




Foreward 

Is there any such thing in this world as eternal truth? Well every religion would 
certainly have us believe so – that there are a set of rigid, unchanging truths, 
moral, physical and metaphysical that cannot be altered despite man’s best 
attempts.  But we live in a world of relative realities that defines existence itself 
in relation to its surroundings and morality in fluid terms that individuals and 
societies shape in their own image. Permanence itself is a dying ideal. As heaven 
and hell and the eternal life of the soul diminish in ideological power and the 
impermanence of even the universe itself begins to ignite questions in our minds, 
we are left to reflect on a shifting set of truths that remain constantly in flux, 
burning a new perception of ourselves and our world into our consciousness.

Despite the millions paid by daft collectors to cling onto immortality both 
for themselves and the artwork that nourishes their ego, it is questionable 
whether the original ideas behind art ever meant it that way. The artists behind 
cave paintings would no doubt be struck dumb with the knowledge that their 
reflections of Stone Age life have survived into the present day and are not only 
appreciated for their beauty, but for the insights into a culture long buried by the 
relentless march of history. Yet the original force behind the art was the capture of 
a moment in time, a hunting scene, a depiction of spirit deities that had meaning 
for them at that point in time, but is fundamentally alien to the generations that 
succeeded it. Some of the greatest works of Renaissance art take their theme from 
the idea of illuminating the eternal truths of God’s glory, but even they are bound 
into a moment by the architecture, dress and humanist style that defined their 
age.  Styles change, subject matters lose relevance and the erosive toll of time will 
eventually reduce even the Mona Lisa to dust.

And then we have street art – that in its very nature is a transient truth. Ablaze 
with raw passions, an urban legacy and a fresh wave of creativity, the power of the 
street, the lessons learnt on it, the loves felt in it, the cold loneliness haunting it, 
the individuality of race and culture melting in it, the rush of caning it, burning it, 
throwing it, running it, stunning it has taken the world by storm. It’s a sorry truth 
that the lifeblood of the street is now being lovingly corrupted by the trendy clink 
of Martinis and the bullshit of the Zeitgeist, to the point where people to whom the 
street is something you park your car in are out pasting and throwing up in the 
hope of a ‘credible’ gallery spot. But you know – fuck em.. Underground and the 
street are states of mind - a headspace glowing in paint and plaster and rolling on 
a subconscious bassline that nothing external can touch or seek to recapture.

Fragments of insight and reflection on our world, set within the context of 



society and the limits of human consciousness our own age has unlocked. The 
most astonishing work of pure inspired beauty could be tagged over by some 
swaggering muppet the very next day, or washed into oblivion by a council 
clinging to guidelines whose consensus is shakier than ever.  And isn’t that the 
greatest work of art of all, sacrificing the intrinsic drive for immortality for a 
piercing metaphor of the transience both of human creation and the truths they 
seek to unleash. The music that we hear and surrender to on a dancefloor is, at its 
purest, the portal to a moment of lost ego and the gateway to a flood of emotion 
that no amount of hearing the recording the next day can ever hope to attain. Art is 
about experience, whether reflecting it or generating it and those transcendental 
moments of living that experience are the few shining shadows of inspired 
consciousness sprinkled across our all too mortal lives. Isn’t that the real eternal 
truth?

On that note – let’s crack on with some seriously wikkid creativity  

Wayne Anthony (Class of 88) and Sirius 23
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Knowledge 
Aint Power

Flicking the switch and diving out the ditch

Fresh Cut minds on a seven second itch

Insanity’s playground so seductively revealed

Fragments of truth so cunningly concealed

A lightning escape from mediocrity’s hold

So bold, struck gold, but a soul long sold

No refunds here, yet unknowingly enrolled

Time to leave the fold and shatter the mold 

Hoardings draining my spirit away

Blind certainty’s stray and multimedia’s prey.

Is freedom truly an intrinsic drive

A strive to thrive – a chemical pulse to take your mind live?

As I walk down this street tanning the neon heat

Shades wrapped round tight on the urban beat

I can’t help but think that wonder is a curse

Should I have left intuition in conformity’s hearse?

Interconnected on a fibre optic dream

Live stream they scream but is it all a scheme?

Information flows free into apathy’s debris

Access at our fingertips yet still on our knees

An embarrassment of riches melts into a gilded yoke

Knowledge is power – what a sorry fucking joke

As the wires sizzle and instantly fizzle



Enlightenment’s fatigue spills a weary drizzle

Once the underground epiphany lit the stars in our eyes

Now a numb nonchalance grafts the scars in our lies

We always dreamt of a connected world

Consciousness ablaze and the gauntlet hurled

Mass movements triggered on a radio wave

Now we’re talking terrabytes – how can we still be slaves

Let them eat cake and throw in a steak

Natural arrogance will wake the snake

Censorship is OH such a clumsy tool

The chemical reaction is an opposition school

But open up the air to that which you’d hide

Suddenly deafening inertia where once there was pride

Can‘t see around me a cause for which I’d die

Rather talk the walk and get spectacularly high

I thought I was a mind piercing a sinister veil

Now just click ‘support cause’ that’s my online trail

Wisdom’s sale on a staggering scale

Just me and smug certainty – what an epic fail

They say knowledge is power but that’s a vicious fable

It’s sophisticated censorship to keep society stable

Look at us all surrounded by the truth

And an ever more consumerist, apathetic youth

An inverse relation of our own creation

No meditation, no motivation

What happened to the fight to seize the light 

Burned so bright, ended so trite

Let’s own tonight, ignite, incite

Let imagination’s flight touch sublime new heights



Deep underground and ducking for cover

Let’s inspire the fire within each other

Awareness and the truth are but a flaccid dream

Action and expression have an alchemical gleam

The Doors of Perception booted off the hinges

A new onslaught from the silent fringes

Let’s go, Let’s go – piling out on the streets

Paint a shade of crime and balaclava’d feats 

Tearing up mild reality into crystals of the soul

Drop the bass and we’re back on a roll

No ID no CC TV

My own surrender is all that can take me

It’s a prison break from the enlightened fake

Here come the drums, here come the paint…

Pushing limits so deep feeling  shamanically faint

Awake…all in, and everything at stake.

Charges primed - it’s a fucking earthquake

SIRIUS 23

 







The Mantis 
Project

South African artist Mantis has combined 
skills honed in fine art, a subversive spirit 
and a pure street attitude to create some 
of the most thought provoking work of the 
last few years. Heavyweight issues and 
moments of social penetration speak out in 
the language of flawed beauty and provoke 
the viewer into the contemplation of jarring 
realities and an engagement with the 
unspoken debates of our times. He spoke to 
us. 

Can you give us a bit of background

Well I’m from Port Elizabeth on the south coast 
of South Africa, and I’ve been heavily into 
art since I was a kid. I went to college for a 
couple of years after my schooling, and while 
the course was officially Fine Art, I focused 
more on the printing and graphics side of 
things with a sideline in screen printing and 
photography. There’s actually quite a growing 
street art scene emerging around Cape Town 
and Johannesburg, but back in the day, while 
we did get some graffiti filtering through 
from the New York scene, via the surfing and 
skateboarding world, media didn’t really 
catch onto it, and with no internet, we were 
pretty cut off unless you were really in the 

know, especially in a small coastal town like 
Port Elizabeth, and it certainly wasn’t part 
of your day to day scene. I was a surfer and 
a skateboarder, so we were seeing some of 
it come through, but by the time I’d finished 
my art course, I really thought it was time to 
explore the world a little and broaden my 
horizons, take the art a bit further and some of 
the Masters. I came to London and used it as 
a base to travel about a bit, and at that stage I 
was doing a lot of photography, really buzzing 
off seeing the city at night, especially when it 
was quiet and there was no-one really about, 
and I started to notice a lot of the work on the 
streets. I started pointing my camera more 
and more at the art and the throw ups and it all 
pretty much went from there.





Tell us a little about how some of your 
pieces came about

Well I don’t like to discuss meaning in my 
pieces. Obviously I have my own intent and 
my own concept behind each one, but I hold 
back from explicitly defining it, so people 
themselves take that leap of imagination to 
their own conclusions. I find that if you spell 
it out, it actually diminishes the viewer’s 
experience as it becomes far more visual and 
less about their own understanding of it, and 
anyway, I love hearing what people read into 
the work. There’s been moments when people 
have come up with their own interpretations, 
and I’ve been sat there thinking – wow, that’s 
loads better than mine!!!

But just to go through the stories behind a few 
of the pieces - I’d say that in 90% of my street 
work, the location is an essential part of the 
piece – they are site specific, which is why 
I don’t cut the piece into a stencil and then 
spray it up in two or three different places. 
In All Fall down for example, that tank is sat 
in a vacant lot at the end of a road called 
Mandela Way, and bizzarely, it was a present 
that the owner of the lot gave to his son on his 
birthday. I think he called the tank Winnie and 

it’s apparently pointing towards parliament!!  
So it just invited the art really. The Mugabe as 
Scarface piece was done about a week before 
Zimbabwe’s first ‘free and fair elections’, 
just after this ship came into port from China 
absolutely stacked full of weapons Mugabe 
had ordered. The ship first docked in Durban 
which is when people were first alerted, and 
this whole protest movement formed and all 
the other ports began refusing the ship entry. 
The ship ended up stranded with no fuel and 
finally a port gave it permission to dock and 
refuel, but not unload its cargo and packed 
it off home, and that was what inspired me to 
do the piece. A couple of weeks after I did 
it, and the election was held, I was reading a 
newspaper and saw this phrase ‘Kleptocratic 
Gangsterism’ and it just fit perfectly.

How about the recent piece in Hackney 
with the boy and his truck.

Well about 3 years ago, I took a photo of my 
nephew with the remote control truck I gave 
him for his birthday, and when I saw the photo 
developed , I thought to myself that it would 
make a great stencil, but nothing really fitted 
it. Then a few months back, I was talking to a 





couple of mates about how the city has been 
crushing the youth and how there’s nothing 
really left for them to do anymore – no healthy 
fun. I’d walked past the spot a few times and 
seen the headline of the Hackney Gazette 
which is always doom and gloom – you know, 
Teen Killed in Knife Attack,  Murder in Youth 
Club, Boy 14, Admits Killing, and the image 
suddenly came back into my head with the 
wheel clamp representing the clampdown on 
the fun and the freedom of youth. The piece 

fits in so well between those two towering 
phoneboxes, which apart from dwarfing the 
image, are real symbols of Britain and are a 
dying breed within themselves – I just thought, 
perfect spot.

Would you say your work was political

I would call it more social, although I suppose 
it does come to the same thing somewhere 
down the line.  Even pieces like Free Speech, 
which I did in the parking lot of the Eastern 
Province Herald (our local paper in Port 
Elizabeth) was done more on a human level, 
in sympathy with the guys who worked on the 
paper. They write things up as they actually 
happened and consequently take a lot of flack 
off the government who challenge statistics 
and facts and do their utmost to stifle a lot of 
what the papers are trying to say.





What inspires you

Well I wouldn’t call myself wildly prolific – I 
mean I’m not sat behind a desk daily, chewing 
the end of a pen and trying to think of the next 
idea. I like things far more organic, like for 
example, I was in Old Street, caught sight of 
the congestion charge signs and that ended 
up as the Road Less Taxed piece. It comes 
when two things in your head suddenly fit 
together and I try not to think to hard about it. 
Often it’s when something’s really pissed me 
off and I just kick off artistically about it.

How do you feel about your work being 
taken for Banksy’s  

Well the newspapers call anything done with 
a half decent stencil Banksy. I mean, I can 
see why people might mistake the work. The 
Hackney Gazette piece did go mad in the 
newspapers and on the blogs, but I think that 
it’s a shame that everyone gets hung up on 
the ‘is it or isn’t a Banksy’ and forgets to look 
at the image and reflect on its meaning. That’s 
why I put pieces up there and if I wanted to be 
identified or credited, then I’d put my name 
up next to it. Saying that, the Pulp Fiction 
piece that I put up in Old Street was a take on, 
a homage to Banksy. It was such a powerful 
image that I thought, why not give it a little 
nod and bring my own style to it – and anyway 
– I’ve been wanting to do that wall for ages.

Do you do many shows

I’ve kind of pulled away form the scene a 
little. When the whole gallery thing blew up 
and every gallery wanted to start hanging 



street art, I did get sucked into it ans it was a 
lot of fun, but as time went on, I started to feel 
uncomfortable about putting my pieces up. It 
didn’t really feel right, so I went to Australia 
for a couple of years to get away from it all, 
while still contributing the odd piece to live 
on, but certainly not pushing it. I just wanted 
to regroup and do better and separate gallery 
work from street art – rather than the idea of 
going out into the street and putting yourself 
out there and the next thing you know it’s 
hanging in a gallery. I don’t feel right about 
producing street work for the gallery.I 
mean you can’t be doing billboard mash 
ups and critiques of advertising as a form of 
advertising for yourself – it just felt so dirty.

How do you view the current state of street 
art

It’s certainly come to the forefront, especially 
since a lot of the galleries have got involved 
and that’s proved both positive and negative. 
You’re starting to see a lot more people 
coming up who are doing it for the wrong 
reasons, and while street art is something 
everyone can have a go at, and everyone 
SHOULD have a go at, now that money has 
become involved, it has definitely influenced 
people who may not have got into street art 
in the first place. But that’s how every art 

movement works

What does next year hold for you

I’m doing a lot of work indoors at the moment 
trying to develop my art and I’d like to do a 
show. I’ve been doing this a while now and I 
really would love to do my own show  putting 
forward what I’ve been trying to say rather 
than being just another painting on the wall of 
a group show. I’m just evolving really, which is 
loads of fun!

www.themantisproject.co.uk









Dub Fx
Does street art come any better than this? 
Exploding off the global street, Dub Fx has 
honed a unique style of freestyle inspiration, 
rolling groove, deeply passionate and 
penetrating vocals and an overall flavour that 
synthesises innovation of technique with raw 
talent and an intangible magic.  Harnessing 
both the direct connections of the pavement 
and the viral possibilities of the internet, 
his is the voice of the modern, conscious 
underground... He spoke to us

Give us a bit of background on your story

Well I started out as a musician, learning to 
play guitar and singing in bands through high 
school. And at the time I was playing in all 
kinds of different groups from heavy metal 
bands to jazz bands, hip hop bands, reggae 
bands, just trying to basically be as flexible 
as possible because I just loved music in 
general. While I was singing and songwriting, 
I bought this effects pedal for my guitar about 
10 years ago, thinking that that would make 
me a better guitarist because you know I was 
pretty shit and, well, I’m still pretty shit.

And one day in rehearsal I thought, if I 
plugged my microphone into it what could 
the possibilities be, because I always loved 
the way in dub music there was a lot of delay’s 
over vocals that also then carried through 
into dance music. Even in heavy metal there’s 
the Def Tones and guys like them who use all 
these effects and while you know you can do it 
in the studio, the question is, can you do it live. 
So I started messing around with that original 
guitar effects pedal over my vocals while also 
laying them heavily over my guitar, and in the 
end the band was like Er, yeah it’s cool what 
you’re doing but why not stop playing guitar 
because let’s face it, you’re crap, we’ll get a 
better guitarist and you can just focus on the 
way the vocals and effects are heading. So I 
began to really delve into the world of effects, 
exploring and experimenting with different 

settings and possibilities, learning reverb and 
delay, compression, all that sort of stuff. Fast 
forward a few years, and I recorded an album 
of my own on the computer, just with Cubase 
and with the background of everything I’d 
learned up until that point, the computer 
opened up a whole new dimension that taught 
me even more about the various effects, their 
depth, their parameters, their range and what 
the true potential behind them was.. And 
then I upgraded the pedals and got a new 
GT8, moving from the GT6 to the GT8 and by 
that stage, I had a far greater knowledge of 
all the effects inside and it was sort of like a 
ping pong effect, I went from the pedal to the 
computer back to the pedal again. 

By that point I was quite savvy with the 
effects, knowing exactly what to do with 
them, although I was still just using them 
on my voice in a live situation until I saw an 



artist in Australia called Mal Leb and he does 
everything with a loop station. He doesn’t 
use an effects pedal on his voice but he just 
has a mic going into a loop station a really 
oldschool one called a Headrush pedal and 
I saw him do a set with it, and I was so blown 
away that I went out and bought one straight 
away. I realised that if I combined the idea 
of these effects over my voice into the loop 
station I could come up with some pretty crazy 
stuff because if you’re not limited to what your 
voice can do and you’ve got the live effects 
and the freedom to loop and sample live, you 
can take it pretty much anywhere.. 

That coincided with me deciding to go 
travelling around Europe and I thought rather 
than working in pubs and doing all the normal 
stuff, I’d try street performing. So I came to 
Europe and it sort of fell together as I went. 
I started with backing tracks of all different 
flavours, drums and bass and keyboards etc 
that I would play guitar and sing over using 
the effects on my voice. But every now and 
then when I’d run out of backing tracks I’d 
use the loop station to beatbox in a beat and 
just freestyle.  I had this album worth of pre 
recorded stuff that I was selling on CD and 
before long, people were like “ I really like 
the loop station stuff have you got any of that 

on CD?”  I would keep having to tell them ‘no 
that’s just a freestyle thing that I do when I’ve 
run out of tunes, but when I got to England it 
became obvious that people were really into 
that because of the effects and the freestyle 
feel. I had all these kids in Manchester coming 
up to me saying “can you make a grime beat” 
during the hip hop style freestyle sessions. I 
had no idea what the hell a grime beat was, 
so they got their little phones out and they 
started playing me grime and I basically had 
to learn on the fly, there and then and once I’d 
nailed it they came straight back with “Make a 
Phat Bassline”

Shit I was thinking... Alright.... but because 
GT8 pedal has this function where if you play 
the guitar into it and select the synthesiser, 
the note that you play will be instantly 
synthesised. So it takes the note and just turns 
it into something completely new. You can’t 
play chords, just single notes but if I sing a 
bassy sound into it, it transforms that grunt 
into a bass note straight out of an electronic 
synthesiser. I started playing around, and 
realised very quickly that in England as long 
as you have a broken cut beat whether it be 
grime, breaks, drum n’ bass, dubstep, hip 
hop - whatever , a fat bassline and then just 
some rolling conscious lyrics people were 



magnetically drawn to it. I kept going in that 
spirit, never really practicing in the bedroom 
because it was just something that emanated 
from the street, just from people’s reactions 
and the travelling and that’s pretty much the 
story.... There’s no magic tricks other than that. 

Can you use the loop station as a kind of 
mixer? Has it got channels so can you take 
in and out parts?

Absolutely. Basically you’ve got 3 different 
types of inputs so you could put an i-pod into 
it, you could put a mic into it, or you could 
put a stereo into it which is what I do with the 
effects pedal. Then what you’ve got is 3 loops 
running simultaneously and there’s different 
ways of playing around with them individually. 
But I’ve got 3 loops that all run simultaneously 
and I can select 1 of the loops and record as 
much as I want on to that one and then I can 
select the second one and record as much 
as I want onto that one and then I can swap 
between the two. Then I can put something 
onto the third one then and I can take the 
second one out and leave the first and the 
third one playing or so on and so forth if you 
know what I mean. The way I structure is that 
I have all my sort of percussive, drums sort of 
stuff on 1, some harmony in layers and some 
high end stuff on 2 and then some bass sounds 
on 3 so I can pretty much control harmony, 
bass and beats in their own right, take one 
out, drop one in and build it that way leaving 
me free to sing over as all the pedals and the 
loops are controlled with my feet. 

Do you see beatboxing as an end in itself or 
purely as a platform to explore the music 
you are trying to make?

You see the irony in that is that I don’t really 
consider myself a beatboxer at all let alone 
a very good one. I mean , some people tell 
me you’re my favourite beat boxer and I’m 
gutted for beatboxers because I can’t make 
half the sounds some of those other guys like 
Beardyman or MC Xander or Raza or any 
of these guys can make. They are the real 
beatboxing deal. I like to think that I focused 
my efforts more on the singing and the song 
writing and that’s where I feel that my strength 
lies. The beatboxing is literally like 1% of 

what I do in the show -  I use it to make a beat,  
I loop that beat and then I don’t really go back 
to it. So I only really need the core elements 
which would be the kick, the hi-hats and the 
snare you know what I mean. With a kick, a 
hi-hat and a snare you can make virtually any 
type of beat you know and then the rest is 
how you play it, how you swing it, how fast it 
is and then the kind of sounds you mix with 
it from there on - to make reggae you still 
got your kick, snare and hi-hat but then you 
have your specific sounds, your reggae guitar 
sound and smooth sort of walking bassline 
and then you’ve got reggae. So I like to think 
of my beatboxing as more of a raw drum kit 
but nothing too fancy. I can’t actually do that 
stuff where they sing a melody, do a bassline 
and make a beat all at once -  that’s what I call 
beatboxing. What I do is mainly just a bit of 
drums with my mouth.. It’s funny – as you say 
it’s a platform but I think in a way the fact that 
I do what I do on the street and it’s looped and 
it’s a very new concept at the moment is far 
more the thing that draws people to what I’m 
doing.

Freestyling is what you’re known for but 
if someone put a massive studio at your 
disposal would you still use your voice 
for the beatboxing and the bass noises or 



would you use studio equipment?

Well I’ve done 2 albums at the moment, the 
first one is all live recordings that I did on the 
street that I just recorded straight out of the 
loop station and the live sets that I did and 
then chopped up the best songs and then put 
them on a CD. The second CD which I’ve just 
finished in Bristol, ‘Everything’s a Ripple’, I did 
that in a studio. I set up Cubase on my laptop 
with one microphone and everything on that 
album is made literally with my mouth, but 
in manipulating all the sounds with effects 
just like I would do on the street,  instead 
of spending like a minute on the spot live 
making that song there and then I would 
spend a week refining the beat, re-recording 
stuff, just spending lots more time on them 
trying to touch areas that it’s impossible to 
get live…. Because it’s not just a loop on the 
computer, - I can structure, I can sequence 
things so I can actually bring in new sections 
to songs that maybe I can’t do on the street 
cos it would take too long to record a new 
section  and then go back to the old….

The studio changes completely the way I do 
things. However the idea, the idea comes 
from the jamming in the street, in a way it’s 
more like I get loads of vocal ideas and ideas 

for lyrics and melodies and basslines on the 
street and then when I go into the studio I 
sort of refine it all and then I can add more, 
tweak more and in my opinion, come up with a 
better piece of music.

Do you find that playing live on the street 
puts you into a state of consciousness that 
you’ll never find in a studio, that you’re 
really losing yourself in the music rather 
than sitting behind a computer for a week?

Yeah I mean  I’m slowly coming to terms with 
the fact that a lot of people that have bought 
my new album have said that they prefer 
the live stuff, but you know I put my heart 
and soul into that album. I tried my hardest 
to capture the best that I could but it’s true 
about the  live groove … There’s some bands 
that work better in the studio and aren’t  that 
good live and there’s some bands that work 
better live and sound worse in the studio and 
I think I might be the latter. It started in the 
street , it was born as a live thing so to try 
to record it and refine it you kind of lose the 
energy that you get from the live. I’ve now 
decided that I’m going to treat them as two 
different things….I’m going to keep releasing 
the live stuff and then keep releasing studio 



stuff but try and keep them separate in terms 
of what I’m trying to make so the next album 
for the studio is going to be something that 
I definitely could never make on the street. 
Something that’s so far from it that you can’t 
even compare and then the stuff that I do live 
will be the essence of the street vibe, and that 
way people can get two ideas, two  parts of my 
brain  if you know what I mean.

What’s your take on street culture in 
general? Do you feel that the streets are a 
uniquely raw forum in an anaesthetised 
society?

