Dick was pointing 
his gun at one of their heads ‘you aint going 

anywhere with any money that belongs to us. 
If we start firing our weapons in this enclosed 
area there’s a good chance that a few of us will 
be killed. But I promise that none of you will 
leave this building alive. I can also guarantee 
that if we can get to your families we fucking 
will’.

‘So what now’ the robber looked scared 
but then scared is dangerous ‘because I’ll 
defiantly take some of you with us’

‘Just walk away’ continued Dick ‘and it’s all 
forgotten about. I can promise you that no-
one will come after you. We’re here too do a 
job, not go too war with the locals. Just lower 
your weapons so our punters outside don’t get 
freaked out and walk away. Simple as that’

‘You saying your goner let us walk away’ one 
of the others butted in ‘and no-ones goner try 
anything silly?.’

‘Lower your weapons and walk away right 
now’ the look in Dick’s face had changed, 
he wanted to end it there and then. We had 
people outside the door waiting to get in and 
thousands of people inside the building.  We 
couldn’t afford for anyone too see this bullshit, 
it could tarnish our name for good.

‘Alright, alright just open the door and let us 
go’
‘Look I don’t want to say it again’ Dick took a 
step closer to the man pointing the gun at me 
‘lower your fucking weapons and we’ll open 
the door’
‘If there’s no problem’ the third robber joined 
the debate ‘why you getting more aggressive?’

‘Mate I’m giving you one last chance’ Dick’s 
face was red raw ‘lower the fucking weapon 



right now or I’ll blow your fucking head off’

‘Ok, we’re goner walk away’ he brought the 
weapon down to his side ‘just let us get the 
fuck out of here. You know the score we made 
a cock up, we don’t want trouble’.
‘That’s fine but put your weapons back into 
your jackets before you can go outside, People 
don’t need to see this shit. If you ever come 
anywhere near any of our buildings again I’ll 
kill you on the spot’

‘Ok just let us go’ they put the guns in their 
jackets and walked through the door into the 
yard. The security put their hardware away 
and continued as if nothing had happened. 
They all found it really funny and amusing 
whilst I felt physically ill. I could’ve died 
right there and then, just like that. My life was 
changing rapidly I needed to regain control of 
my senses. What the fuck was I doing this for 
again? Yes my life was thrilling and exciting 
but at what costs? My life, my mind, my health, 
my future, my freedom, my integrity, my soul? 
This could’ve been one the best moments of 
my young life yet it was overshadowed by 

an ever-present darkness. At the end of the 
day we might have been robbed, as long as 
no one was hurt, who gives a fuck but then, 
this is something we’ve worked very hard 
for and not really up for giving away. We’d 
be better off to just walk away ourselves 
relativity unscathed because we defiantly 
can’t be giving up our booty too robbers. I 
wondered into the main room feeling pretty 
grim. As I walked through the single doorway 
I felt a warm veil of energy passing through 
me and with it came a sense of hope. People 
approached me and shook my hand from 
all directions, each with a warm smile and 
something positive too say. These people were 
building lifetime memories, stories to tell 
their children or grandkids and were thanking 
us for the experience, when it should’ve been 
us thanking them. That feeling was fantastic 
we did this party, it was us, and I was beaming 
once again with joy.

This was the future and nothing was going to 
stop the evolution of mankind, no government, 
police force, mercenaries or gangsters 
could ever ruin what had been created in the 
UK. This is far too big even for them.  That 
was one of the uplifting layers of the entire 
movement, as no one knew where or how 
this would all end. Not just the illegal parties 
the entire scene seemed to grow in strength 
on a daily basis. We actually 
needed events of this kind 
as it endorsed a new reality. 
New thoughts and directions 
coupled with friends that we’ve 
haven’t yet met and social 
global experiences. I could 
feel the vibe, it touched us all, 
encompassed our very essence.  