You know, what I see when I’m out there 
is a small portion of society anyway. I’m 
not exactly closed minded but I do have 
blinkers on to a lot of stuff like advertising 
and the corporate media world. We just get 
bombarded and there’s a really cool quote 
in the Banksy book that I’ve got and it says 
‘Any advert in a public space that gives you 
no choice whether you see it or not is yours. 
It’s yours to take, re-arrange and re-use. You 
can do whatever you like with it. Asking for 
permission is like asking to keep a rock 
someone just threw at your head’. His way of 
fighting back is to get some paint and draw 
up something on the wall and why should that 
be wrong it’s not an advertisement it’s art you 
know so there’s no reason why we shouldn’t 
be able to do such a thing and I feel the same 
way about bringing music to the street. You go 
into a shop and you’ve got music playing on 
the radio. You turn on the TV and the radio it’s 
inevitably something that someone else has 
selected and you don’t have a say on how it’s 
being censored or what gets played on the 
main stream and I think to be able to bring 

your own personality into the street and let 
people hear something that they might not 
normally get a chance to hear – how can that 
be anything but right. Unfortunately the police 
don’t think the same way so they come stop 
you if you are doing something THEY consider 
offensive but as long as people keep trying to 
push the boundaries we’ll be OK. Banksy has 
obviously decided to take it to the next level 
and make it more mainstream but you know, 
fair enough he’s very talented, and it’s almost 
impossible for someone that good to stay 
underground for too long.

That’s another interesting question. 
Whatever the artform, if it’s born on the 
street people always end up being accused 
of selling out as soon as they try and A: 
earn some money out of what they love or 
B: trying to explore technology and explore 
different mediums. How do you react to 
that? Have people accused you of selling 
out when you do studio albums and gigs

Well you see, the funny thing is, I was selling 
out long before I was Dub-Fx!!!!!

When I was in Australia, I was in a rock band, 
I was in a heavy metal band , I was doing all 
this reggae stuff and I was collaborating with 
house producers,making all types of music 
from the cheesiest of house to the heaviest 
of metal so I kind of worked to explore 
everything and you know some of this stuff got 
released - there was one thing that got on a 
Ministry of Sound Australasia Compilation and 



that’s one of the worst pieces of dance music 
you’ll ever hear.

And I had fun with that I mean I was taking the 
piss really when I was singing on that and the 
funny thing is that it actually got signed and 
we made a bit of money out of it. 

When I got to England I realised that you can 
actually make money because in Australia 
it’s very closed minded, reflecting a small 
population. There’s a tiny underground and 
you can’t live off drum n’ bass in Australia 
or anything like house music or even pop 
basically. Then when I got to England I 
realised that you can live off the music…..
you can be a drum n’ bass dj and live off 
that or even be a producer or something 
so long as you get enough releases out. If I 
hadn’t come to England I would never have 
come up with Dub-Fx because the people’s 
mentality in Australia simply doesn’t get it. 
Mild, uncertain interest at best. In England 
people get it straight away. I don’t know, it’s 
just a different mentality So I guess I sold out 
in the early days and now I’m starting to do 
something more underground. There was a 
song I did with the band, video and all, and 
that was almost our attempt at selling out. It 
was a rock and roll type song , we made this 
video and wanted to send it to MTV thinking 
‘Yeah we’re going to be superstars’ and stuff 
and nothing ever happened. Four years later 
I’m doing this and then my mate in the band 
at the time thought “fuck it” it may as well 
go on Youtube cos it’s just sitting there doing 
nothing and apparently in Russia, there’s a 
Russian Facebook equivalent, someone found 
it and chucked it on there saying ‘What’s Dub-
Fx doing? He’s turning into a rock and roll sell 
out and now he’s making all this crap music” 
I’m not selling out now, if anything I’m going 
to stay on the road I’m on.

Speaking of the underground, let’s talk 
lyrics. Your lyrics are incredibly conscious, 
how important is that and where are they 
coming from

Ok well the funny thing is that a lot of the 
lyrics that I’ve got date back like ten years 
nearly. In ‘Love Someone” there’s two verses 
that I wrote about five years ago, and another 
one I wrote about two years before that.  I 
never really wrote them for that song they 

were just sitting there and then I came up with 
the chorus line, so even though it sounds like 
it all sits together perfectly, it’s a total hybrid. I 
don’t really write in too many metaphors and I 
don’t really write about stuff that doesn’t make 
sense to me. I generally just write anything 
that comes to my mind. Certainly don’t want 
to be sitting there going yeah … I got so many 
bitches and I got lots of gold and other shit 
like that, that’s not who I am anyway . It’s a way 
of expressing myself but it’s not… I don’t even 
think of that while I’m doing it. I just write what 
I’m thinking at the time and I put it together 
and it comes out that way. I never wrote any 
of those lyrics expecting anyone to hear them 
either, it was more like poetry. I never even 
sang those lyrics in bands because I thought 
they would laugh at me if I came out with stuff 
like that. And then my girlfriend, she was 
reading through some of my stuff and she told 
me I should be making songs out of this and I 
was like, ‘yeah I guess’ and then I just started 
doing it…….I couldn’t care less by the time I 
started street performing I just thought “Fuck 
it” I’m just going to do what I want and not 
try and conform to anything and since that 
happened, well that’s when people started 
liking what I did. Obviously before, with the 
sell out shit I was thinking that I had to do 



something for the masses and that people are 
stupid as commercial acts always generally 
think which is SO not true because as soon as 
I started to do what I felt,and started singing 
the lyrics that actually meant something to me 
people started to grab onto it so it’s kind of 
strange that way I think.

The funny thing is, that to be honest is that 
I don’t actually pay much attention to lyrics 
when I listen to other peoples songs - you 
know it’s one of the last things that I ever care 
about with a song. I’ll listen to a song and I’ll 
show my girlfriend and stuff and I’ll be like 
this is mad and she’ll be like what are you 
talking about and I’ll be listening and she’ll 
go yeah it’s gun culture stuff  and I didn’t even 
realise - I just listen to the bassline and the 
beat. But then when it comes to writing my 
own songs I’m quite careful, I don’t like to 
just come up with any sort of bullshit. It has to 
make sense. I guess I mean I personally don’t 
look at myself as a very good lyricist but other 
people seem to start saying that to me and I 
don’t really know how to react to that because 
it’s not something that I really put a lot of 

thought into. I generally write when I’ve got 
nothing else to do I just get a pen out and start 
writing, rather than sit down every day and 
say I’m going to knock out some lyrics, but  if 
I’m on a plane or I’m waiting for a flight -  I’ll 
just sort of say something or put something 
down and see where that ends up and then I 
might not touch it for six months and then  go 
back and I’ll see in some rhyme book that 
I’ve got four bars and that four bars will turn 
into like thirty two  in like twenty minutes it’ll 
just sort of like just happen and then I wont 
come back to it and then I won’t sing it for 
maybe a year and then I’ll find it and think Ah 
shit that will work with this sort of groove and 
then I might fill in a few gaps right there in 
the moment without thinking too much about 
it and it kind of just happens. I guess in a way 
it’s more like a subconscious sort of thing for 
me I don’t really know what I’m doing while 
I’m doing it and then when I read them back 
sometimes I’m like “fuck that was pretty 
good” ........Within the subconscious there’s 
conscious.



Future Projects?

I’ve got so many new idea’s. I’m trying to 
remain as independent as possible and I’m 
not signing any contracts with anybody about 
anything. I can get out on the street and if I 
wanted to I could just go out street performing 
for the next ten years and live off that. It’s 
very easy to sell music especially the way 
I’ve created my set up and it’s been a sort of 
an evolution to street performing. Once you 
know how to get the best sound on the street 
with the coolest idea and you know how to 
write songs quickly and easily for that, you 
can pretty much take anything on. So that was 
my mission and now I’ve accomplished that 
and I’ve got a catalogue of songs and I’ve 
got these sounds and it’s sort of just growing 
and now it’s sort of going from the street into 
the stages so I suppose the next step would 
be to do some proper live gigs I mean I’ve 
already done quite a bit of that but to take it 
a step further  and not just getting a call from 
a promoter in another country and going off 
and doing one show and flying back - we 
are probably going to put together a proper 
world tour cos I mean we can’t really go on the 
street in every country. I can’t just rock up to 
Moscow and start street performing or I’ll get 
shot in the head or something.

You can only do it in certain countries, even 
in Spain it’s really hard if you are not Spanish 
to street perform, it’s almost like a mafia 
thing there - they’ve got their pitches and the 
Spaniards pretty much run it all and if some 
outsider comes in and starts taking their 
money and I will cos I’m very loud and I’m 
pretty good now at street performing and I 
know how to get an audience quickly and how 
to sell a CD. I mean I could sell a hundred 
CD’s in an hour -  me and my girlfriend we’ve 
got it down pat but as I say it works really 
works in places where we are allowed to do 
it. So Germany, Holland, England, France 
generally the wealthier parts of Europe. So the 
future is mainly a big fat tour and I’m going 
to be making some records in between. I’ll 
probably record as much live stuff as I can 
and sift through that and put some live shows 
together. I’ll probably do a DVD as well so 
I’ll try to film a few live performances and 
yeah make some studio albums as well. I’m 
going to make one for my girl, the flower fairy 
so we’re going to do like a children’s type 
album over hip hop and drum n’ bass So we’re 

going to put something together that’s more 
colourful for kids because she’s a primary 
school teacher in Manchester or she was,and 
she’s great with kids so it make perfect sense.  
And apparently loads of kids loved my live 
album as well so I think the sounds are right 
and I think with her voice over the top I think a 
proper album would do really well for kids. 

She knows how to do it. I mean we’ve got so 
many ideas and plans. Live web streaming is 
something I really want to start getting into 
like going out on the street maybe in Holland 
and doing like a live show on the street an 
then streaming it live on the net, maybe 
even streaming like a kids show early in the 
morning. And I think the youth of the next 
generation is going to be more and more 
internet savvy, so maybe somehow do some 
website thing where we have like a show 
for kids an we do songs -  half an hour or 
something but these are all things that I’ve got 
planned but whether they happen or not is, 
well…. they’re just ideas. I just sort of take it as 
it comes..................................................

http://www.dubfx.net/
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=UiInBO

VHpO8&feature=channel

http://www.youtube.com/
watch?v=WhBoR_tgXCI&feature=fvst

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HSBGf
Sm1x1I&feature=channel









Who Wants To Make 
Me A Millionaire

I recently had the privileged opportunity 
to visit an exhibition of installation art, 
and I was so transported by the layers of 
depth, meaning and sheer visionary talent 
washing through the hallowed halls, that I 
was inspired to create my own collection 
of transcendental works. Below, I present 
to you the Sirius Goes To Hollywood 
collection, curated by Sir Jimmy Saville and 
rhapsodised by such luminary art critics as 
Prospero Leiderhosen, Ichabod McPoodle 
and of course the international quill of 
mystery, Hieroymous Von Binliner de la 
Rentboy..... Behold my pretties, weep for 
your souls and let your corrupt hearts float 
away on the rivers of of Eden. 

In this piece, entitled ‘I Has a Bucket’ 
Sirius explores the interplay between the 
natural and the human worlds, rending 
the protosymbiotic dichotomy apart in 
a savage indictment of man’s role in the 
world.The bucket represents the empty 
vessel of the human condition, full at one 
moment, yet fated to remain ultimately 
void and unfulfilled. His use of plastic in 
the moulding of the bucket (which took 
his team of assistants three months and 
$300,000) speaks to man’s alienation from 
the richness of the organic world and the 
impact that his non biodegradable legacy 
will have on future generations. The bucket 
is blue, mirroring a sky that his social 

irresponsibility seeks to 
conquer and lay waste, 
and it’s handle is turned 
toward the viewer, 
drawing him into the 
piece and implicating 
him in society’s plastic 
vacuousness. And yet we 
find hope. Mother Nature 
is symbolised by the 
walrus whose despairing 
warble drips with 
the sadness of man’s 
betrayal, but he still 
dwarfs the bucket of the 
human race, humbling 
the viewer before the 
awesome posssibilities 
of the natural order.

No animals were harmed 
in the making of this 

piece 
$1,200,000

(walrus sold separately)



This piece is entitled ‘Cilit Bang Go The 
Domestic Domestos Memories’ and has 
already wowed the crowds at the Tate over 
the course of the summer. We see Sirius 
here at his most personal and vulnerable, 
inviting the viewer to take a journey with 
him through uncomfortable memory. The 
toilet represents his childhood, a period 
when Sirius was endlessly subjected to 
having his hopes and dreams flushed by an 
uncaring father and filled with the faeces 
of a dictatorial regime that withheld crisps 
mercilessly and assaulted him with such 
Neo Fascist diktats as ‘Clean Your Room’ 
and ‘Stop Setting Fire to the Curtains’. 
These brutal commands that speak to 
the inhumanity of patriarchal culture are 
etched into the toilet bowl with limescale 
remover - a material that symbolises the 
cleansing process Sirius has been through 
in the creation of this piece. The handle 
behind the toilet is at a slight angle, and 
is a visual metaphor for skewed stability 
in an abused household.  The many toilet 
rolls  represent the many conflicted 
emotions Sirius feels toward his late father 
as well as the long line of therapists who 
have assisted him in grappling with never 
having been bought a light saber. The 
viewer is invited to interact with the piece 
and pull the toilet roll, thus unravelling the 
inner turmoils of the psychiatric process 
and symbolically view the emotional 
torments of the artist through his own eyes.

$1,700,000
Refills not included  

In this new installation, provisionally 
known as, ‘Daddy Why Is This In 
Your Cupboard’ we find Sirius at his 
most acerbic, delivering a withering 
commentary on the artifiality of modern 
consumerist sexuality and the impact that 
mass media is having on the sexualisation 
of children. Sirius found this child in a 
Lithuanian orphanage, moments after 
Madonna snatched his sister away, and 
took this innocent, untouched by the 
Western media back to his studio in 
Hoxton . Sirius’s genius then really began 
to shine as he imprioned the boy in a 
room with nothing but a blow up doll and 
the latest Pussycat Dolls video on a loop 
for a month, and filmed the results. The 
plastic quality of the doll echoes the plastic 
imagery of the music video, and while 
the doll is overtly a sexualised object, it’s 
arms are raised in a silent cry for help - a 
spirit trapped inside an artificial body. 
The child, now named Number 367713 
by Social Services began by attemting to 
suckle at the dolls breast, before calling 
it names and pulling its hair and finally 
saddling it up in the wheelbarrow position. 
The installation video demonstrates the 
natural development of childhood warped 
and compressed by the pernicious nature 
of artificial sexual influence, while the 
locked room speaks to the imprisonment 
of innocence within our media driven age. 
This may be his most important work to 
date

$700,000 per DVD - Limited Edition
Child available for foster care through 

pending crimminal case

More from the collection in the next issue - sirius 23









How + Nosm
Raoul and Davide Perre

How and Nosm are sparkling legends of 
the worldwide graffiti movement. Whisking 
us through style after style, concept after 
concept, sizzling colour after sizzling colour 
they’ve truly painted the world a finer shade 
of imagination and brought a new edge 
and a fresh magic to our public spaces. 
Cooking up a fever of explosive imagery and 
unleashing their deeply honed flavour of fat 
and heavy az u like, they took a moment out 
from their spray soaked global mission of 
whirlwind creativity to have a quick word 
with us

Can you give us a bit of early background?

We’re the twin brothers HOW and NOSM, of 
RAL (Right And left), and we’re graffiti artists 
and professional muralists residing in New
York. Born in the Basque country of San 
Sebastian, Spain, we grew up in Duesseldorf, 
Germany and have been practicing the Bronx 
born artform of graffiti since 1988. We got 
introduced to art early on by observing our 
Mother’s drawings and our Father’s interest in
paintings. We also lived in such a small town 
that there wasn’t really shit to do besides get 
involved in crime, so writing was one of the
few options to escape the boredom that led to 
that…and being raised on welfare, writing was 
for the most part free, since we were stealing
everything needed to execute it. Our late 
teenage years were spent travelling around 
the world to many of the more than 50 
countries we’ve visited, and spraypainting 
anything we could get our hands on,
including trains. 

During a visit to New York in ’97 we were 
asked to become members of the TATS CRU, 





so we decided to move to the States, and 
permanently relocated to New York in ‘99. That 
move marked our transition from painting 
trains, bombing the Berlin wall, and just not 
givin’ a fuck--to becoming businessmen and 
creating elaborate murals
for commercial clients like SONY, Coca Cola, 
and Khiel’s. As members of TATS CRU, we’ve 
had the opportunity to lecture at Universities 
like M.I.T. and our work has appeared in 
numerous films, music videos, documentaries-
-and most recently, the windows of historic 
NYC department store, Lord and Taylor, the 
Galleria D’Arte Moderna in Milan, Italy, and 
the Exhibition Center in Hong Kong, China. 
Our body of work includes everything from 
trains and walls to canvases, furniture, large 
scale multimedia sculpture, and anything else 
we can get our hands on.

Would you say that your European roots 
brought a fresh edge to the
New York Scene?

We’ve been around all generations of the New 
York graffiti movement and have
collaborated with and earned our respect 
from many amongst them... But we weren’t 

there in the 80’s--and we like it that way, 
because New York’s graff history has always 
been magical to us--it was the reason
that we came to NY in the first place. That said, 
even though we weren’t here in the ‘80s... 
When we came to NY in the ‘90s, I’d say
yeah, we had quite an impact on the graff 
scene (together with Daim and Hesh from 
Hamburg, Germany, who brought a more 
perfected 3D style than NY writers of the time 
were used to). Back in the 90’s we did big
murals that stood out from the murals painted 
by local New Yorkers--not only because of 
our unique styles, but also because of the 
way we used colors and the themes we chose 
for our murals. Plain and simple, having the 





advantage of painting differently is what made
us stand out from the rest. 

Tats Cru noticed that, and recruited us 
to represent the crew in Europe and the 
rest of the world. Once we moved to NY 
and consistently painted with the Tats Cru 
members, we developed
a fusion of our and their style that came to the 
forefront of graff murals in New York. At that 
time, our rival crew FX recruited many
European writers so they could keep up with 
our elaborate productions. We must admit 
that gave us some headaches, but it was very 
healthy for us because it pushed us beyond 
what we thought were our limits, to be
the best we could be--those were fun times! 
The extensive travels of foreign graffiti artists 
to New York revived the graff scene a lot in
the 90’s. And not only us, but many other 
artists like Loomit, Dare, Toast, and more 
played a major role in that revival.

Where’s the line between lettering and the 
abstract, and how do you
blur that line?

Since we’ve been practicing this art form for 
more than 20 years, the line between lettering 

and the abstract has kind of disappeared to us.
It’s more obvious to someone who doesn’t do 
what we do, ‘cause our outlook is warped. We 
could do a piece that’s totally readable to us,
but so deformed and abstract that the average 
person wouldn’t even be able to see letters. 
But if you know our work, you’d probably 
know it was done by us because of our 
style--or simply because we signed it with a 
very readable «HOWNOSM» in the corner. 
Now if you’re looking for traditional graffiti, 
we might disappoint you right now. We’re 
experimenting a lot at the moment.. but who 
knows what we’ll be doing this coming year. 
Our goal for 2009 was to do 100 typography 
inspired pieces, which went to an extreme and 
we got tired of it--so decided to do only huge, 
solid, filled in throw ups. A lot of them. And we 
have a feeling you will get to see many more. 
Sometimes we just need balance,and to break 
free of a direction we’re going before if gets 
stale. Regardless of how we change our style 
though, most people will recognize it--it’s like 
our signature that nobody can forge. «Dare to
be different and don’t set yourself any limits» 
is our way of thinking and maintaining our 
creative freedom. We don’t draw any lines 
between styles.





How do you structure the use of color in 
your pieces?

Like every artist out there we have our 
own feeling about and taste in colors and 
composition. We have some favored color 
combinations that we use here and there, and 
lately it’s been mostly black, white, and
red. Those colors are basic but very powerful, 
and help us stand out from the other artists out 
there. When we’re planning a piece, we
often look at what colors we used on the piece 
before and try to do something different. 
Contrast is also very important when we pick 
our colors. Many graffiti artist nowadays use 
all colors possibly available in one piece, and 
it looks awful--even worse, many may
imitate them. In our opinion, there is no sense 
of color composition to a piece when you use 
so many different hues... but in the end it
all comes down to everyone’s own personal 
tastes. It’s like a bad song that you hear on the 
radio that you start to like after you’ve heard
it a thousand times. That’s what’s happening 
today with a lot of pieces out there--your 
vision gets blurry from being oversaturated 
bad artwork.

What does public art bring to a cityscape?

In general, most public art brings color and 
brightness into people’s lives, and is usually 
connected with a feeling of excitement,
happiness, and enrichment. Usually a 
spectator or bypasser wants to decipher the 
message of whatever is painted publicly. 
Once they have that figured out, they might be 
pleased by the message or even disturbed. 

But either way, they will continue thinking 
about the mural even after they’ve walked 
away. So public art, or the artist that does
public art, can influence a community in all 
kinds of ways. It’s not unlike advertising--
whether it be a message, a feeling you want to
envoke, or just your name you’re pushing.

Tell us a bit about the Tats Cru?

In the mid ’80s Bio, BG 183, and Nicer started 
doing subway graffti. What began as their 
adolescent hobby and a recognition tactic
evolved into an individual style and successful 
business, bringing TATS CRU to the forefront 
of the mural art/painting. For the last 30 years 
TATS CRU has worked to change people’s 
perception of graffti as an art through our 
work.We’re definite leaders in the world of 
mural advertising and art, and all the hard 
work we’ve put in can be found in our murals 
that adorn the walls of hospitals, museums, 





schools, businesses, and New York City 
institutions. Our headquarters are in the Hunts 
Point area of the South Bronx, just off the 6 
train subway line. We’ve been there since 
1995, in the facilities of the community
development center The Point, a non profit 
organization with that provides different 
cultural activities. We’re the only ones in the
facility that are for hire, but we still volunteer 
for workshops and other free projects to 
benefit the community we work and live in.
Educating people about graffiti is important 
to us, and we’ve lectured at M.I.T., Hunter 
College, Columbia University, The University 
of Massachussetts, Cortland University, Brooks 
School, and many other community-based 
organizations.

What is the point of galleries?

The use of galleries is a very good way to 
make your artwork accessible and available to 
the public—as it’s usually outdoors and
nobody can take back home to their living 
rooms. Galleries offer opportunities to make a 
living off of your work and to explore new
territories. When it comes down to it, all graff 
artists are very competitive and love to be 
AllCity—Why not AllGallery?

What was the creative atmosphere like in 
‘80s New York?

You would have to set up an interview with the 
founders of Tats Cru to get a good view of the 
80’s and what the atmosphere was like. We
weren’t there, but have been fortunate enough 
to hear quite some raw and unforgettable 
stories—stories you’ll be able to read in our
upcoming book about thirty years of Tats Cru.

How has the New York scene evolved from 
then to today, and what influence would you 
say you’ve had on that progression?

Well the 70’s and the 80’s were the shit. Sorry 
the language, but graffiti came to the surface 
at just the right time in just the right
place. New York was in a depression and the 
system didn’t care much about crime, and 
even less about graffiti. So it was the perfect 
point
in time for graffiti to evolve freely. But we won’t 
talk about the past to much, ‘cause we don’t 
want to hear our old school friends here
in NY tell us we don’t know what we’re 
talking about—you need to ask some of the 
NY subway graffiti pioneers about the scene 
from back then. But once subway graffiti died 
out, due the extreme measures the MTA took 
against the adolescent artists, some of them 





like Crash, Daze, and Futura took it to another 
level. They invaded the galleries of New York 
and became celebrated in many galleries 
around the world. Graffiti wasn’t as bad as 
people always thought, and it made the
transition at the right time because there was 
no other new and unique art form around. On 
the other hand, Tats Cru got tired of big
companies using graphic designers to create 
fake graffiti styled advertisements, so they 
incorporated and made official graffiti
accessible to those companies. They opened 
the doors back then for all graff artists to be 
able to live off graffiti like they do today.