Derrick May’s Strings of Life conveyed that 
very message without the use of vocals. 
I loved this one, truly a masterpiece way 
ahead of its time.  They call him one of the 
the Godfathers of techno and this tune 
represented one of the first in series of 
techno tracks made in Detroit around 1986. 
Tonight was his night as the recording was 
played about four times in succession, no one 
wanted to let it go. Most of all me, how can 
I even contemplate leaving all this behind. 
I’d found my place and wanted to fulfill my 



destiny. If this is the way it’s got to be then 
that’s just the way it is.  I wondered around 
the building submersing myself in positive 
energy and smiling at anyone that looked my 
way. Forgetting about the girls waiting for me 
I decided to go see Keith on the boat. Day 
light broke across the car park and people 
were sitting round in groups listening to music 
from their stereos. I said hello to everyone I 
walked past and headed over to the guarded 
gateway to the houseboats. I knew my jaw 
was shaking I could hear it as usual. The 

security just laughed and 
let me through. Keith had 
centre stage on the boat 
and did his best too push 
the securities personal 
drug limits to its end 
boundaries.
Martin was still beaming 
with euphoria he loved 
us all dearly. The burly 
minders laughed off the dismal robbery 
attempt but Keith could see the doubt in my 
eyes. I handled the situation quite calmly but 
the more I thought about the barrels in my 
face, the more I needed to escape this insane 
life. In the space of but weeks I’d had two guns 
pointed directly at me. It was no good talking 
to Keith about it, as he needed to stick with the 
money.
I left him with the armed guards and went 
back to the party. I wanted to go home and 
sleep this nightmare off.  We’d been so very 
busy with promoting and organising the event 
that I really needed to rest. I grabbed the two 
girls and said my farewells to Andrew before 
driving off into the early morning Sunday 
traffic. When I was finally able to sleep and 
wake up again I had serve flashbacks of the 
night before. The good, bad, happy and sad. 
How could I walk away from the most exciting 
times of my life? I was pretty confused about 
the whole affair.

wayne anthony
from the book class of 88





Chihiro Streetcat
nAme: chihiro StreetcAt 
country: romAniA

Tell us a little about the graffiti / 
street art scene in Romania?

I feel that in Romania- in general- a few 
artists exist who started by themselves. 
Maybe because street art appeared 
too late. The style is the usual NYC 
style,  with messages copied from the 
West. People are stuck a bit, hardly 
expressing themselves from the inside, 
which I really don’t like. But this is a 
personal opinion.

Are there many graffiti / street artists 
in Romania?

Yes, there are a lot of street and graffiti artists and i feel that the number is growing day by day.

We’ve never been to Romania, do you have a thriving graffiti community?

Yes, it progrsesses slowly but in a positive way.

How legal is graffiti / street art in your city?

I’ve lived in many places, the present city where I 
live is very calm, it’s not overloaded with cops, but 
there aren’t any legal walls.
 The problem in this city is that it has beautiful old 
buildings and nothing looks good on them and 
besides that I would never paint 
on those monuments, I rather use stencils and 
stickers outside. This is why we paint in old 
warehouses, so we can express our 
stupidity HEHE:D

Do you live in fear of arrest?

Ohhhh, few years ago I had a huge mess with the 
cops, it was one of the worst days in my life. 
Eight people were caught by the cops because of 
me. 
Day and night police cars patroled the streets in the 
neighborhood searching for the delinquents. 
As I was heading to school I watched how they were 
cleaning the the walls..I painted all over the streets, 
from cars to shop windows.





My luck was that they hadn’t 
know who are they after, and 
they hadn’t  suspected that I was 
a girl.. Hopefully nobody turned 
me in.
Not long ago i was in that city 
and it was a bad experience 
seeing my vandal tags which 
remaind on the walls.
It was a f**king dumb thing 
to do, I will never write tags 
anymore. I’d rather focus on art. 
They chased me several times, 
so it’s normal that I’m afraid but 
they never caught me. 
Otherwise what if they arrest 
me, my life won’t end after I 
it.hehehe:))

What happens to artists if 
caught?  

Personally i don’t know, but 
I heard stuff. It depends who 
caught you. There were artists 
who have been beaten, or 
arrested. 

Street, warehouse or Gallery?

All off them! There is no limit:) 
but the gallery stands closer to 
me,
I adore graphics and i’m intrested in many things..engravings, illustrations, graphic design,an 
so on..
I’ve painted skateboards, snowboards and toy figures designed by my friends...

How would you define your style?