Where do you get your imagery from

Our body of work speaks for itself. We have 
a lot of different approaches to this artform—
ranging from canvases and sculptures, to
walls and murals...our work doesn’t need a 
label. Inspirations are drawn from all kinds of 
everyday life experiences and surroundings,
which can clearly be seen in our latest works 
and styles. So basically, we get inspired by 
anything interesting. We even take random 
things, throw them in our brains, let them sit 
there for a while—and when it’s their time, 
they come out via our hands, in our style and 
version—most of the time on paper first and 
then onto the wall or surface.

Do you find that over the years you’ve 
managed to develop and cross fertilize a 
range of styles, and do they stay separate 
or can they fuse into one piece?

Definitely! If you look at our work, which 
can be found on www.hownosm.org (and 
many other sites), you’ll find work from our 
early years to now. You can clearly see the 
development in our styles. When we started 
out painting in the streets, we were imitating 
the simple old school New York graff until we 
developed our own simple style. From there 
we took it to wildstyle lettering in the ‘90s—
including elaborate characters, which were 
mostly photorealistic images. Then it was on to 
3D styles, which we became quite famous for
for a while. It’s in our nature to constantly 
evolve our styles to perfection and then move 
on to new territories and try to master them
too. But whatever so called style we might do, 
it always carries our flavor and originality 
within it. You have to try out different things
to find your limits, and to keep yourself 
entertained and satisfied with your own work. 
There are many artists out there who are 
scared to try out new things because they 
are trapped by what they think people want 
to see from them. That’s not very healthy for 
your creativity and it is definitely doesn’t 





support the process of creating something. 
It should be totally free minded. Besides, 
being versatile gives you the option of mixing 
different styles together and creating a new 
ones that will open doors to create even more 
new stuff. People who follow our work have 
given us pretty good feedback when we run a 
certain idea for a while, so we must be doing 
something right in their eyes too.

Now go out there and support a starving artist, 
haha.
To us, working on walls and canvases in 
various styles has some similarities with 
bombing trains. It is a beautiful feeling, seeing
your wildstyle graff name on a train you 
painted in the night running by a subway 
station in the morning—and then going back 
home to plan a new action...which might be 
an illegal train track wall that you’re going to 
bless with a huge top to bottom blockbuster. 
Do you get the picture? We also like to do 
good ideas before others do them. I guess
that’s the true writer in us that is very 
competitive by nature.

Is there such a thing as selling out, and 
what is the difference between that and 
earning from what you love?

Selling out? To us that term is nonsense. We 
grew up with nothing, living of welfare in the 
projects with an alcohol troubled mother of
three who didn’t get any financial (or any 
other) support from anyone else. Growing 
up, most kids around had more than us. They 
would tease us ‘cause we would always rock 
the same kicks and gear, and they would
laugh that we dedicated ourselves so much 
to painting. When we quit school in Germany, 
they laughed even more, saying we were crazy 
and that we would never amount to anything. 
To our luck, that wasn’t the case. And thanks to 
our talent, and the help of Tats Cru, we’ve
been able to make a decent living as artists. 
But that’s where the shit starts... Now you have 
the people that always doubted and laughed
at you saying you are a sellout because you 
are making a living off what you love and 
believe in. We don’t understand their jealousy. 

Does it really matter where the money comes 
from? We’ve done our part in society and 
yes we have taken money from drug dealers, 
and murderers, and from huge corporate 
companies to pay bills. So what? Would you
prefer that we live of your tax money? If you 
haven’t been through our lives filled with 
crime and poverty, then you surely shouldn’t 
judge us for making some money off our art. 
We think we speak for quite a lot of artists out 
there with similar situations. And don’t tell us
about being political correct because who the 
fuck is that nowadays?





Look at Banksy, paints political stuff all day 
and everybody admires him...Then he comes 
to New York and rents out billboards from one 
of the biggest American companies, and has 
his artwork painted by artists for hire. Is that 
selling out? Just love or dislike the artist for 
the artwork they do.

Happy Holidays and all the best for 
2010!

www.hownosm.com
http://hownosm.wordpress.com/
http://hownosm.blogspot.com/
http://www.flickr.com/photos/

hownosm











The Power to 
say NO

We are not called consumers by some sort 
of mistake….

I would like to take fifteen minutes of your 
valuable time to explain something to you 
if I may. This article is for those of you in 
particular that have been entrapped by a core 
belief system. Everything in this article will be 
explored in greater depth in my book.
“..a core belief system is constructed 
from ideas or terms that someone has 
systematically arranged, that has been 
accepted as being truthful without question; as 
in scripture, education or doctrine - political 
or any other form of..”

I would like if I may to deal with the word 
consumer and to touch on briefly core belief 

systems. I would like to explain to you how 
much real power you have, even though you 
have been entangled in a web of deceit based 
upon the concept you haven’t any. Because 
you have been entangled in this web you can 
use this to your advantage, as in everything 
that has ever been done against you it can be 
reversed. Everything has a 180 degree effect 
built into it and there are no exceptions to this 
rule. Although what at first might look to be 
decidedly negative, there is always a positive 
to be found. There is no mystery in the 
process needed to find these positives, all I 
have found is you look again, but this time use 
real eyes. This I call the ‘stand back approach’. 
Read something and your mind will help you 
contemplate (a template for the con) what is 
wrote to bring some form of under –standing. 



Then stand back and do not think about 
what you have just read, generally go and do 
something completely different.
 
I have found by doing this ‘realisation’ sets 
in – you suddenly realise there is in fact two 
messages; one for your mind to stand- under; 
which is the literal meaning generally the 
negative, the controlling aspect. And one 
which is the true meaning of what is wrote 
down, the positive to reverse the controlling 
aspect. When you realise the true meaning for 
the first time, you realise that everything wrote 
down has this, there truly are no exceptions. 
This is not something you have to practice; all 
you have to do is know this occurs and have 
realisation of when it does. As in most of us I 
ignored this for it was against my core belief 
system. A system I didn’t even know I was 
defending as most of us don’t.
 
So let’s take this approach with the word 
consumer: One that consumes, especially one 
that acquires goods or services for direct use 
or ownership rather than for resale or use in 
production and manufacturing.
 
One definition of consumerism; it is built 
upon the theory that a progressively greater 
consumption of goods is economically 
beneficial. This is a core belief system we 
have been fed by those who require the 
consumers to keep purchasing products for 
one specific reason; enrichment. You could 
argue that enrichment is a good thing and 
many will (a self defence mechanism of 
the core belief system), the fact that if we 
consume more it is beneficial to the economy, 
but surely understanding the true meaning 
of economy is to be sparing, restrained, or 
create efficient use of; is not consumerism 

the complete opposite? Ask yourself who 
controls the economy and in essence who 
really benefits? Is this consumption more 
beneficial to the earth? Looking at the way 
these products are constructed, produced, 
the amount of time the products actually last 
and the amount of energy they consume, 
who is that beneficial too – us or the people 
producing such products – for what reason do 
they benefit? Look at food. No food lasts as 
long as it used too even though it is pumped 
full of preservatives that are supposedly there 
to help it maintain a longer shelf life (hmm). 
No fruit lasts as long as it used to, but why? If it 
does not last as long then you are required to 
go and get more far sooner – so who benefits 
from this process? It’s not rocket science, 
metaphorically who benefits from being at the 
top of any food chain?
 
Part of this core belief system is to make us 
believe that it is good to enrich our lives 
with bigger, better and more materialistic 
possessions that we can value, keeping 
the core belief system alive and well 
based upon an economy of enrichment 
created by  consumerism, consumption and 
materialistic value; greed. What you will soon 
realise, if you haven’t already, is that all core 
belief systems are built upon a word that 
resides within words such as belief, believe 
and believed. 
 
When realisation of this fact sinks in ask 
yourself this – what is the real reason they 
would need us to attach so much value to our 
possessions?
 
When looking again with real eyes, you will 
see the real meaning of consumerism; an 



attachment to materialistic value; our need 
to value our possessions. The attachment 
is what the core belief system relies upon 
which we stand-under unaware that we 
do. The consumers are controlled by the 
materialistic value they assert to their 
possessions monetarily. By using this simple 
aspect to assert control upon the consumer, 
it is maintained that the consumer is always 
controlled by the fear of loss of such 
possessions. For this aspect of the core belief 
system to work properly there was the need 
to create a legal system that would allow 
for this process to become relevant. Once 
you have allowed the consumers to amass 
the materialistic possessions you then can 
control the consumers with the fear of loss 
of such possessions. This is the controlling 
aspect the legal industry on behalf of any 
government (whether that is central or local) 
relies upon. They could create any amount of 
acts of parliament (as they do daily) saying 
you ‘must pay this’ as they did with council 
tax, PCN’s and many other stealth tax’s and 
the majority of people will pay. Why? Because 

they fear that if they don’t pay they will loose 
what? Their material possessions they value 
or the commodity used to gain those material 
possessions. If anyone gives evidence to the 
contrary the core belief system kicks in to 
defend itself generally being displayed with 
arrogance, anger or ridicule.
“..If you have accepted the doctrine created 
by the architects of a core belief system, 
then you have accepted the two built in 
elements. One is obvious which is the core 
belief itself; laying down what you should 
believe. Then secondly the core belief 
systems self preservation mechanism; what 
happens if you stop believing or if someone 
starts to questions your beliefs. Both of these 
elements require fear to function properly, 
because without fear neither would work. All 
core belief systems originate from the same 
source and have the same basic structure and 
function..”

You suffer at the hands of people who are 
nothing more than confidence tricksters, 
sales people that simply rely upon a core 



belief system of their design that you have 
accepted as being truthful. They rely upon 
sales pitches derived from the core belief 
system which will in most cases almost 
certainly sell the product(s) and/or service(s) 
for them – simply making you believe you 
need what they have to offer or to accept such 
is in your best interest. To convince you, they 
use deception in their sales pitches. They 
deceive in the accuracy of the information 
regarding the product(s) and/or service(s) 
not necessarily by directly lying, but by never 
telling the real truth. A simple show of this is a 
council issuing PCN’s or charging council tax 
on the pretence it is to help with the services 
within that local area. Both are ‘contractual 
payments’ that you do not have to pay that 
are issued by companies making profit for 
one reason and one reason alone, that was 
never destined to be used for the services 
in that area,  gaining money under false 
pretences is fraud. What happens is people 
believe that the government can do as they 
please and whatever the government say’s 
or enforces must be accepted by all. If you 
accept the government can do this then you 
have accepted a core belief system based on 
inaccuracies and un-truths and you will almost 
certainly attack my statement that these are 
nothing more than ‘contractual payments’ that 
you do not have to pay. This is one example 
of how people just accept core belief systems 
without understanding the reality of what they 
are accepting. 
 
Most of what politicians devise as corporate 
core belief system structure is called the ‘what 
if syndrome’, this is normally based upon 
what is called the ‘precautionary principle’. 
This inverts the very principles of justice 
and negligence allowing the government 
to enforce anything it deems fit upon those 
who accept the core belief system without 
repercussion, accountability and without any 
form of recourse for those accepting such 
legislation in whatever way. The terrorism 
policy in place is absolute evidence of this, 
although many other examples exist. Central 
government and councils use something that 
is called a ‘tort of conversion’ which simply 
amounts to legal theft; to take someone’s 
belongings unlawfully. This only works if 
you have accepted the core belief system 

they need you to accept, firstly making you 
believe you need to value your possessions 
and the more you have the better. Secondly 
to make you believe they can take them from 
you without your permission. What results is 
a perfect system of control, which is nothing 
more than genius in its simplicity especially 
when you realise the truth is, we do not own 
anything it actually owns us and in essence 
this is the one fact they rely upon
 
But as a consumer you can use the real 180 
effect built into this to show who really does 
hold the power, the power to simply say ‘no’. 
 
May I ask you a few questions? 
 If a company manufactures a range of 
products designed for us as the consumers 
to buy and if us as the consumers don’t 
buy these products – what happens to the 
company manufacturing the products? 
If a company issues PCN’s that no one pays 
– what happens to the company issuing the 
PCN’s? 
If everyone decided to not go to work 



tomorrow – what would happen to the 
country? 
If everyone stopped buying fuel tomorrow 
what would happen to the fuel prices?  
So may I ask you again; who holds the power 
to say ’no’?  
 
As the few simple examples above show the 
power has always been held by you and has 
never been taken from you because it cannot 
be. You just believe it has. This is how a core 
belief system works it creates a belief that 
you can never go against it and you must 
always conform to that belief system, whether 
that is consumerism, religion or politics as 
examples; if no one buys or buys into what 
is being offered - who is offering does not 
survive. Evidence of this is in the above 
statements. This applies to anything and 
everything. 
 
Let’s take the fuel prices. At four of my last 
talks I explained, not a new idea and not one 
that has not been used before, but an old one. 
We chose at the talks to stop purchasing fuel 
from TESCO, a total boycott. If enough of us 
do this and TESCO loose a good percentage 
of their customers, what will they do to attract 
those customers back? Lower their fuel 
prices - so everyone will start going back 

to them as they will be lower than any other 
supplier. Then what will every other supplier 
do? Exactly the same lower their prices. 
Down come the fuel prices. So who holds the 
POWER? But let’s not stop there. Once the 
prices start falling pick a new supplier to 
boycott and start the process again and keep 
doing it until such time as we have the prices 
at a reasonable level.
 
“The consumer, so it is said, is the king ... each 
is a voter who uses his money as votes to get 
the things done that he wants done” [Paul A. 
Samuelson Economics] 
 
So how do you get enough people to do this? 
Simple; by using the most powerful medium in 
the world, word of mouth. This medium cannot 
be stopped it is ours and always has been 
ours and has always been at our disposal. 
Look at gossip, look how fast it spreads. Now 
take that principle and apply it to something 
good and positive.
 

John Harris

http://www.tpuc.org/











Bad Girlz
From deep down inside the rave 
underground come the ingenious, irreverent, 
irrepressible and inspirational Bad Girlz. 
Ixindamix and Sim Simmer whip together 
an intoxicating blend of genre busting funk 
guaranteed to keep your feet locked to the 
dancefloor, your spirit soaring to the bar, 
and an infectious smile plastered firmly 
across your face. Welcome to the world of 
international raving mothers with attitude 
where it’s always time for aperitfs and a 
slamming groove

Can you tell us a little of your individual 
stories

SIMONE :  Well I won’t start right at the 
beginning, but in about 1988,89 I was 
squatting in London in the midst of this 
massive Acid House scene and I got together 
with a few mates who were always the same 
ones hanging around at the end of the parties 
that we used to go to, and we decided to get 
a sound system together, start putting on 
our own parties and called ourselves Spiral 
Tribe. It took off incredibly quickly, and we 
developed a bit of a following, and although 
we started in London, we moved pretty rapidly 
into the countryside and began going to 
all of the free festivals(of which, at the time 
were numerous) with our rig which is where 
I met Ixy. We had a mad couple of years in 
England doing all the summer free festivals 
and ducking back into London to pull off the 
odd massive rave and doing parties in Bristol, 
Winchester, Dorset, Surrey….all over the 
place. 

We got a bit of a reputation for being a total 
mixed bag of musicians, ravers, artistes, and 
somehow, I think because of our reputation 
and the press we were receiving managed 

to get a record deal with Big Life in 1992. We 
were given an advance by the label, bought 
ourselves a mobile studio with it and put a 
load of releases including Breach the Peace 
and Forward the Revolution which I rapped on.  
Then came a big free festival at Castlemorton 
where the police nicked all of our equipment 
and everyone got arrested – two years later 
after an 8 week long trial everyone was found 
not guilty - and in light of the intense police 
crackdown and the level of resources thrown 
against us, everyone went out to Europe rather 
than go legal or go to prison. 

We started doing free parties in France, 
Germany and beyond, focusing on a new 
country every year or so and tying all 
the places we’d set a scene up in into a 



Europewide set of festival dates, always riding 
a fresh wave of enthusiasm in each new city 
and leaving behind a little legacy of people 
getting their own equipment together and 
starting to do their own parties. I was on the 
road in Europe for a bit but then I sort of had 
loads of children, dived back into England and 
was a mum for a while…well I still am a mum 
– but a full on 24/7, not much else going on 
sort of mum. Life went on, and I kind of dipped 
in and out of partying, but then I moved to 
France in 2006 and hooked back up with Ixy 
and a core of my old mates from Tribe days 
and we started making music together……

IXY: Well back at the beginning of the 90’s 
I was on the road and travelling by horse 
because I didn’t have a driving license, and, 
well,  it was cheaper. My mates and I would 
hit all the free festivals which at the time 
were mostly bands like Hawkwind and no 
electronic music –and then little by little 
posses started turning up with sound systems 
and setting up rave areas . Within a VERY short 
while, we were hopelessly addicted and so by 
the time we pitched up at this festival in Stony 
Cross and found absolutely none of our usual 
travelling sound system crews,  (The free 
party people,Circus Warp,DIY)you could say 
that we were a bit  concerned. It wasn’t really 

important who it was just  that there was ‘a 
rave ‘  at the festival.

Then at one point a rumour went round site 
that these squatters   from London called 
Spiral Tribe had turned up with a sound 
system . We were like…’PHEW’ “Sorted” And 
from that point on, we kept bumping into 
them throughout that summer – we’d go to a 
festival and Spiral Tribe were there and the 
rig was on. As I got to know them a bit better, 
Debbie invited me to come up and have a go 
on the decks. Now I didn’t even know what 
decks were, but she’d clocked that I’d been 
making my beloved horse lug around this 
massive truck battery so I could listen to the 
radio, and that I’d always recorded all the best 
acid house and rave tunes and whipped them 
up into mix tapes. So it wasn’t really my idea 
to be a DJ, but she definitely didn’t have to 
ask twice. For a while I had this very slowly 
growing bag of about 3 records, and then on 
my 20th birthday, at a party in Tubney Woods, 
I had this idea of going round the dancefloor 
and telling ravers that it was my birthday and 
I wanted to be a DJ, so would they cough up a 
fiver and contribute to a slice of vinyl for the 
greater good!! And I tell you, you’d be amazed 
at how many people actually gave me a fiver.



SIMONE: The E’s were wicked in those days!!

IXY: Yeah – and I knew that!! So Tim (now 
builder of Noise Control Audio sound systems 
– the connaisseurs big rig of choice) razzed 
me up to London to buy the tunes I knew I 
wanted from hearing them on the dancefloor. 
As time went on, I got better and better on the 
decks, sold my harness and bought a record 
box and moved in with Spiral Tribe . 
A bit later on a record deal was signed with 
Big Life who had thought that Spiral Tribe 
were going to be the new Sex Pistols - A studio 
was bought and Simon and Seb went about 
inventing the concept of the liveset. 
I was pregnant at this time and still totally on it 
with the D.J ing and the parties  although a bit 
disillusioned with tribal life, so I got straight 
in the studio , was shown how to use the 
equipment and I was off and running.

So how did you end up becoming Bad Girlz 
then?

SIMONE: Well, when I got to France, Ixy 
whisked me into her studio and said ‘Why 
don’t we do a remix of Breach the Peace?’ 
which I was completely up for because it 
wasn’t ever really my favourite track. The 
lyrics are totally conscious and wicked, but 
the music…well anyway. So we did the remix 
and it was really banging, and we had such 
a crack working with each other that we just 
kept going. I had some lyrics that I’d written a 
while before and they had the Bad Girlz line 
in it and the rest is happening right here right 
now.

IXY: Well I was totally chuffed that I’d found 
an MC that I could work with, especially a 
girl and especially one of my best mates! 

I’d always like vocals and M.C ing in music, 
and being a bit of a one woman band, I’d 
had a go myself which didn’t quite work out 
to be honest, not having the voice for it. It 
was important that we basically shared a lot 
of the same ideas and that we had the same 
background of raving , travelling ,motherhood 
and Spiral Tribe  We just connected on a 
musical level while being best mates and 
having a right old laugh in the studio and as 
the gigs started to roll in, out on stage.

What’s the musical  vibe?

SIMONE: A real mélange

IXY: We’re genre busters

SIMONE: Yeah – we’re not into the genres. 
The whole genre thing is now well beyond 
a joke. There’s just too many break trip dub 
tech step hop bollocks core fidget grime god 
knows what n bass blah blah blah. I mean it’s 
just ridiculous because at the end of the day, 
either you like something and it makes you 
dance or you don’t and you move swiftly to 
the bar and it’s as simple as that. You shouldn’t 
be bound by the mentality of Oooh I’m going 
to make a breakbeat track or a dubstep track 
– it defies the whole 
concept of dance music

IXY:  So often we start 
out with one vibe and 
something that may fit 
into a certain style and 
as we get deeper into 
the studio sesh, it takes 
on its own direction 
and ends up as 
something completely 
different. 

SIMONE: It just 
evolves, and that’s 
exactly how it should 
be. This mentality of 
‘Dubstep’s selling 
really well, let’s 
hammer out a Dubstep 
track’ is creatively 
limiting.



IXY: Music does tend to make up its own mind 
about what it wants to be…

Where do the lyrics come from

SIMONE: All over the place. It can start with 
just a line…
IXY:Are we doing lines?
SIMONE: It’s all about the lines. If you’ve got 
enough lines, you can make a track(write a 
rap)
IXY: In all seriousness though we do both 
have a stab at the lyrical side, bouncing off 
each other and coming up with lines and 
rhymes. Sometimes that’ll be in the same 
room and sometimes knock up a couple of 
verses each before sending them off to the 
other half to finish off or edit or inspire or 
whatever.
SIMONE: We do in fact…..share our 
lines………..(help each other out with lines)
IXY: It’s down to earth, tackling issues that are 
close to our heart like how annoying our kids 
are. 
SIMONE: It ranges from Give me More, Take 
me to the Dancefloor to What’s for Dinner 
tonight or people asking you stupid questions 
when you’re on a top buzz on the dancefloor 

at a party. It’s tongue in cheek, but actually it’s 
very real.
IXY: You also got your rave based lyrics which 
are very simple and easy to understand on a 
global level 
SIMONE: Yeah, you’ve got to bear in mind 
most of the gigs we play aren’t actually in 
English speaking countries – if anyone wants 
to help us out there, get in touch!
IXY: Things like Put Your Raving Gloves on 
Baby are nice and universal
SIMONE: But then tracks like In the Doghouse 
do probably lose something in translation!

Lyrics these days tend to either be OOH 
Baby drivel or very switched on and 
dealing with cosmic issues – did you 
intentionally set out to bring things back 
down to earth?

SIMONE: We didn’t really set off on a mission 
to change the course of lyrical history. We 
were just having a laugh.
IXY: When you’re on the dancefloor, you 
almost NEVER want to hear about someone’s 
gone on love story or necessarily about what’s 
going on in the world, you just want something 
rave based that makes you want to move.



SIMONE: It’s hard to explain, because we 
haven’t necessarily set out to do anything in 
particular. It’s just organically how it is, telling 
it how it is for us.

You seem to have a right laugh doing 
Bad Girlz. Is that what keeps the project 
energized.

SIMONE: Quite possibly yes, because if we 
were having a really shit time doing it, we 
probably wouldn’t carry on

I see you’ve never signed a large 
commercial record deal

SIMONE: Not as yet, offers welcome naturally 
and I suppose in that situation you balance 
it off financially. But seeing as we don’t have 
to deal with all that, we are having a top, top 
laugh.

Did you see a need for humour in an area 
that has been known to take itself rather 
seriously

SIMONE: Definitely. My heyday on the 
dancefloor was 91,92 which obviously 
makes me really old. However. Never mind, 
Madonna’s at it and so are the Rolling 
Stones, so I don’t give a fuck and by those 
standards I’m actually really young. But 
what I rembember most about being on the 
dancefloor back then was that it was just 
SUCH a laugh. You’d be cheesing about on a 
Sunday afternoon with your mates, smiling, 
giggling, rolling around on the floor

IXY: Yeah, that was the one – the stupid hand 

movements and all

SIMONE: Pulled a few of those in our time. 
But the dancefloor was a place to have fun, 
come alive and truly be you, and we’re trying 
to put the rave back on the dancefloor and 
have some top cheesy laughs instead of some 
somber head trip. Some of us – mums in 
particular onmly really get to go out once in a 
while, and so when you do get the chance, you 
need to have a right fucking laugh, not get lost 
in posers and on the one of what everyone’s 
wearing and all that bollocks. The dancefloor 
is the dancefloor.

So how did the album project come about

SIMONE: Well we just wrote SOOO many 
songs that we simply HAD to put them on an 
album.
IXY: Well we started off with a few individual 
songs, and I had originally been planning to 
do a solo album featuring our songs, but it 
suddenly felt like we really had something 
going, so the solo album went on hold and 
we started writing more Bad Girlz songs. 
At the outset, Simone would come up with 
some lyrics and I’d write music, but we this 
mad creative buzz started to flow hard and 



it became far more free than those assigned 
roles and it came together beautifully really 
quickly!

What’s with the Marigolds

IXY: Well  I went to this Acid House party in 
Holland where at least half the crowd had 
these yellow gloves on and it did in fact 
look really wicked and really psychedelic 
especially with the acid house smiley 
t-shirts that everyone was wearing. That 
was the moment that the raving gloves idea 
got lodged in my mind, and we took it and 
adapted it to our own Bad Girlz world.

SIMONE: So we bought a load of marigolds 
and started chucking them off the stage 
during gigs. At first, it has to be said, people 
did wonder what the fuck we were doing, so 
we moved into the demonstration phase of 
‘you take the glove – you put it on your hand 
– ancd then you wave said gloved hand in the 
air like you just don’t care’. Once you give the 
demonstration, people tend to be quite quick 
to cotton on, although it can ONLY be the 
Xtra Large to avoid any stickyness or general 
sweatiness. We did this gig in London with a 

big Italian contingent and bless em, they were 
actually putting them on their heads, which 
was interesting.

Were there any casualties

SIMONE: Yes. The local hospital was 
inundated with marigold related injuries. A 
news blackout followed shortly afterwards 
before the role of the marigold could be too 
deeply subverted.

What’s the current status

IXY: Well we’re doing a world tour to promote 
the album
SIMONE: Few dates still available for all you 
promoters out there looking for the next big 
gloved thing
IXY: And we’re already writing new songs, 
digging up fresh genres to bust
SIMONE: The first album is recorded and out 
in January and it’s called It’s a Funkin Wrap. 
We’ve also got a new dancefloor filla 12 inch 
coming out round qbout now called, funnily 
enough, Raving Gloves and we’ll just keep 
going and see what happens.

TASTER    http://soundcloud.com/audiotrix/get-a-little-fizzee 
INTERVIEW JAM     http://soundcloud.com/audiotrix/randomz-jam  

www.myspace.com/badgirlzmakemeanmuthaz
www.facebook.com/group.php?v=info&ref=ts&gid=35458148879







Laser 3.14

Laser’s poignant flashes of poetry on the 
temporary surfaces of our streets have 
taken tagging into a new realm. Stark in 
appearance, they sizzle with surrealist 
truths, a dry absurdist humour and a biting 
insight into the insanities of the world we 
live in. From sheer lyrical beauty to a wry 
nihilism, Laser has truly brought streets 
and minds alive with his own brand of wit, 
wisdom and spin on reality. He spoke to us

Do you have a graffiti background or was it 
always about the message rather than the 
design?

I started writing graffiti, influenced by tag 
names like: Ego83, Colloid, Tarantula, Dragon 
and Dr Smurry, which I saw on the streets of 
Amsterdam in the early 80’s. I was about ten 

or eleven when I started to sporadically write 
my name. It was something I saw on the streets 
and it really resonated with me.

After writing my name for a while I got 
interested in the pieces I saw all over town. I 
started trying to do pieces but it took a long 
while before I actually knew what I was doing. 
My goal was to make pieces like Shoe, Delta, 
Joker, Cat 22 etc. were making in those days. 
So the whole 80’s I was busy trying to figure 
out how to design letters and pieces. I was 
focused on the letters and trying to make 
them ‘Funk’.

“Funk” truly is the keyword to make great 
graffiti letters and tags.

In the 90’s I was busy drawing comics and 
illustrations, writing poetry and later on 
I started to work on canvas, where I used 
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sentences underneath my images.

Around late 1999 early 2000 I had reached 
an artistic impasse with my artwork. I found 
myself artistically blocked not inspired 
anymore by the work I was making. I was 
ready for something different, something 
new. I went back to my roots first, back to 
graffiti, back to the street. Soon I felt bored 
with only doing my Laser tag. I did keep on 
writing poetry during this time. At some point 
I started experimenting with phrases from my 
poetry on the street in combination with my 
tag, which I placed above the phrases. I liked 
the result and still do. This is how the Laser 
3.14 street poetry came about. 

Talk to us about your name. Apart from the 
number being Pi, are we talking the Book 
of Laser, Chapter 3 Verse 14..

Through the 80’s I went through a couple of 
tag names like: My own name (which I won’t 
mention here), Orene and Are. At some point 
I was writing Croe with a friend but we got 
into and argument so the next day when we 
met I said:” I’m going to write Laser from now 
on.” (depending on my mood, I wrote Laser or 
Lazer).

I remember people telling me that it was a 
crap name for a tag. But I really liked it since 
it was something that connected with my love 
for sci-fi movies. I have been using the name 
ever since. I was inspired to add a number to 
my name by the tags of the old school graffiti 
heroes like Taki 183, Noc 167 and the Dutch 
graffiti artist Beat 53.

The number 3.14 was not just a random 
number I chose. One day I was listening to the 

B-side of the 7” single Public Image Limited’s: 
This is not a love song, called Public Image. 
While listening I was looking at the title of the 
song and realized that the first letter of Public 
and the first letter of Image together made 
the word Pi, which stands for the number 
3.14159265…, rounded 3.14. As a graffiti artist 
you create a public image with your work on 
the streets. So I decided to add the number 
3.14 to my name. 

Do you write messages for yourself, 
for like-minded people, or for wider 
consciousness? 

Traditional graffiti writers write for graffiti 
writers and it can be very difficult for 
people who don’t write graffiti themselves 
to decipher most graffiti tags. They see a 
scribble while trained eyes sees a name 
written.

When I started out to do the sentences, I 
though that It should be easy readable for 
everybody.

I write for everybody. Although as an artist 
you like it when you get recognition for the 
work you create, attention, fame or money are 
not the primary goals for me. I do and always 





did it primarily 
because my soul 
agrees with it.

How appealing 
are clichés to you 
for subversion 
purposes

Clichés are wonderful 
tools to work with. 
So is subversion, 
from which I never 
shy away. I use clichés so now and then in my 
poetry and in my texts on the street. 

What’s your take on religion

Although I grew up with religion all around 
me, I never was or am religious myself. 
Personally I find more solace and satisfaction 
in logic exploration whether it’s inward or the 
other way around.   This summer I read, “God 
is not Great” by Christopher Hitchens. There’s 
a sentence in the text on the back of the book 
that I really liked. It said: ‘A secular view of life 
based on science and reason’ 

I’m for a world based on science and reason

I believe that religion should be a private 
thing. It should be a private spiritual journey. 
The moment it turns to religious imperialism 
it can no longer be or be called a spiritual 
journey (maybe to some it can.) The moment 
religion turns to something organized, 
trying to forcefully implement its rules upon 
a society, calling for bloodshed, violence, 
intolerance and repression, it should be 
stopped, if you ask me.

Most of the religious rules and ideas are very 
outdated and since it is hardly being updated 
it gets left behind and does not function 
particularly well within a modern society.

To put it into perspective, let’s for the sake 
of argument say there are two books. One 
books tells a story about a guy riding a 
cannonball and nobody believes it. The 
other book speaks of a guy who says he 
rode a cannonball and people believe it. 
Wars are fought and blood is shed to force 
this believe onto other people. Generations 
after generations have believed and still 
believe the fact that there was this guy who 
rode a cannonball, even though logic dictates 
that it is impossible that a man can ride a 
cannonball. In a nutshell: That’s how religion 
feels to me.

What’s your take on the media

Although it is a great medium to use and it 
is one of the greatest inventions ever, the 
internet as a medium has changed the amount 
and quality of the news we receive as well 
as the speed at which news is being spread 
globally. 

These days it is easy to succumb to an 
information overload. There is so much 
information to digest it is getting hard to 
differentiate lies from the truth and I really 
have the idea that a lot of people are not 
questioning the information they consume.

The TV could have been a great educator but 
nowadays it is more the great de-educator. 
When I turn on the Television I am hit with 
an armada of Idols clones, who are only 
interested in becoming a star at any cost.  The 





world becomes more and more Orwellian. 
Orwell wrote 1984, we did the rest.

How much do you trust people to take 
reading your messages one step further 
and actually think about them

I think my sentences are open for 
interpretation. Sometimes or at least to me, the 
message is very clear sometimes very cryptic. 
Sometimes it is a sum of different thoughts 
capsulated into one sentence. Sometimes 
I manage to put a fraction of an emotion or 
more into the words.

Whether there is a message in them or not is 
up to the reader to figure out. I do not write 
my sentences with the intention to spread one 
particular message. 

People do write to me so now and then and 
tell me what my sentence did with them. 
Discussions about my sentences can be found 
on flickr. It is always interesting to read them. 

Would you call yourself an optimist:

Although the state the world is in can make 
it very hard to remain optimistic, I actually 
am. Like Erik Draven (a character from the 
Brandon Lee movie The Crow) said: “It can’t 
rain all the time.”

How reactive is your work to world events:

Sometimes I react on world events but I try 
to keep away from it as much as possible 
since I am not standing on a soapbox. But 

sometimes something intensely abject, or 
intensely beautiful and inspiring occurs in the 
world, which leads to sentences popping up 
in my head and the need to write them on the 
streets.

Here’s an example, a couple of years ago I was 
lying on my couch with the flue listening to 
the radio. Suddenly I heard about a school full 
of kids being held hostage in Beslan. I heard 
how the school was kept hostage and nobody 
knew what was going on inside. After three 
days they reported that a bomb went off, kids 
were fleeing the burning school and shot once 
they ran outside. That event really got to me 
and made me very angry especially when I 
saw the photographs and read the stories of 
the teachers and kids afterwards.

A couple of sentences about the event came 
up in me. I wrote them down and spread them 
through town. 

Art should not primarily be a political 
instrument but sometimes something happens 
that hits you right in the guts. You need to 
express it and share this expression in the 
open, public space.

Do you take an idea to a wall or do you get 
to a wall and start thinking of ideas?:

I prepare before going out on the street. 
During the day I see places I can write on at 
night. I choose sentences from my poems and 
write them on a piece of paper before I go out 
to work. The placement of my sentences vary 
from the next sentence on my list to certain 
sentences for certain neighborhoods or spots 
to name a few possibilities. I get triggered by 
a lot of different things during my journey at 
night. 





How important is humour both in its own 
right and as a gateway to serious subjects:

In general some types of humor some people 
find totally appalling while others find it 
extremely funny. 

Sometimes you can use humor as a gateway 
to serious subjects: Monty Python was 
particularly brilliant at this. And think about 
the greatest stand up comedians like Lenny 
Bruce and Richard Prior who took their 
downright grueling life experiences, and 
make people laugh about it. Humor can ease 
the pain but can also be used to make people 
aware of some very serious subjects. 

How do you feel about the rise of the right 
wing in Holland:

To be honest these days I find it very difficult 
to differentiate between the left and right 
wing. Both seem to omit the same odor 
these days. Looking at the whole situation 
objectively, which I have to do since I can 
neither call myself a left nor a right wing 
person because I don’t feel any connection 
with either one, it is actually the fault of the left 
that people are getting right minded. People 
are very disappointed in a lot of decisions 
the government has made and want to try 
something else. Lots of things have gone 
wrong in the past years in Holland. Politicians 
have looked the other way a few times too 
much in the past. Due to the problems now, the 
left gave the right wing the chance to rise. 

I read the other day that 22% of the UK people 
in the UK are thinking about voting The 
British National Party, which is a totally abject 
extreme rightwing party. So it seems to be a 

phenomenon that’s occurring in England too.

How free are we?

I can only speak for Holland but here we have 
become less free in the last twenty years. We 
are really making great progress towards an 
Orwellian state over here. 

From the moment onward that van Gogh was 
stabbed and killed, a lot of journalists started 
to self-censor themselves out of fear. 

We had the first arrest of a cartoonist in, give 
or take, 60 years, if I understood correctly. 
Holland has the most wiretaps in the world. 
There is an absurd amount of rules which 
sometimes really make no sense. It feels like 
the police over here are busy to function as 
an organ that rather fines people in order to 
retrieve money instead of acting as a police 
force fighting crime. 

Like for instance this summer the city of 
Amsterdam decided that drinking alcohol 
while you are standing outside on a terrace 
of a cafe would lead to problems. Therefore 
you were only allowed to drink alcohol while 
being seated on a terrace. The people of 
Amsterdam got together and demonstrated.  
The result was that this ridiculous rule 
vanished. People should come out of their 
comfort zone more often in order to raise their 
voice and get things changed. As we were 
able to witness this summer, it can work.

The government has tightened the noose this 
last decade and if you read or hear what they 
are saying you can hear them say that they 
want control and they want it by any means 
necessary. 





Sometimes when I hear some politicians 
speak or read what they have to say I get 
this uncomfortable feeling that they would fit 
perfectly in a state like the former German 
Democratic Republic.

Talk to us about surrealism in your writing.

Is there surrealism in my writing? 

Are you a vandal?

I am not a vandal. I do not vandalize in the 
sense that I write on walls of buildings. I write 
only on temporary surfaces. I see myself as an 
artist who tries to make artistic contribution to 
the beauty of the city.

What’s the attraction to London

I fell in love with London. Especially the East 
end, Shoreditch has this great energy that 
reminds me of Amsterdam in the good old 
days. 

Does a picture tell a thousand words or 
does a sentence tell a thousand pictures

It sure depends on the picture and the 
sentence. No, I am just kidding. If you look at 
things in a certain way, every picture does tell 
a lot of words, whether it are a thousand words 
might be left in the middle. Take two people 
who look at the same painting and you will get 
two stories, let alone, have a hundred people 
look at the same picture. That will lead to more 
than a thousand words. The same counts for 
the sentence. People do interpret things they 
see, read and experience differently. This 
is due to the fact that they have a different 
set of values, ideas, experiences, history, 
upbringing etc. 

Do you have a mission or is it pure 
expression?

It is pure expression.

How important is the internet in creating a 
wider consciousness

The internet does give you the chance to 
communicate with the world in many great 
ways. You can reach a lot of people in a short 
amount of time. I use the internet a lot in order 
to promote my artwork. 

What’s the dream?

My dream? 

A couple of years ago I dreamed about 
releasing a book. This year that finally 
happened. Lebowski Publishers released my 
book: Laser 3.14 Are you reading me? So, that 
dream came true. 

One of the other dreams I have is, solo 
exhibitions in London and other countries. I 
was working on and in talks to do a solo show 
in London but due to circumstance that did not 
happen in the end. I have been part in a few 
group shows in London but am still dreaming 
about that solo show. 

I also dream about directing a motion picture 
one day. I have been experimenting with 
videos and start to get the hang of it. I will be 
exploring that possibility further in the future.

But the main dream is that I can keep 
developing myself as an artist and 
keep changing myself artistically and 
spiritually.

www.laser314.com

Contac: laser3.14art@gmail.com

 Laser 3.14:Are You Reading Me 
book: http://laser314.com/book/01.

html

http://www.lebowskipublishers.nl/

Thank you to http://www.flickr.com/photos/mermaid99/ for some of the photos 











Encoded 
Perspectives

In the beginning was the Word, and the Word 
was with God, and the Word was God 

John 1.1

Language and the written word are perhaps 
the defining concept behind all of society. 
Communication led to collaboration which led 
to productivity which led to invention which 
led to knowledge which led to wisdom….
sort of. We would be lost without it and it 
truly lies at the core of what it is to be human. 
Language and writing propagated the 
greatest atrocities and the greatest triumphs 
in history, and yet today in the 21st century, we 
take it almost entirely for granted and scarcely 
stop to question the ideas, the effects and the 
meanings behind the orgy of words poured 
out across society every second. 

The written word evolved through two 
distinctly different strains, both of which 
sought to frame communicative verbal 
language in the most logical terms. These 
roughly break down into conceptual and 
mathematical, the conceptual using images 
such as hieroglyphics and Chinese style 
characters to convey meaning and concepts 
in their entirety while the mathematical 
invented an entirely artificial code, or 
alphabet which could be used as ingredients 
in a wider formula of digital language where 
the order of the code equated to its meaning. 
We in the West are entirely immersed in the 
mathematical, and write letters to make up 
words on a daily basis without even realizing 
that we are in fact using a mathematical 
formula to express human action and human 
emotion. So what, you might say?? Seems 
to work pretty damn well?? That it works is 
indisputable, but if we probe just a little bit 
deeper into the ramifications of breaking 
down all human communication into formulae, 
we begin to uncover some fascinating and 
downright disturbing truths.

Most of us will be familiar with the ‘Left 
Brain, Right Brain’ dichotomy where the left 
hemisphere of the brain is responsible for 
linear reasoning, abstract mathematical 
concepts and the evolution of ‘logical function’ 
while the right hemisphere is associated 
with intuition, spirituality, imagery and 
holistic perception. This conflicted unity 
is represented throughout cultural history 
through the symbol of yin and yang, Gaia 
and Jupiter, male and female, and while no 
individual can operate purely on one side of 
the brain, people and whole cultures can be 
defined through which of the hemispheres 
is in the ascendancy. The right brain is 
usually symbolised by female iconography, 
for example Mother Earth, while the left 
brain is almost inevitably manifested in 
masculinity, male gods and patriarchal 
societies. There came a point in social history 
when a tendency toward the all embracing, 
holistic female infused society was usurped 
by the brutal patriarchy that most of our 
blood stained history chronicles, and within 
that conquest of the female by the male, the 
matriarchal by the patriarchal, the right brain 
by the left brain we find the development of 



the formulaic alphabet playing a subversive 
yet critical role. 

The second language moved from imagery 
representing concept to an abstract formula 
super imposed on reality, the left brain began 
its ascendency. This linear code broke the 
connection between representation and reality 
and saw a critical schism between mankind 
and an intuitive understanding of nature and 
the world around him, where writing sought 
to portray reality in natural terms. From the 
moment the linear alphabet began to take 
hold, humanity began to retreat behind a self 
generated patriarchal construct of reality 
where language and writing became a purely 
human code with no discernible reference to 
the world it was describing. The Old Testament 
was one of the first examples of the alphabet 
being put into practice, and oddly enough, not 
only do we find a vengeful, patriarchal god at 
its centre, but in the Second Commandment 
itself we see the banning of idols.

This was the moment when the written word 
rose to the prominence we know today, 
extinguishing the idea of art and image, right 
brain forms of expression and triumphing over 
such ethereal methods of representation and 
pinning down the literal and the formulaic. 
The advent of the written alphabet saw a new 

generation of male deities sweep across the 
ancient world wreaking havoc in their wake 
and slowly eroding the right, the role and the 
respect of the female, both in their human form 
and in their conceptual form. The very nature 
of the code’s complexities excluded almost 
all from literacy, as people could no longer 
look at a character on the wall and understand 
by its representation in image form, what it 
described. Instantly a closed elite of the literate 
was created, and as the great religions began 
to establish themselves, it rapidly became 
apparent that only they could afford in all their 
resplendent wealth to educate their own scribes 
in the alphabet, while the average peasant was 
bound to the land for food, and the landowner 
interested only in warmongering and profit. 
Slowly but surely, religions developed a 
monopoly on literacy, and consequently on 
truth, where if you could not read, you could 
only ever depend on an appointed member of 
the religious elite to bring you that truth, and on 
him you relied exclusively. Whatever twists and 
turns the religion took, however far they strayed 
from the core teachings of Jesus or Mohammed, 
no one outside their circle could challenge the 
authorities with the original scriptures as they 
simply could not read. Thus reading, writing and 
thereby truth remained firmly in the hands of a 
masculine cabal that taught only the most strict 
linear adherence to the approved word and had 
a disturbing propensity toward slaughtering 
people who’s spirits tended toward the holistic 
or the feminine. Even the Virgin Mary who is 
represented and worshipped again and again 
in Christian iconography is stripped of all 
feminine qualities and reduced to a chaste 
vehicle for a male god. Mary Magdalene is 
only accepted in mainstream Christianity once 
she has truly repented of dark sexuality, and 
the cults that sprang up worshipping her in 
her own right were swiftly put to the doctrinal 



sword. The Cathars who in 12th Century France 
developed a far more feminine version of 
holistic Christianity that traced its roots back 
to the yin yang interplay of pagan Mithraism, 
were the first Christians a formal crusade was 
sent against, in case their dangerously non 
conformist, non formulaic world view was to 
leak into the wider zeitgeist.

Even when the visual arts began their ascent 
into propagandist glory, the scenes we see are 
repeated again and again and use a language 
of composition and colour that is inflexible 
and universal, reducing painting to a form of 
linear formula that artists had to work subtly 
and subversively to infuse with any true depth. 
Our thought processes themselves, even at 
their most subconscious are so often framed 
in the abstract formulas that the patriarchal 
alphabet imposed on intuitive reality. Indeed 
this is the symptom of the human condition that 
we see all around us now – that break between 
humans and nature that leads to climate change, 
environmental destruction, the repression 
of women and the industrial slaughter of the 
20th Century. Setting out reference points in 
our own code rather than in nature’s symbols 

has fundamentally broken us from the planet 
and given humanity an introverted, detached 
perspective, that only now are we beginning to 
claw back.

This is in no way attempting to blame the 
alphabet exclusively for patriarchy and ego 
driven realities. It is of course like anything 
else, part of a wider pattern. But what sets 
the alphabet apart is that while religions and 
beliefs and social norms may come and go, 
writing is now so inexorably bound up with our 
human experience, that even the most intuitive 
right brained soul still expresses himself in 
mathematical left brain terms.

And what about those words right and left 
anyway? Well the interesting thing is that the 
right and the left are inverted in the physical 
world. A right brain ascendant person will 
instinctively be left handed while a left brained 
ascendant person will favour the right hand. This 
is where it gets really interesting. Left handed 
people have been suppressed and repressed 
in all manner of ways throughout history. For 
centuries, people were forced to write with 
their right hand and it was considered wholly 



unacceptable to be left handed. Thus people were 
forced to use the side of their body that was not 
naturally the extension of their brain function, and 
in doing so, created frustrating internal conflicts 
that we are only now beginning to understand. 
Why was there such a fear of the left hand? 
Personally I doubt that there was a conspiratorial 
directive from some Illuminatus somewhere, but 
those forcing the issue were merely a product of 
their own culture, where habit and sub conscious 
indoctrination dictated their world view.