I think that I don’t have a certain style, I can draw in many ways, depending on my mood and 
situation. 
I express myself as I feel. I heard from the others that my artwork is morbid. 
The only thing that counts for me is that it has to come from the heart! 

Who are your influences?

Nobody influences me, as an artist, I got no ideals, I don’t care for nobodys life, everybody 
forms himself/herself. 
I got my inspiration from my past, my memories, from the moments and from music. 

Where is the line between street art and vandalism?

Personally I think that every artist knows, the question is that whats the aim of the writer.



Is there a conflict or a union between street art, graffiti and conventional art?

There are different, but life won’t stand still, the changing is permanent, the fantasy moved out 
to the streets, but the roots are the same: Self expression. I would say that this is a new era:D

Anything you want to say to our readers?

RESPECT>ORIGINALITY>ONE LOVE!

http://chihirodrumanga.blogspot.com/

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=64c7PTDXqYA

http://www.myspace.com/drumanga





guerriLLA WALLPAPer
nAme... BLAir zAye (Bz)
from AuckLAnD neW zeALAnD, Living in LonDon

Will you connect the dots between your artist name and your work as a guerrilla 
wallpaper-er?

My artist name is a comment on the world in general, guerrilla wallpapering is one of my many 
branches on the tree of creativity

We’ve seen the other work you produce and your clearly an artist, what influenced your 
decision to place your street work in this format?

I carry a notebook with me at all times, it’s my dictionary of ideas, the ideas are all in there 
it is what I feel is the real artwork. It is documentation of ‘virgin’ ideas. In regards to guerilla 
wallpapering I conceive sentences, words and prose derived from listening to and watching 
what I see. They are reactions to what I experience in everyday life and are often general public 
opinion and expression, the old cliché of trying to be the voice of the people for the people . 
This is why I then write them out as big as possible, at the moment direct to wallpaper, purely 
text based for the moment as 
raw as an aesthetic as possible. I 
then go around London placing 
them in various public places, 
they are meant to be semi 
permanent easily taken down 
as not to disturb or vandalize 
the surrounding environment, 
re-presenting them back to the 
public as a kind of forum to 
hopefully create a catalyst for 
exponential thought provocation 
on the mundane.

How would you describe your 
state of mind when pulling off 
a piece?



Focused and eurphoric, i usually have headsphones on so cant hear the world around me and 
dont notice what is going on, just concentrating on the job at hand , i also  enjoy a good many 
beverages before a night of mischief :)

Is you work reactive to world events?

Not so much global events as specific happenings that I witness

What impact do you feel your art has?

Ive heard a few things from people that know me a know what im doing. but my aim is to either 
change peoples perceptions or to show that we are all actually thinking along the same lines 
we just dont voice these thoughts as often or so blatantly as we may like. 

Street, warehouse or Gallery?

anywhere people see it

Is illegality part of the buzz?

It is a buzz trying to show people something without being seen yourself but this is not why I do 
it.



Have you ever been arrested or had to escape being arrested?

not for wallpapering or graf

Would you rather stay an individual in the long run or work on bigger projects with a 
range of artists from different genres?

I’d definitely want to/and am working on bigger collaborations. It is great to expand each 
others ideas and share skills. but in terms of the wallpapering and street art, the wallpaper 
is very hard to put up by myself so help is great. but at the same time I wouldnt want anyone 
else to get arrested or in trouble for my work. It’s hard doing it by yourself in general, a bit of 
company would be nice. but they may not truly believe in what I do. These are my thoughts 
about your feelings, they are very personal up until the second someone catches their eyes on 
them, it would be like me giving someone else a thought to share for me or instead of me, and 
besides  I would feel bad having got someone in trouble for my beliefs 

Anything you want to say to our readers?

look me up, look out for me and look around for me and try and find me.