Fascinatingly, in Latin the word for right is dexter 
and the word for left is sinister. There you have 
it right there…. Dexterous is a good thing, it 
means you’re skillful, handy, smooth…….But 
SINISTER???? The words exist in Italian to this 
day, and in French, the word for right is ‘droit’ 
which has connotations of being straight, of the 
law, of virtue, while the word for left - ‘gauche’ 
has all kinds of pejorative implications of not 
being ‘quite right’ and a bit awkward. Of course 
the immense irony is that no-one knew that 
the physical manifestation of left and right was 
actually the mirror image of how the brain works, 
so all the insults hurled against the ’left’, the 
‘sinister’ are actually turned on themselves within the brain, where those suspicious of the left 
are themselves left brained. Words are dangerous things, not least when we don’t really bother 
ourselves about their literal meaning. Take a very modern example – ‘Branding’. Well this is just 
something advertisers and corporate entities do TO THEMSELVES??? They brand goods?? But 
think about it….Yes they are creating the branding rod…. But it is YOU who is being BRANDED. 
As in cattle. As in slaves. Rarely has there been such a sinister (pun totally intended) meaning so 
freely bandied around as if it was entirely harmless.

 We are living in times of extraordinary change where we are beginning to grasp the basics of 
brain chemistry, to delve deeper into our understanding of history and cultural currents and to 
explore our own subconscious flows. Intuition and ego dissolution are the crowning essence of 
sub culture and the reaction against patriarchy and as we begin to open ourselves to the magical 
world of femininity and a deeper holism, we are finally beginning to unite both hemispheres into 
a greater union and to prepare ourselves for an all embracing consciousness where the world is 
perceived in delicate shades of grey rather than in a military monochrome. The yin and the yang 
are finally beginning to re emerge as the symbolic blueprint for an enlightened interplay with 
ourselves and the universe and it is up to us to keep working that symbiotic relationship between 
logic and feeling and finally begin to touch the whispered wonders of true consciousness

SIRIUS 23
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Love Someone

It’s possible to love someone
And not treat them in the way that you want

It’s possible to see your eyes
Be the devil in disguise with another front

And, it’s possible to change this world
Revolutionise the boys and girls

It’s possible to educate
The next generation that will rule the world someday

The changing times of the 21st century
Means nothing to me cos I would rather be

At the beginning of time, earth would be mine
Living in luxury

Discovering a world out there
Believing in the sun earth water and air

Take me there so I could see the world bloom
Standing on a sea cliff howling at the moon

Creating a world for the open minded
A unique perception of truth inside it

I know we could find it
It’s just a matter of where and when we collectively 

decide it
The world is not a vicious place
It’s just the way we’ve been raised

Discovering time and space
I know that we could make a change

Rearrange the way that we appreciate the world today

Now as i start to put my mind into words
I stall I fall I’m loosing it all, my inhibitions

The thought of wasting a way
The fact that the music’s at a place not far away



Yet I stray and stick to my world
In love with my life my beliefs and a girl

Is it luck that I love this crazy place, the human race?
Don’t get me wrong I still think we could change

But this life and the fact that time exists
And were here and we don’t come equipped with it all

Half the fun is learning and I’m having a ball
While the world keeps turning my role is small

But I’ll make a change
I hope you’re feeling the same way

I hope you’re seeing what I say

In this concrete jungle we live
Our survival is love that we give

Now my instinct is guiding my way
It’s true what they say

The world is your chance to create

Dub FX







PRIEST
Tearing up the Deep South with an eerie 
realism, a biting wit and an impenetrable 
sense of alienation, Priest ties innocence, 
corruption and pathos into his extraordinary 
talent and unleashes an uncomfortable 
mirror onto a broken, bare society. He 
took some time out from his own brand of 
preaching to speak to us 

Did you stumble into art or was there a 
driving compulsion

Some people look as art as fruits of their 
labor, for me I find the opposite to be true, the 
excrement of my time between a job I don’t 
enjoy and a school I loathe.  This is further 
validated when I hear people say, “look at that 
shit slapped up there on that wall.”

Why public spaces

Because every time I try to paint the lobby 
of the banks I frequent they don’t seem too 
receptive, the homeless are less attentive and 
easier to payoff, especially if they just got laid-
off from a bank.

Can you give us some insight into the 
religious references in your work

I hold certain things sacred, religion being 
the only thing. I’m obsessed with the idea of 
Guardian Angels.  I was sitting at a stop light 
and the light turned green, I hit the gas and 
my car conked out, 2 seconds later a dump 
truck going 60 mph blew through the stop 
light, had I not had someone looking after 
me (or my car not being such a piece of shit) 
I would have been dead.  The next day I put 
up a wheat paste of an angel.  I got an email 
a couple days later that a woman and her 
husband had been involved in a horrible 
accident 500 ft. from a wheat paste I did 
named “The Guardian”, looking back she 

had no idea how they survived, but wanted to 
make sure I fixed her arm and wing that was 
coming loose.

Children are a recurring theme in your art.  
What is their significance

Kids are a product of their parents.  Their 
parents are products of society, and when I 
want to make a statement about the society 
I use children; but instead of filling their 
backpacks with dynamite and sending them 
into marketplaces, I just paint them on walls.

How do you feel your work frames the 
American Dream

Cheaply, the American dream is about coming 
from nothing and becoming something.  
Sounds more like a nightmare to me.





Did Katrina impact you and your art?

I didn’t lose anything in Katrina, besides three 
weeks of electricity and air conditioning in 
102-degree heat and 100% humidity.  My 
friends in New Orleans and Mississippi 
lost their homes, cities, friends and family 
members, and complete way of life.  So 
compared to that I got pretty lucky.  I was 
talking to a friend who runs Nola Rising, which 
is a non-profit to turn the 9th ward levee into 
a country’s largest mural.  I pitched him an 
idea of maybe having the little Dutch boy 
with his finger in a crack where the original 
levee broke.  He basically told me the levee 
is the biggest tombstone ever attributed to 
the people that lost their lives in Katrina, 
and the problem is that it should have been 
built before the storm and if I felt like joking 
around about that then their would be plenty 
of people willing to put me in my place, 
which apparently is face down in an alligator 
infested swamp.

How do you use already the cityscape in 
situ such as doorways and frames of light 
within your work

I did one doorway across from a lawyers firm, 
which I’m sure they’re wondering when that 

cop is going to stop talking to that hooker so 
she can find representation. I also try to paint 
in places cops are afraid to go.  Working in 
the worst parts of the city is great because not 
only are the buildings the perfect mixture of 
harshness and beauty, but also the people you 
meet would give you the shirt off their back, 
as soon as they steal it off of yours first.

How reactive is your art to world events

A pretty good bit of it is.  I was going to do a 
stencil of Ted Kennedy in a wheelchair with 
a 40 oz beer as a oxygen tank trailing beside 
him and a sticker on his chair that said, “I 
support everyone having healthcare when 
they arrive at hospitals, If they arrive.”  Which 
is dealing with that girl he killed back in the 
day, but then he died so I was like well I don’t 
wanna go to hell because then I’ll have to 
explain myself when I see him down there.

What impact does using folkloric imagery 
like Tom Sawyer have

I don’t really like to explain things like that 
because I think each piece has a different 
meaning to each person.  When I originally 





did the Bomb Sawyer piece it was meant to be 
representative of how radical our generation 
is compared to the kids that were around in 
Mark Twains era.  Today I think kids would be 
trading their parent’s prescriptions instead of 
nickels.   

Would you say there is theme of corruption 
and lost innocence running through your 
work

I’d say so, but come 20 years from now I 
think it will be commonplace.  Kids smoking 
cigarettes, Cops talking to hookers, and 
America bowing to Saudi Oil are all things 
that have happened, are happening, and will 
continue to happen unless we put up a bunch 
of HOPE posters.

How important is anonymity to you

Most of the time I don’t even know who I am.

Why the 100 dollar bills

Originally, it was part of a bigger picture of a 
famous artist burning a stack of money.  After 

the great flood of tears and hate mail from 
Bristol I took it down.  

How do you view the media

Just like everyone else, with glazed over eyes, 
a shut mouth, and a loaded pistol

Is there a relationship between politics and 
art

I wanted to do a piece while all the Obama, 
“Yes We Can” stuff was up with an asterisk 
that said, “Paid for by the People’s Republic 
of China” but laziness got the best of me. 
There’s always next election, I’m sure that him 
and who ever he is running against will be 
as equally ineffective as before.  I don’t know 
who is scarier, the politicians, or the people 
who put all their faith in them.

Wow aside – what reactions to your art have 
truly touched you

I was wheat pasting a self-portrait under an 
overpass at like 3 am when I heard someone 
coming my way, all of a sudden I heard, 





“Whooaa!”  I then stepped out of the shadows 
to see a drunken hobo on a bike.  When he 
saw me and the likeness he said, “How in the 
fuck did you do that?”  To this day I consider 
that the best compliment I have received.  To 
be there to see and hear the reaction of the 
first person who ever saw the piece has and 
will always remain special to me.  

Friendly with the police are you?

Of course, I get a free ride every time they see 
me.

Define selling out

I would, but someone might sue me. Oh shit, I 
probably said too much.

Why is street art so important

Because if walls didn’t exist, people would 
just spray the sugary smells of Montana Gold 
straight into their nose.

Are you optimistic or pessimistic about 
today’s level of consciousness?

I saw a billboard that was advertising 
diamonds that said, “Sometimes it’s okay to 
throw rocks at girls.”  Being from the south I’m 
sure it appealed to some “loving” husband.  

What’s the dream today

Pay the trailer home off, and watch the Saints win the Super bowl.







Page 23  
as seen through a distorted crystal

Hi all, apparently the Sim Simmer can’t quite 
make it out of the cooking pot this month so 
I’ve been drafted in to cover for her, and I 
must say that right now I’m reeling from the 
implications that living creatures in movement, 
as they approach the speed of light, can 
actually slow down their ageing process in 
relation to the rest of reality (check it out - 
Einstein’s theory says so.)

Ok, its not likely to put Estee Lauder out 
of business anytime soon, but somebody 
could have dropped the hint at dinner with 
either Donnatella Versace,  Ruby Wax, Ronald 
Reagan, or likewise; the crux of which being 
that that would be one 20 million dollars a 
ticket  ex USSR Astro Tourist rocket launched 
from Khazakstan that would never be coming 
back……

So. 2009 eh, what did it do for you? Well it got 
a few of us with similar interests to invest in 
the Apple Iphone, grab some music making 
software like Audio Damage’s excellent 
“Technobox”, ( 20 years of acid house history 
in the palm of your hand) and the somewhat 
gimmicky but every so physical “NeSynth” ( 
play a key on the keyboard to get those old 

Super Mario sounds, then twist your phone to 
make the sound screech and wobble), grab 
a ghetto blaster ( remember those?) Much 
better than some tracksuited child of the 
noughties with their mobiles and the bassless 
R n B tripe blithering out to all and sundry 
on the tube!. Hit the streets, turn it up , and 
busk , 21st century style in the middle of the 
urban city sprawl : the beauty of this being 
any officer of the law wanders past and all you 
have to do is yank the audio cable out , stand 
on it, and pretend you’re making a phone call, 
Yes “Prove it Sir!!!”

Absolutely loving the “shazam” technology 
too: something you really like comes up on the 
car stereo, or in a pub, etc. How on Earth are 
you going to find it again without resorting to 



using the internet to look up that current radio 
station’s recent playlist? And what happens if 
its off an old cassette or random cd-r packed 
full of mp3’s with names like “track 01” or 
“piste 12”? Simple. Grab your phone, press 
the button, point it at the sound source for 
20 seconds while it attempts to match the 
material up to a huge database, and finally 
finds you the title, the artist, and the cover 
design within an instant! That’s how. For the 
recently inaugurated into the world of online 
internet do it yourself radio broadcasts like 
myself, its an absolute godsend! Oh did I 
mention, its absolutely FREE?????

Apps, apps, apps: its all about the apps these 
days isn’t it? They’ve got one for appsolutely 
everything nowadays haven’t they? My 
theory is that they changed the name from 
programs,  to apps to get even the worst kind 
of technophobe or fuddy duddy involved, 
hook line and sinker. Another favourite ( 
ok this is the last one , I do have a story to 
tell in a second or two) is a great app that 
has single handedly turned my alimentary 
routine into the equivalent of a video game: 
the consequences of which have made me 
embrace “la cuisine”, in a way Keith Floyd 
could only have dreamt would happen to the 
male species back in his heyday.

It’s called “What to Cook.”, and it works a bit 
like this: You tell it what your favourite main 
ingredients are, for example chicken, pork, 
beef, lamb, fish, vegetables, rice, pasta or 
whatever ( sorry about the animals for those 
of you who don’t eat them), then you tell it 
what sort of a budget you have, then, and this 
is the best bit, you describe your ability to 
prepare a dish ; in my case I chose ‘beginner’ 
or ‘level 1’ if you prefer. Give the application 
a few seconds to crunch the numbers and it 
comes out with a week’s worth of succulent 
imaginative recipes, the accompanying 
and all encompassing shopping list, and 

some relatively useful quotes about certain 
ingredients within ( such as a semi famous 
chef’s reasoning why you absolutely should 
use fresh runner beans and not canned 
ones). Your subsequent trip to town to get the 
supplies will pretty much assure you don’t 
miss out on any of the ingredients needed  
(as its no longer an indecipherable shopping 
list scrawled out onto napkins by your other 
half), and should you not be able to get certain 
elements, replacements can be dialled up 
as and where applicable. So, home you go, 
back to the kitchen, prepare and cook said 
dishes, and fill in a ratings chart once you’ve 
completed and have devoured the repast 
(I say it like this because if you’re anything 
like me in the kitchen, 9 times out of 10 the 
first 2 or 3 you try just happen to be the best 
things you’ve ever made in your life!!!) Well, 
one week in and I’d done a few utterly decent 
recipe’s on a budget that halved my normal 
shopping expenditure, and the gadget told me 
“Congratulations, you have completed level 1, 
now onto something a little more tricky, bring 
on level 2”!!!!!!!!

Right, lets see if we have enough space for 
the next bit , I hope so because its actually 
a rather riveting story ( maybe its better if 
you were there..) It all began in an airport 
when I was on my way to play a gig in Italy. 
Now you’d expect the event promoters to 
be intelligent enough to book my flight for 
the day of the show so I took it as read that 
this is what would be on my ticket: yet again, 
the folly of mankind never ceases to amaze 
me. What a nice surprise to find out at the 



check in desk that the flight I was booked 
on had actually departed 2 weeks before!!!! 
Leaving muggins here to last minute and 
bank breakingly book himself onto the flight 
50 minutes before its departure. Troubles 
over, I thought foolishly. Oh no. the best was 
yet to come. Nice little 3 hour delay before 
the plane rumbled in, picked us all up, and 
ferried us off to our destination where we 
were left sat inside the aircraft on the arrival 
tarmac for yet another 2 hours before they 
got it together to find a set of stairs to let us 
off. So , there we all were , standing around 
outside on the runway waiting for the terminal 
bus to pick us up. And we waited, and waited, 
until even the pilot blew his top and called 
through to a colleague who found an available 
bus, and commandeered it towards where 
we were standing. Apparently even baggage 
handling didn’t want to know about us either 
so the pilot ( excellent fellow by the way, gold 
medals and blue ribands all round) unlocked 
the boot and distributed our hold baggage 
to us. How we cheered ( I saluted rather as 
my voice was taking a back seat in a foreign 
country where I have no grasp of the native 
tongue), and all was looking set to end in a 
high spirited and timely fashion when from 
out of nowhere a mini van came speeding 
towards us and skidded to a halt, 3 baggage 
handlers jumped out and proceeded to lay 
into the pilot and cabin crew with fists and 
metal tubing; in front of little children too, the 
cheek of it! Instantaneously there’s a full on 
scuffle involving passengers, cabin crew , and 
these baggage men, the mothers and children 
were herded into the bus, which the driver 
attempted to start and narrowly missed a blow 
to the head with a fire extinguisher. Eventually 
the police showed up, fired a few shots into the 
air to silence and disperse, ordered the pilot 
into their vehicle, the baggage handlers into 

their van with a policia escort, eg driving back 
to the terminal at gunpoint, with the other 2 
handcuffed in the back, the guy who hijacked 
the bus was also cuffed, on one side, allowed 
to drive us to our exit point, let us disembark, 
and was promptly bundled into the back of a 
waiting meat wagon where god only knows 
what must have happened next (poor sod was 
acting in our interests too, is there no justice?) 
and we, 6 hours later than planned , were 
allowed to continue with our lives…..

I had a sour taste in my mouth (that was later 
quashed by a double vecchia Romagna and 
a latte machiatto), and heard it was to do 
with striking. I’ve never understood workers 
unions, ever since the miner’s strike, and after 
that event, I guess I never will !!!!

I may be invited back to column again for 
later issues, but I guess that depends on 
whether I’m welcome to or not, by you , the 
readers. If you want more mad stories such 
as this ( and I have plenty of them, ) please 
show your support by dropping the editor a 
line ( we have our own mirrors and straws by 
the way), and you never know, I may just get 
to entertain you further with future anecdotes 
and antics by requisitioning page 51 in 
forthcoming issues….

Tata for now, and Merry Xmas to those of you 
who celebrate it ( no I’m not going politically 
correct in the workplace with happy holidays 
cards and all that malarkey, I stand firmly 
by Stella McCartney , and the garish xmas 
decorations that adorn her shop this time of 
year in the face of prohibition on that one!!!)

SImon ‘DIStoRtIon’ CaRteR.









Push Pony
Sex, Drugs and Savile Row
 

It was another infamous Push Pony evening of 
contrast and alcohol, beginning at the Amuti 
Gallery opening, lots of cool first edition 
books, contemporary art and a drug literature. 
Hanging out with gallery owner Lawrence 
John’s and author Kevin Cummings, it was all 
very rock n’ roll and we seemed to get into 
another dirty conversation. Maybe it was the 
sexy white shag carpet or drinking bottled 
beers that got us in the mood for 30 minutes of 
x-rated banter, but hey we’re always ready for 
it! 
A quick taxi ride got us to the Mayfair Hotel 
to a press evening for the top designers of 
Saville Row.
Moving swiftly onto the free Champagne, 
we watched the drama unfold as we entered 
the world of high-end tailoring. We’re always 
ready for a bit of gossip but what we found 
was more than we bargained for…within 
minutes we were headhunted by rogue tailors 
who were trying to recruit new clients for their 
bespoke suit business, which turned out to be 
nowhere near London never mind Saville Row.

Not convincing anyone we are handmade 
suit kinda people, we did a lap of the room, 
whilst tailors and designers tried to excite us 
with musty tweed, sky high prices and cuts 
for pensioners. Now we love a classic suit and 
find the idea of going to the same tailor your 
dad and granddad went to, quite romantic, 
however it turned out the majority of these 
men were sourcing their fabrics from India 
and China!

It wasn’t until we had made a verbally tiring 
lap of the room that we sensed the tension in 
the air. And when we met Ray Stower he set 
the record straight. It was refreshing to meet 
a new comer to Saville Row with a fresh take 
on the time-tested tradition. His cuts were 
modern yet classic and while he respects the 
art of bespoke tailoring to the highest degree 
he had made it unpretentious and incredibly 
sexy.

We have to  say everyone we spoke to was 
very, very passionate and you couldn’t help 
being interested in the history, the pro’s 
and con’s of the Row and exactly what went 
through their heads as they watched the daily 
queues at Abercrombie & Fitch. Although that 
only lasted until we disappointingly noticed 
the bar had closed, then the highlight of the 
evening arrived as we spotted Stephen Jones, 
the millinery designer, so we raced across 
room and turned into giddy little school girls, 
as they say “every suit has a silver lining”   



Tis The Season

What with all the wonderful holiday cocktails 
out there one would be crazy not to indulge 
in some Yuletide tradition. Here at Push Pony 
we take drinking seriously and being in the 
fashion industry, we thought we should help 
put those sleepless nights to rest on “What to 
wear with those festive drinks?”

The Snowball - A fantastic 80’s drink. A 
magical place where Advocate and Lemonade 
meet, garnished with a sugared rim. Fabulous! 
You can never put a foot wrong with a Dynasty 
inspired Bolero Jacket or Asymmetrical updo. 
Shoulder pads are a must as well as sequins 
and a bit of pizzazz. Men can opt for a mock 
turtleneck with sports jacket, or light suit with 
loafers…no socks necessary!

Rum and Eggnog - A wonderful cozy friend 
to snuggle with in front of the fire. Best paired 
with an oversized chunky knit, preferably with 
Christmas motif and Ugg boot. Will look great 
as well with slightly sun burnt face from Après 
Ski or rolling around on a bearskin rug.

Mulled Wine - Mmm, like piping hot Sangria, 
this one is best by a piano reciting Christmas 
classics. We suggest you go for a cashmere 
off the shoulder tunic and a string of pearls. 
Would look very chic accessorized with a pair 
of figure skates or a Golden Retriever!

Riders in 2009
 

We’ve been looking through riders for 
dozens of bands performing at UK gigs and 
festivals in 2009. And we’re sad to report 
that most bands are a rather sensible and 
reasonable bunch - even Lady Gaga, who 
is entirely happy with whatever brand of 
water she’s given. Where are the Diva’s, like 
J Lo’s (everything has to be white) or Mariah 
(puppies!) these days? So this is what we 
found:

* Muse - Security at Muse gigs are informed 
that most of the crowd surfing happens stage 
right

* Ladyhawke is very allergic to aubergines

* Ting Tings will not allow any Styrofoam 
backstage at their gigs

* The Killers’ request for three pairs of pants 
was for one band member only

* Kings of Leon like ultra-balm tissues

* 2ManyDJs - Dom Perignon is the only 
champagne brand acceptable

* Keane - A blender is very important. They 
also need “Benecol drinks or similar drinks 
for digestive aid”

* Chico’s rider at Butlins - Two bottles of Evian 
water and two blueberry muffins

* And hummus was the festival’s most popular 
snack for bands



 The Things they Said
 

“She is a stunning example of the cartoon 
form.” -- James Jellinek, editor, on the decision 
to feature Marge Simpson on the cover of 
Playboy magazine’s November issue

“I love cigarettes. Love them. I think the more 
positive approach you have to smoking, the 
less harmful it is.” -- Actress Sienna Miller.

“No matter what Michael wanted, someone 
would give it to him. The very rich, the very 
poor and the very famous get the worst 
medical care.” -- Dr Arnold Klein, Michael 
Jackson’s dermatologist.

 “What’s up London?” -- Britney Spears 
addressing audience at her show in 
Manchester.

“Fit and comfort are a priority and I like 
colourful knickers, but most importantly, a 
great pair of knickers should be taken off with 
more joy than they were put on.” -- Model Elle 
Macpherson.

“We took a ride around the land and it was 
a loooot of fun.” -- Dayana Mendoza, Miss 
Universe, enjoys a day out at the “beautiful” 
Guantanamo Bay.

“It’s Gordon ... Gordon Ramsay?” -- Paris 
Hilton, asked to name Britain’s Prime Minister.

 I’m from Hackney, so I’m hard - Leona Lewis 
after being punched in the face at her book 
signing

I will take questions from the guys, but from 
the girls I want phone numbers - Silvio 
Berlusconi addressing a youth really in Rome 

I am Charles Saatchi’s representative on Earth 
- Nigella Lawson apologises for his absence at 
the launch of his own autobiography

They are all Mariah Carey or Whitney Houston 
or Boyzone, its televised karaoke - Sting talks 
X Factor

 

Whats making PP Tingle
 

Return of La Clique at Roundhouse – unique 
and extreme cabaret

Anthropologie - our favourite Sunday hangout

Ashish - chunky knitwear with a twist

Mistletoe - perfect excuse to get off with your 
friends partner

(club monk pic) Club Monk App – amazing 
club info on our iPhone

Going Down on us

Paying Full Price – why should anyone!