Mix Tape Links Edited by Paul van Kempen (Admin of Class of 88 Yahoo Egroup) http://groups.
yahoo.com/group/acidhouse88/

DJ Jakub mixes - http://www.djjakub.com/mixes.htm

Break Hardcore Mixes http://bassbot.org/ tekno 

Serial 303 Mixes http://www.serial303.nl/mixes.html

List of Acid Tekno Releases http://www.ek23sound.org/

Mixes from SF USA http://www.twitchrecordings.com/

Mixwalla house mixes http://www.mixwalla.com/index-house.html

DJ Mixes - http://www.djmix.net 

Full Techno Mixes mp3 http://radio.full-vibes.com/de/mp3_
downloads.html

Acid House Mixes http://www.acid house.net/UKacid.mp3

techno mp3 mixes http://www.newmixes.com/

Lots of Original House Mixes from the 1980s http://
deephousepage.com/
a lot of mixes mp3

LotS of mixes here http://ww.thearchiver.net/

DJ Peter Worth http://www.djpeterworth.com/djmixes.html

Some acid house mp3 mixes http://www.acid-house.net/



They Call it Acid (Documentary Film Trailer 1) - 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WbC0ZgQ4HXA

FARLEY JACKMASTER FUNK:

Love Can’t Turn Around, 1986 Live @ Top of the Pops                 
 http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5-L1aoHiRN0

ClubaVision @ Ibiza, Live interview with Sam Man
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=blX9RYdEOhA

102.7 WBMX, Recorded live off the air in 1988
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=niqAAy1ys8o

WBMX Hot Mix 5 Reunion Live (Farley Jackmaster Funk JMK)
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cTDGDruuKIs

Live interview by Absolute @ Isu (Good   
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1s-OvWA2WcY

‘Dancing into the Ninetys’, 1989 New Years Eve/Day @ Brixton AcademY
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fNm2h3JN_7A

Farley Jackmaster Funk Live @ Blast From Roots #01 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=l9qX-2_ujnk

Farley Jackmaster Funk Live @ Blast From Roots #02
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=2ugFxJ4-Jzo
 
Love can’t turn around (Pump up the volume documentary)    
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8MtYTORj55I

The Classic Hacienda Project, Love Can’t Turn Around    
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6qA4FX2PYfE

Code Summer Festival @ Fabrik , Madrid July ‘09, Live interview (
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sCWQo95kQ-0

Farley Jackmaster Funk Live @ Be Cool 18.04.2009 2 Look Back Night  
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hIPLIO0quhg

----------------------------------------------------------



DJ PIERRE:

DJ Pierre aka tha master blaster,  I’ve Lost Control
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=S0NhbvL0HwM

DJ PIERRE AFRO ACID MIAMI, Tweekin Tha knobs off! 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=izcZXHCqJQg

Live interview, DJ Pierre – Reason Artist   
 http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=i-OumksKbdU

Dj Pierre playing ‘Bay of Figs’ in Philly July 14, 2007   
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JJ9Mj_shBlw

DJ Pierre at the Simply House Party at Blue, Miami Beach 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HVbgArvTNtQ

DJ Pierre (DJ Set) set springeight              
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=2pBK15xWY4o

DJ Pierre @ Mascaralounge Dillenburg 26.01.08      
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=jLrvfkxqQRo 

CE CE ROGERS:

Ce Ce Rogers Happy (JestoFunk)  
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RkxK16TcpHE

Ce Ce Rogers Live pt1 promised land 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gN-NJjaYF8c

CeCe Rogers Singing Live, Promise Land Pt. 2      
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=A2jK2A0xLKk

Ce Ce Rogers By Faith Live at Lincoln Park  
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=C-0Kj9MCID0

Ce Ce Rogers Makes a Plea to House DJ’s and Producers 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=E8tFuDFI2Q0

Ce Ce Rogers – Forever   
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-yC11zhrQa8 

CE CE ROGERS @ BACK TO THE OLD POOL Liverpool 10/11/07 (1) 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=avyH-R_vhhk

CE CE ROGERS OSPITE A TALENT 1 (Over The Rainbow)  
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mo1L7j1mPF0

Ce Ce Rogers – Someday
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SClTUNLrqBg



KEVIN SAUNDERSON:

Kevin Saunderson *Liveset* 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GdvjXSWnsZk

Kevin Saunderson Mixes at Movement 2008.
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_20HQA-gQ9Q

Kevin Saunderson At The Detroit Movement Festival 2004 part1
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=UF-LVzPzXlQ

Kevin Saunderson At The Detroit Movement Festival 2004 part2
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ettgHKC8iDg