Jimmy Choo at H&M – We’ll stick with the 
originals

Christmas Cake – we’re already feeling full at 
the thought of it

Credit Crunch Christmas Lights – don’t hey 
just look like a very cheap ad campaign?







Reverse Graffiti
Emily Jane Bond

Is it: Art or Vandalism? Graffiti or 
Corporate friendly?

Environmental Graffiti, Grafferti, Grime 
Writing, Legal Graffiti, Clean Graffiti, 
Negative Graffiti, Clean Tagging, Dust 
Tagging…

These are some of many names that are used 
to describe the medium itself. Though the 
most commonly used is “Reverse Graffiti”. 
Reverse Graffiti (R.G.) as broken down in 
dictionary terms, the descriptions here do not 
do justice to the art itself. Though they give 
you an idea…

Reverse: adjective: opposite or contrary in 
position, direction, order, or character: an 
impression reverse to what was intended; in 
reverse sequence.

Graffiti: noun: markings, as initials, slogans, 
or drawings, written, spray-painted, or 
sketched on a sidewalk, wall of a building or 
public restroom, or the like: These graffiti are 

evidence of the neighbourhood’s decline.

It is the method of creating temporary graffiti 
by removing dirt from the surface of a wall, 
car, pavement etc… so in simple terms 
we’ve all created our own R.G. by using our 
fingertips to write/ draw on dirty windows 
or on cars “CLEAN ME” remaining a firm 
favourite! 



The tools used can be as simple as a sock 
and some spit to a jet water spray and huge 
stencils. It doesn’t use chemicals so it is 
environmentally friendly and doesn’t add 
to the surface, it is effectively cleaning the 
surface to create an image/word(s).

As R.G. is an environmental statement in 
itself the messages portrayed in the art are 
often political statements in themselves, 
environmental challenges to the powers that 
be, great examples of this type of work would 
be that of the British R.G. pioneer/founder 

Paul Curtis A.K.A Moose (see below). His 
work with Greenworks (greenworks.com) 
in a San Francisco tunnel to promote a plant 
based cleaner can be seen in the video on 
reversegraffitiproject.com and youtube.com 
filmed by Doug Pray this is a great example of 
how a big project is created and carried out. 

Broadway Tunnel, San Francisco, April 2008 
This is the largest piece I’ve made to date. 
There was something very surreal about 
making this with an American police car 
stopping traffic to allow me to work safely. 
It was done in 4 hrs. 
Materials:  water and dirt from car fumes

In London his most recent work of this nature 
is with Greenpeace where he created the 
message on the Embankment wall near 
Parliament opposite the London Eye, the 
message reads “Change the politics – change 
the planet”.  This took place at 5am on a 
Friday morning whilst getting chased by the 
River Police down the Thames – very James 
Bond! Though Moose says they are normally 



pretty tolerant as they tend to be quite 
“green” themselves they weren’t this morning 
as it was such a political stance being so close 
to Parliament etc.

Greenpeace are very much in support of 
this growing medium as an environmentally 
friendly and effective way of putting across 
their messages.

On the flipside Keep Britain Tidy are not as 
keen as Greenpeace on the medium. I spoke 
at length with Jill Partington and she gave me 
their official statement 

“This type of art and advertising can make an 
area look untidy.  As it fades over time it will 
cause walls and pavements to look cluttered.
Communities would benefit more from people 
using these non toxic materials to actually clean 
the streets, rather than living amongst adverts 
carved out of dirt.” The thinking is that a bit 
like fly-posting there could be a lot of build 
up that will eventually make an area feel run 
down - It also seems that this is to the benefit of 
commerce and not the people who live in the 
places that will be affected.”

Jill Partington from Keep Britain Tidy

Although they do raise a valid point they were 
interested, and in conversation were also able 
to understand the reasoning behind the art 

form and also why other groups were so keen 
on using it.

Personally I wonder if they will back up 
their point by coordinating a project and it’s 
funding to do so. They also missed the point 
in thinking that R.G. is all about advertising 
– it clearly isn’t, it’s a form of expression, a 
creative art that (as most forms have) has been 
used by corporations/groups to get messages 
across, for mutual benefit. I have a feeling that 
even judged as an art form the reaction would 
be the same.



“(It’s) a cold realization that the world is 
really, really dirty” Moose

ABOUT MOOSE:

Name: Paul Curtis AKA Moose AKA The 
Granddaddy of Reverse Graffiti

Born: Manchester U.K.         Age: 43                                                            
Location: Brighton U.K.

Moose attended Art College and lived for a 
while with artist Damien Hirst. He found Art 
School stifling, it didn’t inspire him creatively 
as he felt it’d all been seen before, and it 
didn’t inspire originality. He doesn’t call 
himself an artist and finds it strange that he 
is known as one. His working past has been 
pretty chequered including stints as a roadie 
for gigging bands and as a theatre stage 
manager. 

It was in a dirty tunnel in Leeds that self 
confessed “professor of dirt” Paul Curtis saw 
the marked wear and tear of the human traffic 
gradually taking random chunks out of the 
dirt caked walls to reveal the clean white tile 
below. This sparked an old idea from his days 
as a kitchen porter when after cleaning a mess 
made on one of the walls saw it left a big clean 
mark in amongst the dirt under the mess, this 
lead him to clean the entire kitchen, followed 
by the restaurant itself! So armed with only 
a pair of socks the R.G. movement was born 
through the art of cleaning! 

Yes this proves that art can indeed be found in 
all areas of life.

Moose attacks his polluted surroundings 
with no more than wire wool and water to 
leave behind slogans, statements, shapes 
and pictures that amongst the dirt and grime 
are truly a sign of beauty that lies beneath 
even the filthiest of places – Green Art.He has 
honed his craft and through hard work and 
diligence has been noticed and commissioned 
to create huge newsworthy pieces.                                                                   
Moose has gotten in trouble with the powers 
that be – as you would expect any true street 
artist with a message would be – but nothing 
has ever stuck, as the man himself says “No 
one owns the dirt”.

He also works with nature such as algae and 
moss/lichen to create his works to add colour 
and texture. You can see examples of this on 
the discovery channel and the Smart Show on 
CBBC – “He sought out the dirt and made it 
beautiful”. 



A word With Moose

How has the movement evolved since you 
1st started in that tunnel in Leeds 10 years 
ago?

It’s been quite strange how few graff’ artists 
have picked up on it; I assume that because 
it’s quite quirky (like the guy who uses the fire 
extinguisher to spray massive tall letters) that 
it’s my domain, which isn’t how I expected it 
to go at all. I created a way of making graffiti 
legal and thought that they’d jump at the 
chance to write large in front of the authorities.
In retrospect, I don’t come from a graffiti 
background and was maybe naive in not 
realising how much graffiti is about getting 
one over on the authorities and by taking that 
away, you remove its reason.

However those who jumped on the green 
bandwagon commercially are all over it, 
companies are cropping up everywhere 
offering green graffiti and reverse graffiti and 
other phrases of mine, doing car ads, maybe 
not realising how ironic that might be.

It’s annoying that I can’t take it as flattery. 

Did you realise what a political and 
ecological statement it would become 
when you started or did that just evolve in 
time?

Every mark I make is an environmental 
message just by the process itself of writing 
in pollution, just the fact that you can is a 
statement. Initially I love how subversive it was 
being able to do this graffiti where I wanted, 
knowing that the only thing they could do was 
try and section me for being a weirdo and 
cleaning things that nobody had asked me to 
clean!
It was romantic and poetic making beauty 
where some people wouldn’t even want to 
piss.

But yes I saw its power in the simplicity of the 
process being something everyone could 
understand quickly. 

How has the movement been received 
internationally?

I’m not sure it’s a movement yet really, I’ve 
kept a close eye on it and only seen the 
ad world jump on it, I wish more artists 
would pick it up. I only really know me and 
Alexandre Orion (the chap who did the skulls 
in the tunnel in Sao Paolo- youtube.com) 
who are seen to use it artistically. It has been 
received really well all over the world in art 
communities or by activists. I’ve been away 
a lot this year, in the US, Belgium, Slovakia, 
Turkey, always to great reception. 

How has the “official” (Gov. police, 
councils etc…) opinion changed and why 
do you think this is - is it an “if you can’t 
beat ‘em” type attitude? 
What works have they then proceeded to 
commission themselves?

It’s very hard for city hall to get its head 
around it and so far it’s failed on the most part. 
It’s so harmless and temporary that it’s the 
perfect way to write a short term message and 
I have been commissioned by some unlikely 
sources including the GLA (carbon footprint 
expo in brick lane) and the Metropolitan 



Police (anti gun crime campaign) and even 
the dep’t. Of Work and Pensions for a benefit 
fraud campaign.
I obviously loved working on behalf of the 
police as it showed the power of graffiti and 
how it’s been turned on its head, that’s what it’s 
all about for me, that was a crowning moment.

But still they want it removed when I make it 
or just remove it, Brighton City Council just 
cleaned off a piece I’ve been working on for 
two years, in the most brutally rubbish way 
leaving horrid angry jet wash marks over 
something that was very beautiful and made 
using the same machine they used, only my 
stuff was nice to look at.

That’s very disheartening.They can’t control it 
and so they try and stop it, but when you ask 
permission it’s a no, like a bad father! 

Is this encouraging for the movement or is 
it seen as the corporations trying to gain 
control of a movement that has grown up 
around them completely legally but allows 
freedom of speech? 

It’s interesting that once you take the illegal 
aspect out of graffiti (the paint costs money 
to remove and so is regarded as criminal 
damage) but the image remains as strong 
albeit of a temporary nature, that they still 
have the same problem with it.
That of people expressing themselves outside 
of their control that is the singularly most 
interesting fact that I’ve discovered with this 

process. 

Do you consider yourself an artist or an eco 
warrior type!?

I consider myself as an artist more for creating 
this process and for playing with it and 
peoples’ reactions and conceptions more 
than by what I actually create visually. I’m not 
100% green though I’m good I can still be shot 
down, living in Brighton makes that very easy.
People would rather I ate grass than work for 
anybody! 

What inspired you to create Symbollix? 
(See later in article about Symbollix)  I ran 
a little record label and still do (csidetrax) 
and needed to promote a record we had 
made, that was the first thing I did (this is in 
reference to the project with DJ/Producer 
Mr Scruff, creating his logo Ninjatuna on the 
Pennines in Oct. 2008, you can view this work 
on ninjatune.com and symbollix.com). But it’s 
the love of pranksterism that is at its root. 

Do you like the way it has been used 
commercially - is it a form of inevitable 
growth?

I love it being used for good causes but hate 
it being used for the wrong ones, anything the 
vaguest bit cool will get jumped on by those 
vultures 



Roughly how many R.G. artists are working 
in the UK or abroad?

I don’t think there are many; you may know 
more than me, I only know of two or three.
(Likewise! E-J) 

What projects are you working on now?

I’m doing my own twisted version of Noah’s 
Ark in New York, making pairs of animals and 
then mixing and mismatching them and I also 
just started a piece in New Orleans on one 
of the levee walls similar to a large piece I’m 
doing in Brighton on the marina where I’m 
trying to get local artists involved too. 

This infinity sign was made to mark 25 years 
of the well hidden environmental disaster of 
Bhopal. 
It started out as a design representing the 
ring of poison created by those who made 
the disaster and who are now supplying the 
medicine to treat the disaster, but I thought 
that it was important to put a ray of hope into 
it, so the second part of the loop represents 
nature and its battle with these chemicals 
The making of it was filmed by CNN who 
chose not to mention that in the 3 minute film 
they made materials, collected rainwater and 
lichen

This week I’m going to do a large piece with 
Greenpeace in London that hopefully you’ll 
hear more about soon (the work I mentioned 
at the start of the article E-J).

This one’s from the levee wall in the 9th ward 
in New Orleans, it was breached during 
Katrina. I was in the process of making a fleur 
de lis (the symbol of New Orleans, also called 
the crescent city hence the crescent in the 
middle of this symbol) out of water shapes 
when I made this, it turned into a symbol of 
fire and water though at the time I had no idea 
what I was doing, must be that Creole voodoo 
thing.

I also wrote je t’aime and did a fleur de lis, I 
love that place its battered and fiesty like an 
old street dawg with more life and vitality than 
anywhere I’ve been for a long time.

(I agree one of the most vibrant cities in 
the world and my 2nd home! E-J)Where/
how would you like to see the movement 

evolving in the next 10 years?

I see it developing all over the world as a 
bonafide method of short term message 
writing. 

How has London itself featured in the 
growth of the movement?

It hasn’t picked up on it (Yet! E-J). 

How do you feel about London’s Street Art 
scene as a whole?

It’s very rich and wondrous and the best in the 
world!  

Can I come and shoot you working!!!!! 
Pretty please - I’m also a photographer so 
it would be amazing!! Grovel, grovel!

No worries, I’ll let you know when I’m at it 
next! (Ghee thanks *blushes* E-J)

On a larger scale R.G. is now being used as 
a guerrilla advertising technique to reach 
consumers/the public in an unconventionally 
powerful and relatively new, cost efficient way 



as was discussed in the interview. Companies 
such as Microsoft, Smirnoff, IBM (I will discuss 
this effective campaign in more detail), Puma, 
Carphone Warehouse and many more have 
advertised products or put across campaign 
messages in this way. Commercial marketers 
are calling their usage of the medium 
“Street Branding”, “Clean Advertising” and 
“Biodegradable Advertising” 

They will use one of the many R.G. advertising 
companies that are currently springing up 
such as Dirty Street Advertising – Asda, New 
Humanist, Scene Photography, Oxygen Radio; 
“We use 100% recycled rain water (when 
available) to conduct all our advertising.” 
Reversegraffiti.co.uk, describe their service 
as - “ground breaking, cost-effective 
advertising, 100% environmentally friendly. 

We use no chemicals or harmful substances 
during this process the only consumables 
we use are water and the stencil itself, which 
obviously can be re-used as many times as 
needed”. 

S.A.S (Street Advertising Services) have 
completed over 160 campaigns worldwide 
since 2006 including clients such as Nike, 
Puma and ING Bank, they say - “ the biggest 
benefit of clean advertising is that it’s 
incredibly versatile and highly targetable”. 

“We were the first commercial organisation to 
create advertising campaigns 
using reverse graffiti and when we spoke to our 
customers they told us they 
loved the artistry of the work that they could 
create whilst also enjoying 
the laser like targeting of the medium. Reverse 
Graffiti has a very urban 
feel to it which was very appealing to male 
consumers in the 15-30 age range and a lot of 
the companies we work with such as Nike and 
Puma enjoy using the medium to talk to their 
audience.” Kristian Jeffery for S.A.S. 

Moose himself has such a company – 
Symbollix – “Grime Writers and purveyors 
of inventive finery” organizations such as the 
Metropolitan Police and the GLA have used 
Symbollix’ services in campaigns against 
gun/knife crime and the like. “Symbollix 
creates solutions for people who want to get 
their message across without doing anymore 
damage to their environments, wherever 
they may be in the world.” “Paradoxically: We 
became the worlds first and only ecologically 
sound advertising network.” 



These companies on-going work proves the 
medium to be legal (well not illegal at least), 
environmentally friendly, and lucrative.

RICHARD MORGAN from ARENA MAGAZINE 
had this to say:

“Who would have thought that those hilarious 
jokers fingering ‘clean me’ into particularly 
filthy white vans were only a spark of 
inspiration away from a nice big pay day? 
More creative and commercial kudos to Paul 
Curtis, then, Leeds’ sustainable answer to 
Banksy, who under his ‘Moose’ pseudonym 
has turned the nation’s grubby walls and 
pavements into works of art.

Not content with running ultra-eclectic record 
label C-Side Trax and stage-managing 
the dance tent at Carling festival, the O2 
Entrepreneur of the Year award winner has 
set about reviving run-down areas with 
innovative cleaning techniques, creating eco-
conscious and legal temporary graffiti in the 
urban grime. But it isn’t just pretty pictures 
being created - Curtis’s pioneering guerrilla-
marketing company Symbollix has become a 
genuine global success.”

The very successful IBM campaign is a great 
example of how R.G. can be used to promote 
a huge and very worthy campaign that is 
using the medium in the correct manner but 
reaching millions. 

The campaign itself “IBM House of Carbon” 
was to raise awareness about carbon 
emissions and give solutions to how 

businesses and groups could successfully 
conduct their affairs whilst cutting their 
carbon footprint. You can view the ads on 
youtube.com/fightcarbon or ibm.com/
fightcarbon. They are well worth a look as 
you see the artist (who has chosen not to be 
named so I will respect their privacy) create 
the messages as you watch, as the image 
develops so does the understanding and the 
message within. 

I spoke to a representative at IBM and these 
were the key points they had to say about the 
project:

“IBM wanted to show their clients that you 
can operate in different ways and be just as 
powerful and hard hitting.”

“We needed visually creative ideas”

“We wanted to keep away from what seemed 
the “obvious” solution”  

“It’s (R.G.) still young, cool and relatively new”

“The medium itself is an example of carbon 
reduction”

“The tone ‘barometer’ of the posts on 



social media and blogs we monitored was 
about 80% positive and many writers were 
surprised to see IBM using such an innovative 
means to communicate their message.”          
To me this campaign represents the positive 
that can come from larger companies 
adopting this burgeoning art form as a form 
of advertising. If it is used correctly with 
intelligence about the medium itself and the 
message it is to portray. 

R.G. has been used to advertise just about 
everything it seems! Including film, the latest 
to use it is “Jack Says” starring Danny Dyer.

I spoke to one of the films producers Patricia 
Rybarczyk about why they chose to promote 
the film in this way. 

We were brainstorming on various ways to 
promote but nothing was really edgy and 
hard hitting enough to create the impact we 
envisaged. So we asked ourselves what makes 
a good advert? Well it’s got to tie in with the 
subject, be quirky and cool enough to be eye 
catching but will be subtle enough for people 
to want to find out more.

Someone said they knew someone that had 
used R.G. and once discussed it ticked all the 
boxes.

Jack is an undercover cop – trying to clean up 
the streets of London. So the idea of cleaning 
the streets to create a message was the tie in 
we needed. So we came up with the slogan 
“Jack says clean up London”.  We chose The 
Southbank near the skate park as the location 
and did the stencils and work ourselves. As 
this was our first shot at it we weren’t sure 
what reaction it would get and as we were on 
a budget we thought why not! It was great and 
cost effective. We would love to use the medium 
for the promotion of “Jack Falls” the sequel. We 
would like to cover London in R.G. and do it 
properly as we can see what an impact it would 
have.



Is it art or vandalism?

Quotes such as the Greenpeace ones do raise 
the question but as of yet the jury’s still out as 
it is not illegal, yet, and is not covered by the 
Anti Social Behaviour Act bill* – check The 
Met. and the Government using the medium 
itself. I think as with all street art beauty is in 
the eye of the beholder and unless it causes 
serious damage to an individual and/or their 
property then where’s the harm…?  

Graffiti Or Corporation friendly?

I see this work as an advertisement in itself for 
the medium as an art form, once seen through 
the eyes of a budding artist in search of a new 
form of expression, could catch on and in turn 
the art will thrive. 

I feel the fact that corporations have jumped 
on the bandwagon is not such a bad thing and 
as it is not illegal and is very powerful it would 
have been inevitable anyway.

So what may seem to be a corporate 
message form could be the spark to a new art 
innovation for many. 

Not a bad thing in my eyes.

 Emily Jane Bond
Many thanks to Moose for his time he has been 

invaluable to my research for this article. Keep 
updated on his work and contact him through 
Symbollix.com.

Thanks to:

Greenpeace, Keep Britain Tidy, Street 
Advertising Services, IBM and Patricia 
Rybarczyk and all at Jack Says/Jack Falls film.

* The Anti-social Behavior Act 2003 (c.38)

The Environment

Part VI (The Environment) contains a selection 
of miscellaneous provisions. It gives councils 
power to serve a closure order on premises 
causing public nuisance by noise. Councils also 
now have the power to serve a graffiti removal 
notice on the person in control (usually the 
owner) of any surface that is street furniture 
(street furniture is, usually a telephone box, 
letterbox, bus stop) where graffiti has been 
applied, this legislation dose not apply to 
private property. There is a right of appeal to 
the magistrate’s court over such a notice, and 
one ground for appeal is that ‘the defacement 
is neither detrimental to the amenity of the area 
nor offensive’. It makes the sale of aerosol paint 
to any person under 16 illegal.