Kevin Saunderson @ Tresor Berlin
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TGTeNp2JsSU

Kevin Saunderson at Cielo, NYC      
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bHxjESJZ-Bc

Universal Techno Pt.2 - Kevin Saunderson & Derrick May     (good one)
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MHsCGRP6dtM

Carl Cox Vs. Kevin Saunderson
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uWAgKaZDwE8

KEVIN SAUNDERSON @ MAXIMAL HQ
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4XAkeXMQX6U

TYREE COOPER:

Tyree Cooper - Turn Up The Bass (1989)
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DOoYPFTlPOA

Tyree - Move Your Body (1989)
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NmX0dOkXHCE

Tyree Cooper/House music is my life (hiphouse remix 89  (Just a picture of the record) 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=XQfwiy0_ibw

Tyree - Let The Music Take Control (1990)
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sBNtLdHXTsI

TYREE COOPER @ BETTY’S
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yMmIG3CoWzY

Tyree Cooper @ Clues (14.08.2007)
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=IivnjL7BNNw



JESSE SAUNDERS:

Real Story Live Promo - Jesse Saunders    (Brill)
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=rnc5CbRZZEE

Jesse Saunders Summer Dance DJ Series 2006
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ixtC6btlF-Y

Jesse Saunders on&on 1983 (begining of house music)   (PICTURE OF RECORD SPINNING)
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sF7lWBBwiFg

Jesse Saunders - Funk You Up   (PICTURE OF RECORD SPINNING)
 http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SKSfm0MWYt4

ACID HOUSE 

This is Acid House 1988  (Video of a rave)
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=rMR41Lxb1L4

Acid House Summer 1988 I love ‘88    (GOOd Documentary)
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3APKbMUJh-I

Acid House Sunrise 1988 Part 1
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QxVhANQjNw4

Acid House Sunrise 1988 Part 2
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lz4Ls-F9jWM

Acid House Sunrise 1988 Part 3
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7CeHrdFEziM

Sunrise Old Skool Rave Clip
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=pge8LqtuWrs

Sunrise rave 1989
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=rMfi36l3cbI

WORLD DANCE ACID HOUSE PARTY 1989 part 1
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=k4nelwb8NZg

WORLD DANCE ACID HOUSE PARTY 19/8/1989 part 2
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NapuRHb_i_w

BBC News about Acid House 1988
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Rgjog28R9_0

Nicky Dungeons - Lets Go Back !! Acid House
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=kKcah7GHO4g



Acid House Rave 89 chandal
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WTiAU-w1KyI

Acid House
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TO2d7UQrjaU

jack to the sound of the underground
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=pHUJyq0lUsY

ACID HOUSE THAMES REPORTS part 1
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CZlKciFlpi4

ACID HOUSE THAMES REPORTS part 2
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=do0KgZOIMI4

ACID HOUSE THAMES REPORTS part 3 centreforce
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3cBe6eF0IDI

A TRIP ROUND ACID HOUSE pt 1
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lYJkTpXonXg

A TRIP ROUND ACID HOUSE pt 2
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=n6snKJg-yCE

A TRIP ROUND ACID HOUSE pt 3
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=FQo6Nj0ON3U

TONY COLSTON HAYTER sky news
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CdFI2j0RlwM

Tony Colston-Hayter & Paul Morley on One Hour With Jonathan Ross
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=q93jq5xNOn8

TONY COLSTON HAYTER INTERVIEWED BY VALERIE SINGLETON
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BQIyWQdbSr8

Rave 1989 Reportage
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nyXlPzBcF94
ENERGY DANCE 89 ACID HOUSE PARTY 1989
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=IsLk6td7Juk

( : ACID HOUSE : )  News report
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=W4LR1a_l8rw



HOOK US UP

info@londonstreetartdesign.com

Facebook
http://www.facebook.com/group.

php?gid=41274165899&ref=ts

MySpace
http://www.myspace.com/londonstreetartdesign

Blog
http://londonstreetartdesign.blogspot.com/

Flickr
http://www.flickr.com/groups/londonstreetartdesign/

Twitter
http://twitter.com/lsdmagazine

Contact us for an invite to the LSD Creativity Sharing 
Network