NUGGETS
 

From the Illegal Festival

Nuggets from the Illegal festival is back as a regular 
feature to celebrate the lost it side of life in that 
wonderful crucible of freedom and lunacy - the Illegal 
Festival

Ian stared at the sugar cube. Slightly flaking at the 
corners, it read ‘Eat Me. Inner Wisdom’. What the hell 
was this he wondered, Alice in Wasteland? Where would 
the rabbit hole take him? He picked it up gingerly and 
slipped it into his mouth.  As a screaming mass of colour 
and synesthesia swept over him, his mind flew through 
the crystal abyss and skidded to a halt out the other 
side with reality seemingly intact. Well that was a quick 
old ride he thought, and as he began to turn on his heel 
and head back to the thick of things, he suddenly felt an 
overwhelming urge to bend over and stick his head up 
his arse. This seemed entirely reasonable to him, and he 
was suddenly grateful for all that yoga he’d been doing 
and yet more grateful that he hadn’t snapped in the first 
session and smacked the smug bastard saying Nameste. 
As his field of vision narrowed into the colon, he felt his 
entire body, legs, arms, utility belt and combat boots 
sucked up into the glorious paradise that lay within, floating into a mesmerizing new world. 
As he adjusted to the light and the general odour, he began to notice vast avenues lined with 
statues, classical temples and the odd branch of Tesco Express.. A penny farthing pulled up 
alongside him, and a voice from the handlebars bid him climb aboard. He obliged, and within 
seconds he was deposited outside an enormous domed structure, bristling with gargoyles and 
crystal skulls. A cow in formaldehyde was playing Carmina Burana by Orff on the banjo, and 
an extremely lost looking Chelsea Pensioner was guarding the gilded stairway. He proceeded 
up the stairs, drawn as if by a collapsing star, through the imposing frescoed double doors and 
into an exact replica of Rome’s Circus Maximus. There before him was an enormous hamster 
wearing a monocle, an Elizibethan ruff, a top hat and a pair of leather shorts smoking a 3 foot 
pipe. ‘Good Evening’ said this devilishly regal rodent in a thick Teutonic accent. ‘I am Hans’. Ian 
didn’t know whether to prostrate himself in respect or fits of laughter, so he compromised on 
shuffling his feet and replying ‘Alright Hans mate’ 
‘I am the keeper of the rusty padlock of wisdom’ replied Hans. ‘You have made the quest 
brave knight with a true heart and an alcoholic stumble’ I have guarded the Manuscript of 
Enlightened Truth for a thousand years, and it was written verily on this toilet door that one day 
a shining paragon would come and take the torch for the next thousand years. 
‘But Hans – I’m 31. How have you managed to live up my arse for a thousand years. And is all 
this admirable construction what’s been causing my indigestion’



‘We have fought the evil armies of Prince Gaviscon and kept the holy Manuscript safe’ 
replied Hans neatly sidestepping the timeline issue. ‘And now genteel warrior, Behold…The 
Manuscript of Enlightened Wisdom.
Ian took the hallowed manuscript and flicked through it with baffled awe.
‘But this is a 1983 Argos catalogue’
...................................................................................................................................................
...
‘ Er.. Tom.. you know your mate that’s come 
out for the weekend that you haven’t seen in 
a few years?’
‘Yes’
‘Well he’s naked on top of that barn 
and he seems to be holding one of the 
neighbouring farmer’s sheep hostage. The 
farmer seems not to be seeing the funny 
side’
‘I see’ said Tom thoughtfully as he watched 
a police firearms unit overjoyed at having 
something to do outside the rave perimeter 
assemble dramatically around the 
disheveled looking barn. Tripping his nuts 
off he began to quietly calculate the best 
way to handle this ‘developing story’ as they 
were no doubt calling it on the local news, without getting nicked, the party busted, and his 
mate out of trouble. With no plan of action whatsoever, he trotted over to the hostage scenario 
and introduced himself to the sergeant.
‘Good Afternoon officer’ he said in his most I’m totally straight and highly responsible voice. 
‘Perhaps I can help’
‘Fucking Welsh hippies’ snarled the farmer.
‘Look mate’ said Tom. ‘Let’s leave the stereotypes out of this’
The sergeant agreed to give Tom 5 minutes to talk his mate Gus down off the barn, and Tom 
calmly looked up and shouted. ‘Gus mate, erm….how’s it going then’
‘Baaaaaaaaa’ (no doubt sheep for send in the SAS)
Gus had produced a small toothbrush from god knows where and was waving it at the sheep in 
a threatening manner.
‘He’s armed Sir’ said one of the policemen.
Before Tom could point out that dental products were not yet proscribed under the terrorism 
act, Gus helpfully interjected.
‘Yes I fucking am armed and I’ll have any of you cunts that tries to come up here’
‘Look Gus’ said Tom wearily. Why don’t you just let the sheep go and come down, we’ll get 
some clothes on you, and have a nice chat with these gentlemen, who I’m sure will understand 
that you’ve been having a little bit of a moment, and this lovely farmer won’t press charges.
‘Like fuck I won’t’ yelled the farmer before tailing off as Tom pointed to the bar in the distance 
and mouthed the words ’all you can drink’ 
‘No that’s right, I won’t’ he mumbled. ‘That sheep’s a bad lot anyway. Always been a shifty 
character’
‘BAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA’ came the traumatized voice of the betrayed.
At this moment 2 policemen appeared at the far end of the roof, batons extended. Gus showed 
an agility Tom had never expected from him as he hurled the sheep into the 2 policemen which 
then crapped on them in all the excitement.
‘You’ll never take me you pig scum’ screamed Gus before swan diving into a compost heap and 
lying there motionless singing The Lady in Red by Chris de Burgh’
‘So I’ll just be off then officer’ said Tom edging back towards the rave



‘Tiz the end for me’ wailed the 
hopelessly dramatic Greg. ‘That’s it. It’s 
all over. I’m fucked. Goodbye bassbins, 
hello knitting. Farewell white lines, nice 
to meet you bingo fans’
Greg had just got back from a visit to 
the local hospital where he had been 
dragged kicking and screaming by 
his better half the night before, after 
passing out in spectacular fashion off 
the lighting rigs. His re-emergence 
from the outside world on day 4 of the 
festival aroused some mild paralytic 
interest from random strangers drawn 
to the beacon of white bandages 
wrapped round his head, and as one 
particularly unfortunate second cousin 
to the human race began fondling his head and muttering about pure white lights and second 
comings, Greg was bundled off to see wiser heads. Known as the Tribal Elders to well, nobody, 
his mates set him down, began skinning up in a comforting manner, and began to ask him 
what’s wrong.
‘Everything’s wrong’ cried Greg beseeching an empty gas bottle to give him solace in his hour 
of desperation.
‘I’m in mourning for a lost youth of intense and reckless drug abuse, food that would make a 
nutritionist slit their wrists, lashings of cheap alcohol you could run a generator on, the sleep 
pattern of Rip van Winkle’s insomniac brother Trip van Sprinkle and the lost innocence of a 
better time where hospitals were places you hijacked canisters of nitrous from rather than 
signed into. It’s all over. My life is done.  I’ll never play on the decks again, never tear up a 
dancefloor for 56 hours straight, never feel passion again, never dream again. Oh feeble body 
of mine – why hast thou forsaken me’
His mates exchanged worried glances. Either this was really serious this time, or the lad really 
ought to take to the stage. 
Karen, who’d been a medical student before her PCP lab had attracted some unfortunate 
attention from the authorities tried to pin him down.
‘What did they say Greg’
‘Say? Say?? They gave me the death sentence’
A muffled gasp rippled through his friends solemn frowns.
‘Is it cancer? Look there’s clinical trials, Chemo, options, we’ll work this out Greg. You’ve got to 
stay positive mate’
‘I have….’ His voice quivered with despair….’a stomach infection. No booze and no meat for 3 
weeks’
There was a pause. ‘ OK – who’s going to twat him’
.............................................................................................................................................................................

Harry sat on the tail lift of the truck with his head in his hands wondering if he could muster 
up a sob. I mean how spectacularly wrong could things have possibly gone? His trusty hound 
Willy, scourge of dog fights on 3 continents had finally bitten off more than the few teeth he 
had left could chew and got involved in a territorial dispute with a mild mannered badger over 
urinary rights. Sadly the badger, who declined to be interviewed had apparently escaped from 
the local Secure Sett for the Criminally Monochrome and turned out to be a homicidal maniac 
with zero Wind in the Willows sage and cuddly tendencies who had torn out half of a stunned 
Willy’s digestive system before doing a foaming victory dance one had to be on substantial 
amounts of LSD to truly appreciate, and pissing wildly in every direction in the name of 



gladiatorial glory. 
On his return to site after a spectacularly sketchy sortie to the nearest vet, Harry had found 
his mixing desk on fire with a small pagan circle of children who had mysteriously acquired 
lighter fluid from a doubtless unconscious friend of the family dancing around it in various 
different bits of the same Darth Vader outfit. The pride in their ability to share the outfit did not 
last long in Harry’s mind, and he was forced to swear allegiance to the Dark Side of the Force 
and cough up a fiver before he managed  to pierce the circle of power and get a wet tea towel 
over the mixer.  As he looked up from his beloved Mackie’s charred remains, swearing horrible 
vengeance and plotting wonderfully medieval tortuous brutalities on someone’s beloved 
offspring, his soothing vision of building a lightsaber out of an iron bar and not a lot else was 
rudely interrupted as a large East German military truck smashed into the cab of his lorry. The 
offending article – long known as the Kelloggs truck, because all anyone ever did in there was 
cook up Special K juddered into reverse, no doubt in the hope that no one had noticed, only for 
the driver to fall out and lie motionless looking like Piltdown Man.
As Harry sat there, with a lump in his throat feeling like the Isle of Wight, desperate, 
disconsolate and with no idea how to piece his shattered life back together, his old mate 
Suzanna threw her arms round him and said the magic words..
‘I know what’ll sort you out…How about a nice cup of tea my love’
Well that did it
‘Cup of tea?  CUP OF FUCKING TEA??  What’s with the fucking magical powers of tea then.  – 
Me whole fucking life is crumbling, my vinyl collection is probably being used for Frisbee 
practice by some other god forsaken bunch of fucking juveniles at this very moment, my dog is 
on life support due to swallowing Attenborough cute and cuddly propagandist lies, my mixer 
looks like a scale model of Baghdad, and a bunch of incoherent and incontinent lost its have 
just written off my fucking truck… And you’ve got fucking tea?? Where’s me offers of pity sex? 
Where’s the bottle of 25 year old single malt and  large pile of happy pills. If I ever make it to 
fucking Darjeeling I’m gonna scoff the dodgiest roadside curry going and shit violently on 
every fucking tea plant I can find.. Tea??? TEAAAA???

SIRIUS 23







The Mutoid 
Waste Company

A word with Joe Rush

What do you get if you cross a post 
apocalyptic robotic dreamscape with a pile 
of military scrap and throw in pure smile 
soaked freedom. Well you get the Mutoid 
Waste Company. Showmen, visionaries, a 
right old laugh, and pioneers of creating a  
free space wherever life takes them, their 
parties, their vivid imagination and their 
sheer outrageous lunacy has left a legacy of 
creativity in their nomadic wake. Founder 
of the Mutoids Joe Rush, one of the most 
scorchingly original underground artists 
in his own right took some time out from 
the now legendary One Foot In The Grove 
Exhibition to speak to us.

Can you tell us how the Mutoids started out

Well we started back in 1984 in London using 
whatever bits and pieces of scrap metal and 
plastic we could find to build and create 
bizarre and unusual sculptures based on the 
concept of mutation, which is why it was so 
important to use scrap and cars and whatever 
had had a previous form or a previous life 
and mutate it into something entirely new. 
It turned into a collective of talented like 
minded people, and took on its own life as 
pure underground sub-culture. We’d take 
over abandoned warehouses, live in them and 
decorate around us and then throw massive 
parties plastered with all our scultures and 
mutations.

I remember walking into this old canteen, you 
know with about 5000 people in the place, and 
there was just this vibe, this atmosphere… you 
know the place was rammed and they were 
playing “CanYou Feel It” and all that and a 
new feeling had of arrived. But after that we 

just convoyed off to Europe and landed in 
Amsterdam and the story continued over in 
Europe. The last big party we did in England 
was in Battlebridge Road and it’s sort of gone 
down in legend, but some of our crew stayed 
behind being chased around 3 counties by 
helicopters. We had sculptures taken away 
and the police were going mental. They took 
a giant robot made out of a motorbike and 
confiscated it, calling it a “Rave Advertising 
device”. And they chased the LS Diesel boys 
(part of our crew) across 3 counties and then 
ploughed them into a field while they slept so 
that they couldn’t even move the truck; they 
just ploughed all round them.





By that time we’d been once around Europe 
and we’d got back to Berlin after the Berlin 
Wall had come down and we’d set up and we 
were building “Stone Henge” out of tanks on 
the former no mans land between the wall’s 
and Spiral Tribe just sort of turned up after 
having escaped after Castlemorton. I actually 
came back for Castlemorton. I drove an East 
German Army truck and siphoned all the way 
from Berlin to get to there, But yeah they all 
turned up and that was the start of the, not so 
much the Acid House but the Hardcore sort of 
techno thing.

How important is nomadicism

We are travellers basically. The whole 
essence of Mutation is about living in a state 
of constant change, of flux and the only way to 
do that is to be a traveller. Also we found that 
it was easier to move between scrap piles and 
take everything with you than it was to move 
the scrap piles to you. It made sense to live 
that way you know.

What made you decide to come back now?

Ladbroke Grove is where we started; 
Portobello road is where the Mutoid Waste 
Company began. Shepherds bush - all around 

there is where I started out as one of the 
first punks and the fellow I’m working with, 
Garfield Hackett, he was a sort of part of the 
early Graffiti scene when it started - the hip 
hop scene all started down Portobello Road 
too. The freak scene, the hippy scene, the 
vegetarian scene the you know the Harmony 
health foods , The Body Shop, so many things 
started there.  Carnival, the first integration 
where the West Indian’s fought for their right 
to be in this country you know everything 
happened around this area and we just found 
that space empty and we wanted to come 
back and pay our respects to where we 
started. 

How come it has taken two years to get 
Mutate up and running

Well because in the old days we would have 
just cut the locks off and gone in there with 
the trucks and worked within the three month 
space between us getting in there and them 
getting us out. But times have changed, we 
want every last minute in there and so we’ve 
had to play the game, we’ve had to apply for 
licences, crack some deals you know we’ve 
had to sort things out really.





So when did you decide you were going 
to start making massive fire breathing 
sculptures?

Almost straight away really, almost as soon 
as we started. It’s funny we haven’t really 
changed that much what we do, we’re getting 
better at what we do but what it is, is just a 
whole new generation of people that have 
never seen it before.

They truly seem to have characters of their 
own don’t they

They do seem to, yeah. It’s not intentional and 
I don’t set out after this character or that, but I 
sort of watch the characters emerge - you just 
see that character in there and then you just 
follow it through. It’s quite independent of me 
really. I just observe the accident really where 
suddenly the thing is alive and then you do 
whatever it takes to fix it. 

Tell us a bit about Tankhenge and 
Carhenge

In Berlin it was tanks. We did a car one in 
Glastonbury in 1987.  Basically the Russian 
army had collapsed, the East German Volks 
Army had crumbled and the place was the 
biggest scrap heap on the planet. We were 
cracking into the back of Russian Army 
camps and there was scrap piles that went on 
for kilometres with tanks, helmets, cooking 
stuff, pictures of Lenin, bullets, bombs you 
know everything it just went on and on and 
on and it was also rammed with trucks so we 
just started taking trucks, putting our own 
number plates on them and just hauling this 
stuff into the middle of Berlin on big armoured 
personnel carriers. We nicked 2 Mig 21 
fighter planes from the East German Air force, 
dragged them into the middle of Berlin and 
we built this Henge out of all these tanks and 
war machines.The Berlin wall was two walls 
and there was a gap in the middle that was 
all spot lit and full of dogs and razor wire and 
mines – the works, and people used to try to 
run across it and that piece of land was where 
we settled right opposite the Reichstag and 
all the traffic coming in or out of Berlin on 
the train came past our site so it was a huge 
absurd bit of anarchy really.

So how did the public respond to that?

They loved it or hated it really, you know some 
of them thought we were making a real mess 
but then it became clear that we were just 
dragging this out of the countryside.  And then 
they really went for us for stealing these Mig 
fighter planes and we were in danger of some 
quite serious prosecution because the planes 
were still listed as war weapons within the 
Warsaw pact even though they were wrecked 
when we got them so you know it was looking 
pretty hairy for a minute and the police 
surrounded the site.  But then the public went, 
well hang on, how can a load of artists who 
have come from England in their trucks just 
go into the countryside and pick up two listed 
military war planes and drag them into the 
centre of Berlin and set them up next to the 
Reichstag and no one’s been able to stop them 
or said anything about it  and after that they all 
descended into in fighting about who’s fault it 
was and we ended up with the planes but they 
were quite mad times you know. 





How about Carhenge at Glastonbury 87. 
That was even before dance music wasn’t 
it?

Nah nah there’s always been dance music 
you’re showing your age there, Nah there has 
always been dance music, there’s been good 
periods and bad periods of it but the 80’s 
was a bit of a dead period for music like but 
this is why we used to bolster the parties up 
with so much to do but you know there was 
some good dance music about. No there was 
like Sweat sound system, there was Surface 
Irritant.

We predicted the dance scene building 
Stonehenge out of cars, because in 1985 
the old bill completely destroyed the hippy 
convoy going to Stonehenge so we decided 
that if we couldn’t go to Stonehenge, then we’ll 
make Stonehenge where we are. So we built 
it out of cars, tonnes and tonnes of scrap we 
moved on and what happened was, we used 
to drum the Mutoids on these big Burundi 
style drums made out of plastic bins so we 
just started people drumming and the next 
thing there was like 5 or 6 hundred people 
drumming on every bit of metal on site and it 
went on all night and it was called the Zombie 

beat and it felt like people were desperate 
for something to happen and it was immense, 
really strange. It’s all actually in Julian 
Temple’s “Glastonbury” film you can see it all 
in there.

And so when the Acid House scene landed?

Well we were doing the parties,but we wanted 
to get out of London, we wanted to get out of 
England because we were on our world tour 
for one thing, two we had illegal vehicles and 
we were sick of getting chased around all the 
time and we wanted to get out and about in 
the world really. It was almost when the house 
thing came in - I sort of realised that with that 
and the ecstasy, people didn’t really need 
these big environments, all they needed was 
the music and the drugs and a couple of lights 
so really it was a good time for us to leave. 
What the Mutoid Waste Company was, was 
the gap between the peace convoy getting 
smashed and the acid house, rave thing 
started we were like the inner city one night 
free festival really that’s what our role was 
and that’s what it became so it was so it was 
time for us to go really we didn’t need to.. we 
weren’t needed at that point.

Did you always do free parties

There was no middle ground in the 80’s. There 





was Margaret Thatcher and the police running 
riot and I’m a punk from the 70’s. There’s no 
middle ground you were either for the system 
or you were against the system, you couldn’t 
be hanging on the side being alternative and 
making money out of it. You know it was clear 
cut, you were either for it or against it. 

We never made anything out of the parties. 
Even now we have parties and you know like 
we’ll stay in Britain we’ll put out a lot of money 
out of our own pockets to do it and we’ll be 
lucky if we get that money back and if we do 
get it back then it’s a free party cos it hasn’t 
cost us anything to do it and that’s basically 
the way it goes.

What collaborations really stand out to you

Mutate Britain, Collaborating with Cordy 
House in Shoreditch suddenly brought all 
these graffiti artists, all these great graffiti 
writers and really brought the paint thing 
on and we’re collaborating with a group 
called “The Treatment Rooms” who do all 
the ceramics, these mad anarchist ceramics 
just loads of different crews but too many to 
mention.

And was that a conscious decision to join 
up with other artists?

Conscious decisions aren’t really something 
we do we just go along with something…we 
mutate you know we just go along with things. 
If it’s positive and creative and the vibe’s right 
then we do it.

Are you going to take the show on the road?

Well yeah we’d like to Mutate Britain really 
and not just London. We’d like to go to other 
capital cities and other cities in England to do 
the same sort of thing. Then we are going to 
do the Burning Man in America and my mate’s 
got a free music studio in Bogota and I’ve got 
to go to that. So there’s a world out there and 
Mutate Britain is the same as we’ve always 
done which is just get a place and just start 
working and get creative energy wherever 
we find it and get a chance to be creative in 
that area and that’s what becomes Mutoid 

Waste Company or becomes Mutate Britain, 
it doesn’t really matter what it’s called, it’s a 
hothouse of creative energy.

With Mutonia the permanent site in 
Rimini, would you say things are freer in 
Italy than they are in the UK

In some ways they have more liberty but in 
others, British people are freer in their heads. 
I mean I’m glad to be back really, I don’t know 
how long I’m going to stay back here. British 
people, English people are the best party 
firm on the planet I would say throughout my 
experience. They enjoy a party more and 
they will party in any circumstances. They are 
the funniest fuckers at a party and you know 
they’ll party when the police are kicking 
the door in and they’ll party when the place 
is part flooded with water, every possible 
party and it’s that character which I love and 
respect. That’s why Britain is always inventing 
new ideas, coming up with new styles and 
new music and looks and everything because 
we’re inventive and we’re exciting people.





Will you always work in warehouses or 
would you consider galleries

Tricky. I’ve personally been approached by 
a gallery for my smaller stuff but they have 
always shied out at the last minute or got 
scared but I think Mutate Britain is not far 
off being a gallery itself anyway and we are 
actually trying to sell stuff at fairly reasonable 
sort of prices to keep that artists going. But I 
don’t know, I don’t really like the gallery thing 
you know I just don’t like it.

I’ll tell you what it is. We’ve always looked 
on what we do as entertainment first and 
foremost not as art even though we don’t 
undervalue what we’ve got. We look on it as an 
event, as entertainment where people come 
and children come and they see what they 
see and they are not being fooled by some 
deep philosophy behind a fucking squiggle 
on a canvas you know they see what they 
see and they can jump on it and if they can 
get away with it they can climb on it, so first 
and foremost we’re entertainers and we’re 
showmen and secondly we’re artists. 

So how did you nurture your skill of 
creating these metal sculptures?

The metal and stuff I just started on the road 
- just doing it and people showed me how to 
weld along the way and my welding when I 
started was really bad and things used to fall 
to pieces and people would just go nah nah, 
try this and I’d just sort of do it. So the metal 
stuff is sort of self taught at but I learned my 
skills as an artist partly from my mum and 
dad who are both artists and from a mate of 
mine Darren Scott who we started running 
a squat round at the Acropolis hotel in the 
late 70’s. It was total punk and he gave me a 

lot of inspiration. Brett Ewins is my cousin’s 
husband and he was drawing 2000AD comics 
right in the heyday of Judge Dredd so I used 
to watch him and his mate Brendan McCarthy 
draw and that inspired me a lot. I was out of 
school at 16 and  homeless -  well I don’t call it 
homeless because I was squatting. Homeless 
is just an attitude, squatting is the same thing 
with a different attitude. If you think you are 
homeless then you are homeless and if you 
think you’re squatting then you just go and 
create your home.

So I didn’t get to go to art school, but my 
sister’s boyfriend ran a little scenery company 
in Richmond in an old fire station and I went 
in there one day and he asked me if I could 
paint. And I went, ‘I don’t know, give us a brush 
and about five years later I had learned to 
make moulds and do wood work and carve 
polystyrene and all that sort of stuff and that’s 
where I learned all my skills and that’s also 
where I learned, working on film sets about 
building these huge environments and I used 
to look at these film sets and think fucking 
hell we could get loads of people in here and 
have a party and it would be mental. But what 
happened was that as soon as the camera 
stopped rolling people would just rip it to 
pieces, put it in skips and people would just 
go home. So I used to go out to the skips and 
rip all the stuff out and take it off and set it up 





somewhere and that’s where I got the ideas 
for spaces. So I usually have the overview of 
the event cos I’ve got that special side of my 
head and I can see how to make a big area 
balanced and work.

So nothing is by chance - everything is 
planned out 

No completely wrong. Everything is by 
chance. I like that because we can spot the 
chances. That’s what mutation is.

You’re obviously highly competent 
engineers. Have you ever thought about 
maybe going into engineering...

What and make Stannah Stairlifts??  Nah I 
don’t think so. Big walking fire breathing 
dinosaurs are a bit more fun and they tend to 
get you laid a bit more if you know what I’m 
saying.

And what about the vehicles 

Well we have got a basic knowledge but we’re 
not mechanics of a very high degree but we 
understand how things work so we sort of 
mutate vehicles into our vehicles -  we change 
them about and chop them back and  of re-
build them and you’ve got to have a basic 
understanding of how things work in order to 
mutate them.

The essence of what we do is fun. It’s fun to 
do and it’s fun when you present it and you 
make a little bit of money out of it or you have 
a big party which fills up with pretty girls and 
fills up with party people… It’s all about fun 
really. A lot of people are labouring under the 

illusion that you’ve got to do something that 
you don’t like to make a little bit of money and 
with that little bit of time that you’ve got left for 
yourself go and desperately try to have some 
fun and we’ve never bought into that. We just 
believe that you put your energy into going 
and having some fun.

What part of the process do you get the 
most out of?

The partying , but making the work is my 
meditation and it gives me so much pleasure 
and if I don’t do it I start to go mad. I started 
doing it because I had gone mad and it was 
the thing that got me out of a complete mental 
breakdown. Once you start to be creative and 
just by making some things it got me out of it 
and the next thing I was flying and that’s why 
we want to present it to people in a way that 
everyone can do it, everyone can have a go 
at it because it’s a healer. Being creative is a 
healer like dancing is a healer; making music 
is a healer playing drums is a healer you 
know. Being creative is a healer for your soul 
and it’s vital and people don’t get a chance to 
do it. People don’t get a chance to feel they 
are getting better at something they don’t get 
a chance to surprise themselves at how adept 
they are at something they don’t get a chance 
to get any milestones in life to show that they 
are getting anything out of it, and that’s why 
people are unhappy.





Can you tell us a bit about your time with 
Spiral Tribe

We travelled together. After the Spirals came 
out, I personally really got on with them and 
we decided to take one of these Mig fighter 
planes down to the Czech Republic and we 
took all these painted up Russian army trucks 
and trailers and generators and we took this 
huge convoy out of East Berlin and into Czech 
Republic and started the first Hostimice free 
festival which is a techno party that is still 
going on to this day. It goes on every year and 
it’s a huge techno festival. And again there was 
no financial benefit to doing it- it cost us…
you know we worked our nuts off through a 
freezing Berlin winter on a toxic no mans land 
and siphoned our way down there or bought 

diesel off the Russian army and dragged all 
this shit down there an it was the best fucking 
adventure but you know you couldn’t buy an 
adventure like that you couldn’t buy memories 
like that. You couldn’t buy solidarity with your 
mates like that. That’s it you can’t buy it.

What’s your take on Burning Man

The first time we went was a couple of years 
ago and we wanted to do something really 
progressive but we hardly had any money 
and it was only three of us that went over Alex 
Wreckage, Rudy Blues and myself and the 
whole theme of the festival was the American 
dream and that’s sort of what happened. We 
arrived as three Europeans with not much 
money in America with this dream of making 
this giant horse and trailer and we met our 
mate Scotty Collins and we found this scrap 
yard and we ended up building this huge 
great V8 horse all built out of car panels really 
real pulling a pioneers wagon we built as 
well with bespoke wheels and barrels in it 
and a sound system and just roared across 
the desert in this whole rig. And they went 
mad for it and they asked us to represent the 
festival in the Nevada state parade. I don’t 
think they had realised how far you can cut 
into a vehicle before you started to rebuild 





it and they were very generous and very 
gracious about it. It’s a brilliant festival. It is 
the best festival I’ve ever been to in my life. 
It’s immense. 

What does the future hold

I can’t see the future but I can’t see myself 
changing either. I don’t desire a house and 
I’ve never had a place where I’ve desired to 
settle down and I don’t really feel that I have 
time to do a quarter of the things that I could 
do but you know just go and do stuff just make 
people smile and make things happen and I 
love it .

On a Saturday night here at mutate Britain 
when all the fires are going off , the machines 
are walking, and all the walls are glowing 
with the brilliance of the art work on it and 
the superb lighting job that the boys do and 
people are just smiling, everywhere you look 
just smiling that’s really important.

I ain’t saying that I don’t get tired cos we 
were doing Trash City in Glastonbury with 
my former partner Rudy and we had had an 
outrageous party...I mean a really brilliant 
party but it sometimes does wear the fuck out 
of you cos we are artists and then suddenly we 
are in a role where we are producing and we 
are sorting out meal tickets and transport and 
drainage and all this sort of stuff and it wears 
you down every now and then, but I usually 
get through by promising myself that I’ll retire 

at the end of it. But then what happens is that 
at the end of it is a fucking great party you 
know and I’m looking from a helicopter and 
I’m looking at this whole field full of happy 
people and I’m re-vitalised then and I can’t 
wait to do it again. 

And you’re living in the helicopter now 
then?

Yeah. I saw this thing as a kid called the 
Double Deckers it was about these kids who 
all lived in this yard under the railway in a 
double decker bus and I think I always wanted 
to live like that and my dad always lived like 
that anyway and even at one point we lived 
in a gypsy cart down on the Romney marshes 
and it’s in my blood really.

Where can people get hold of your art?

We are trying to get a website shop up which 
we cocked up a bit but it’s pretty close to 
coming now so if you go to the Mutate Britain, 
One Foot in the Grove web site you can buy 
prints off that.

www.mutatebritain.co.uk

www.myspace.com/mutoidwasteco







P.C.  P
I’m P.C. Pee of the TSG

Dreamt of order since the age of 3
For those who don’t know that’s Territorial Support

Riot crew of first resort…
So OI – YOU - fuck off sport….

The call came in on a Monday morn
Threat to society so said the horn

To prevent Breach of the Peace at the very least
I tooled up like a beast , the law’s high priest
Batons polished to a mirrored black sheen

Numbers stripped to keep the aftermath clean
We dived in the van with the steroids dripping

Some cunt out there’s gonna need a kicking
Pulled up with a screech on the urban beach
Glass shard castles and soft waves of bleach

Gas Masks - FUCK – call MI 5
Osama’s here, god let me survive

As the terrorist threat fizzled away
Heard the artists laughing, it made their day

Before concrete rinsed in broken hope
Civic pride, what a fucking joke

 A message of reflection 10 foot tall
Scorching colour and pure life in thrall

I stopped and looked but I didn’t see
The probing doubt deep inside of me

Doubt is a killer when you’re a social pillar
When I thought I was gay that was a total thriller

Battered the Mrs within an inch of her life
I’m heterosexual damn it, just ask the wife
Not about to start now in this alien land

Questions answered with an iron hand
Beautify this, you insolent leech

Now I’m done with the speech, let my clenched fist 



preach
But as I walked away from the half aerosoled wall

Smirking after yet another brawl
I couldn’t help the moment of whispering doubt

But he can’t have a point – he’s a filthy lout.
Consoled myself with pumping weights

Mentally punishing all those things I hate
Came Saturday night I was ripe for a fight
Impunities bite under a flashing blue light

‘Roll out roll out’ and take ya shields
May have to cross a couple o fields

We’d caught it early, 1000 at best
Dancing in a warehouse on some mystical quest

Got a JCB to tap gently at the door
1, 2, 4 you anarchist whore

In pour the corps to the sub bass roar
Swung left and right till our arms were sore
But as we banged our chests in righteous glee

A wide eyed girl was stretchered past me
Why Oh Why you sick arsehole

All we do is extol the soul
And I have to say for the second time

Doubt’s nagging chime began to climb
Art and music, is freedom such a threat?
Politicians in a sweat and I cast the net

But do you know what, it looked like a laugh
And I loved that painting of the tuxedoed giraffe

Suppress, repress or I’ll end up in a dress
But thinking’s a stress I must confess
Beat up the kids and felt mighty fine

I think I’ve finally drawn a line
Sunday loomed, the G 23

Protesting hippies far as the eye can see
Capitalism this, climate change that
Knock em flat on their fucking back

Standard sellers are ten a penny
If ya got heart problems then pop a Rennie

Came to a most unfortunate halt
Line of camera lenses – a tactical assault
Had to hold the line – can’t twist a spine



Any light slap and I’ll have to resign
But in those hours of enforced restraint

I did myself with a protester acquaint
Made a lot of sense the grotty scum

And I began to feel uncontrollably numb
The wall, the warehouse flashed before my eyes

Standing here enforcing society’s lies
And in that moment I began to think

Might be the LSD slipped inside my drink
And I stripped the riot gear clean to the floor

Naked now, from outside to the core
Begged forgiveness from my wife and kids
Some goodwill left if I don’t hit the skids

My Sergeant yelled Pee – what the fuck??
We’re about to have an almighty ruck

But I flashed a smile of enlightened knowledge
Quietly wondering if I should start art college

The crowd were cheering, I knew I was home
Every synapse of my spirit was beginning to roam

Broke into freedom with a can of spray
A party address for later that day
And here I say with a hip hooray

My names’ now Banksy and I’m proud to be gay

SIRIUS 23







Did Someone Say
Conspiracy?

“We shall have World Government, whether 
or not we like it. The only question is whether 
World Government will be achieved by 
conquest or consent.” –James Paul Warburg 
1950 to the U.S. Senate

“if you want to remain slaves of the bankers 
and pay for the costs of your own slavery, let 
them continue to create money and control the 
nation’s credit.” –Sir Josiah Stamp

“Very soon, every American will be required 
to register their biological property in a 
national system designed to keep track of the 
people and that will operate under the ancient 
system of pledging. By such methodology, we 
can compel people to submit to our agenda, 
which will effect our security as a chargeback 

for our fiat paper currency. Every American 
will be forced to register or suffer being 
unable to work and earn a living. They will 
be our chattel, and we will hold the security 
interest over them forever, by operation of the 
law merchant under the scheme of secured 
transactions. Americans, by unknowingly or 
unwittingly delivering the bills of lading to 
us will be rendered bankrupt and insolvent, 
forever to remain economic slaves through 
taxation, secured by their pledges. They 
will be stripped of their rights and given a 
commercial value designed to make us a 
profit and they will be none the wiser, for not 
one man in a million could ever figure our 
plans and, if by accident one or two should 
figure it out, we have in our arsenal plausible 
deniability. After all, this is the only logical 



way to fund government, by floating liens and 
debt to the registrants in the form of benefits 
and privileges. This will inevitably reap to us 
huge profits beyond our wildest expectations 
and leave every American a contributor to this 
fraud which we will call “Social Insurance.” 
Without realizing it, every American will 
insure us for any loss we may incur and in this 
manner, every American will unknowingly 
be our servant, however begrudgingly. The 
people will become helpless and without 
any hope for their redemption and, we will 
employ the high office of the President of 
our dummy corporation to foment this plot 
against America.” — Edward Mandell House, 
Founder of Council on Foreign Relations 
and promoter of League of Nations, said to 
Woodrow Wilson 1913

“For more than a century, ideological 
extremists at either end of the political 
spectrum have seized upon well-publicized 
incidents to attack the Rockefeller family 
for the inordinate influence they claim we 
wield over American political and economic 
institutions. Some even believe we are part 
of a secret cabal working against the best 
interests of the United States, characterizing 
my family and me as “internationalists” and 
of conspiring with others around the world to 
build a more integrated global political and 
economic structure – one world, if you will. If 
that’s the charge, I stand guilty, and I am proud 
of it.” –David Rockefeller

“the refusal of King George III to allow 
the colonies to operate an honest money 
system, which freed the ordinary man from 
the clutches of the money manipulators was 
probably the prime cause of the revolution” 
–Benjamin Franklin

“The individual is handicapped by coming 
face-to-face with a conspiracy so monstrous 
he cannot believe it exists” –J. Edgar Hoover

“the world is governed by very different 
personages from what is imagined by those 
who are not behind the scenes” –Benjamin 
Disraeli 1844

“the real truth of the matter is that a financial 
element in the large centers has owned the 
government since the days of Andrew Jackson 
–Franklin D Roosevelt 1933

“This country, with its institutions, belongs 
to the people who inhabit it. Whenever they 
shall grow weary of the existing government, 
they can exercise their constitutional right 
of amending it, or their revolutionary right 
to dismember it or overthrow it.” –Abraham 
Lincoln

“I believe that banking institutions are more 
dangerous to our liberties than standing 
armies. Already they have raised up a monied 
aristocracy that has set the government at 
defiance. The issuing power should be taken 
from the banks and restored to the people, 
to whom it properly belongs.” –Thomas 
Jefferson



“If the American people ever allow private 
banks to control the issue of currency, first 
by inflation, then by deflation, the banks 
and corporations that will grow up around 
them will deprive the people of all property 
until their children wake up homeless on the 
continent their fathers conquered.” –Thomas 
Jefferson

“The international bankers swept statesmen, 
politicians, journalists and jurists all to 
one side and issued their order with the 
imperiousness of absolute monarchs.” –Lloyd 
George, Former British Prime Minster

“Give me the right to issue and control a 
nation’s money and I care not who governs the 
country.” –Mayer Amschel Rothschild

“Those that create and issue the money and 
credit, direct the policies of government and 
hold in their hands the destiny of the people.” 
–Richard McKenna, former president of the 
Midlands Bank of England

“The governor of the Bank of England…
dictates the terms upon which alone the 
government can obtain borrowed money.” 
–Sir Drummond Fraser, vice president of The 
Institute of Bankers, England

“We have in this country one of the most 
corrupt institutions the world has ever known. 
I refer to the Federal Reserve Board and the 
Federal Reserve Banks. Some people think the 
Federal Reserve Banks are U.S. government 
institutions. They are private credit 
monopolies; domestic swindlers, rich and 
predatory money lenders which prey upon the 
people of the United States for the benefit of 
themselves and their foreign customers. The 

Federal Reserve banks are the agents of the 
foreign central banks. The truth is the Federal 
Reserve Board has usurped the Government 
of the United States by the arrogant credit 
monopoly which operates the Federal Reserve 
Board.” –Congressman Louis T. McFadden, 
Chairman of the House Banking and 
Currency Committee, addressed the House 
on June 10, 1932

“…bank records are not the depositor’s 
private papers and having given the 
information to the bank, the depositor has 
no legitimate expectation of continued 
privacy…” –United States Supreme Court in 
U.S. v. Miller

“…100% of what is collected is absorbed 
solely by interest on the Federal Debt…all 
individual income tax revenues are gone 
before one nickel is spent on the services 
taxpayers expect from government.” –Grace 
Commission report submitted to President 
Ronald Regan 1984

“All the perplexities, confusion and distress 
in America arise, not from the defects of 
the Constitution or confederation, not from 
want of honor or virtue, so much as from the 
downright ignorance of the nation, of coin, 
credit and circulation.” –John Adams 2nd 
President of the USA

“The money power preys upon the nation 
in times of peace and conspires against it 



in times of adversity. It is more despotic 
than monarchy, more insolent than the 
aristocracy, more selfish than the bureaucracy. 
It denounces, as public enemies, all who 
question its methods or throw light upon its 
crimes.” –Abraham Lincoln

“Capital must protect itself in every possible 
way, both by combination and legislation. 
Debts must be collected, mortgages 
foreclosed as rapidly as possible. When 
through the process of law the common 
people lose their homes, they will become 
more docile and more easily governed 
through the strong arm of government applied 
by a central power of wealth under leading 
financiers. These truths are well known among 
our principal men who are now engaged in 
forming an imperialism to govern the world. 
By dividing the voter through the political 
party system we can get them to expend 
their energies in fighting for questions of 
no importance. It is thus by discreet action 
we can secure for ourselves that which has 
been so well planned and so successfully 
accomplished.” –US Banker’s Association 
Magazine 1924

“This (Federal Reserve) Act establishes 
the most gigantic trust on earth. When 
the president signs this bill, the invisible 
government by the monetary power will 
be legalized. The people may not know it 
immediately but the day of reckoning is only a 
few years removed, the worst legislative crime 
of the ages perpetrated by this banking bill.” 
–Charles A. Lindbergh, R-MN

“Most Americans have no real understanding 
of the operation of the international money 
lenders. The accounts of the Federal 
Reserve system have never been audited. It 
operates outside the control of Congress and 
manipulates the credit of the United States.” 
–Barry Goldwater, R-AZ

“The whole aim of practical politics is to keep 
the populace in a continual state of alarm 
(and hence clamorous to be led to safety) 
by menacing them with an endless series 
of hobgoblins, all of them imaginary.” –H. L. 
Mencken

“If one understands that Socialism is not a 

“share the wealth” program but is in reality a 
method to consolidate and control the wealth, 
then the seeming paradox of super rich men 
promoting Socialism becomes no paradox 
at all. Instead it becomes logical, even the 
perfect tool of power seeking megalomaniacs. 
Communism, or more accurately Socialism, is 
not a movement of the down-trodden masses 
but of the economic elite.” –Gary Allen

“History records that the money changers 
have used every form of abuse, intrigue, 
deceit, and violent means possible to maintain 
their control over governments by controlling 
the money and its issuance.” –James Madison

“It was not accidental; it was a carefully 
contrived occurrence. The international 
Bankers sought to bring about a condition of 
despair here so that they might emerge as 
rulers of us all.” – Louis McFadden referring 
to the Great Depression

“What is needed here is a return to the 
Constitution of the United States. We need to 



have a complete divorce of Bank and State. 
The old struggle that was fought out here in 
Jackson’s day must be fought over again… 
The Federal Reserve Act should be repealed 
and the Federal Reserve Banks, having 
violated their charters, should be liquidated 
immediately. Faithless Government officers 
who have violated their oaths of office should 
be impeached and brought to trial. Unless 
this is done by us, I predict that the American 
people, outraged, robbed, pillaged, insulted, 
and betrayed as they are in their own land, will 
rise in their wrath and send a President here 
who will sweep the money changers out of the 
temple. Louis McFadden US Congressman 
1932

“I have never seen more Senators express 
discontent with their jobs….I think the major 
cause is that, deep down in our hearts, we 
have been accomplices in doing something 
terrible and unforgivable to our wonderful 
country. Deep down in our heart, we know 
that we have given our children a legacy of 
bankruptcy. We have defrauded our country 
to get ourselves elected.” –John Danforth 
former United States Ambassador to the 
United Nations and former Republican 
United States Senator

“To expose a 15 Trillion dollar ripoff of the 
American people by the stockholders of 
the 1000 largest corporations over the last 
100 years will be a tall order of business.” 
–Buckminster Fuller

“This [Federal Reserve Act] establishes 
the most gigantic trust on earth. When the 
President Wilson signs this bill, the invisible 
government of the monetary power will be 
legalized….the worst legislative crime of 
the ages is perpetrated by this banking and 
currency bill.” –Charles A. Lindbergh, Sr. , 
1913

“The financial system has been turned over 
to the Federal Reserve Board. That Board 
administers the finance system by authority 
of a purely profiteering group. The system 
is Private, conducted for the sole purpose of 
obtaining the greatest possible profits from 
the use of other people’s money” –Charles A. 
Lindbergh Sr., 1923

“Banking was conceived in iniquity and was 
born in sin. The Bankers own the earth. Take 
it away from them, but leave them the power 
to create deposits, and with the flick of the 
pen they will create enough deposits to buy 
it back again. However, take it away from 
them, and all the great fortunes like mine will 
disappear and they ought to disappear, for 
this would be a happier and better world to 
live in. But, if you wish to remain the slaves of 
Bankers and pay the cost of your own slavery, 
let them continue to create deposits”.- Sir 
Josiah Stamp President of the Bank of 
England in the 1920’s, the second richest 
man in Britain

“The few who can understand the system 
will either be so interested in its profits, or 
so dependent on its favors, that there will be 
no opposition from that class, while on the 
other hand, the great body of the people, 
mentally incapable of comprehending the 
tremendous advantages that capital derives 
from the system, will bear its burdens 
without complaint and perhaps without even 
suspecting that the system is inimical to their 
interests.” –Mayer Amschel Rothschild

“The drive of the Rockefellers and their 
allies is to create a one-world government 
combining super capitalism and Communism 
under the same tent, all under their control… 



Do I mean conspiracy? Yes, I do. I am 
convinced there is such a plot, international 
in scope, generations old in planning, and 
incredibly evil in intent.” –Congressman 
Larry P. McDonald, 1976, killed in the 
Korean Airlines 747 that was shot down by 
the Soviets.

“The issue which has swept down the 
centuries and which will have to be fought 
sooner or later is the people versus the 
banks.” –Lord Acton

“That is simple. In the Colonies we issue 
our own money. It is called Colonial Scrip. 
We issue it in proper proportion to the 
demands of trade and industry to make the 
products pass easily from the producers of 
the consumers. In this manner, creating for 
ourselves our own paper money, we control its 
purchasing power, and we have no interest to 
pay to no one.” –Benjamin Franklin

“In one year, the conditions were so reversed 
that the era of prosperity ended, and a 
depression set in, to such an extent that 
the streets of the Colonies were filled with 
unemployment” –Benjamin Franklin after the 
passing of The Currency Act of 1764

“The Colonists would gladly have borne 
the little tax on tea and other matters had 
it not been that England took away from 
the colonies their money which created 
unemployment and dissatisfaction. The 
inability of the colonists to get power to 
issue their own money permanently out of 
the hands of George III and the international 
bankers was the PRIME reason for the 
Revolutionary War.–Benjamin Franklin from 
his autobiography

“The rich will strive to establish their 
dominion and enslave the rest. They always 
did. They always will… They will have the 
same effect here as elsewhere, if we do not, by 
the power of government, keep them in their 
proper spheres. –Governor Morris

“The division of the United States into 
federations of equal force was decided long 
before the Civil War by the high financial 
powers of Europe. These bankers were afraid 
that the United States, if they remained as 
one block, and as one nation, would attain 
economic and financial independence, which 
would upset their financial domination of the 
world.” –Otto Von Bismark

“Whosoever controls the volume of money in 
any country is absolute master of all industry 
and commerce… And when you realize that 
the entire system is very easily controlled, one 
way or another, by a few powerful men at the 
top, you will not have to be told how periods 
of inflation and depression originate.” –James 
Garfield

“Those who would give up Essential Liberty 
to purchase a little temporary safety, deserve 
neither liberty nor safety. –Benjamin Franklin

“The Federal Reserve definitely caused the 
Great depression by contracting the amount 
of currency in circulation by one third from 



1929 to 1933.” –Milton Friedman, Nobel Prize 
winning economist

“It was not accidental. It was a carefully 
contrived occurrence…. The international 
bankers sought to bring about a condition of 
despair here so that they might emerge as 
rulers of us all. –Rep. Louis T McFadden

“I think it can hardly be disputed that the 
statesman and financiers of Europe are ready 
to take almost any means to reacquire rapidly 
the gold stock which Europe lost as the result 
of World War I.” –Rep. Louis T McFadden

“We are on the verge of a global 
transformation. All we need is the right major 
crisis and the nation will accept the New 
World Order.” –David Rockefeller

“These international bankers and Rockefeller-
Standard Oil interests control the majority of 
newspapers and the columns of these papers 
to club into submission or drive out of public 
office officials who refuse to do the bidding of 

the powerful corrupt cliques which compose 
the invisible government.” –Theodore 
Roosevelt

“Either the application for renewal of the 
charter is granted, or the United States will 
find itself involved in a most disastrous war.” 
–Nathan Mayer Rothschild in response to A. 
Jackson denying a new 20 year charter for 
the Bank of America (1791-1811) inciting the 
War of 1812

“The budget should be balanced; the treasury 
should be refilled; national debt should be 
reduced; and the arrogance of public officials 
should be controlled.” – Cicero. 106-43 B.C.

“I predict future happiness for Americans if 
they can prevent the government from wasting 
the labors of the people under the pretense of 
taking care of them.” –Thomas Jefferson

“On the altar of God, I pledge undying 
hostility to any government restrictions on the 
free minds of the people.” –Thomas Jefferson







Parov Stelar
As the splinters of genre based dance music 
fuse back together into one rolling cultural 
current, unlikely musical influences find 
themselves in the midst of torrid affairs, 
steaming up windows into stylistic unity 
and next level dancefloor mayhem. Take a 
moment to meet Austrian groovemeister 
Parov Stelar who is sending banging 
dancefloor whirling through the heady 
freedom of early jazz and swing, Parov and 
his band have gloriously synthesised deep 
groove, sensual jazz melody and a pure 
electronic edge into some of of the funkiest 
flavours on stage and on wax today...Parov 
took a moment from his insane schedule to 
speak to us.

Did you start out as a classical jazz 
musician? - when did you become 
interested in electronic music and start to 
make crossover?  

Not at all. I started out with electronic music 
and had absolutely nothing whatsoever to 
do with jazz, but after producing so many 
beats and sampling music that traditionally 
fit electronica,  I became interested in older 
records, and after buying as many as I could 
lay my hands on at various flea markets, my 
heart and my studio began to burn for Jazz.

Where did the name Parov Stelar actually 
come from?

You know, this question comes up again 
and again in interviews, and to be honest, I 
usually dream up some kind of outrageous 
story behind it, like I was in the middle of 
robbing a bank and the name came to me in 
a flash. The greatest ideas usually spring up 
under pressure, but the reality is that there is 
no huge story behind it. It is genuinely just a 
name, but it was important to me that whatever 

creative identity I came up with, that it would 
be unique. So I googled Parov Stelar and when 
I got no results back, that was it and I decided 
that Parov would be my new alter ego.

Is there a history of swing and Jazz in 
Austria

Not really. Austrian music has a very wide 
range of influences, many of them classical 
of course, and some of the more modern 
artists like Kruder and Dorfmeiester, but you 
could never really say that there was a huge 
swing or electro scene. But this is the modern 
world where influences are no longer local or 
national, but truly global.

Do you feel that the jazz side gives you a 
freedom outside the constraints of looped 
electronic music



Of course, and I think that that is one of the 
most important aspects of our show. Every 
musician has his own freedom to express 
his or her interpretation of the tracks we 
play, and consequently we hear, see and 
feel a new song, so for me it would be pretty 
boring if they had to play in strict forms and 
stick exactly to the original released version. 
We do have some basics dictated by the 
electronic side – the tempo, some bridges 
and breaks are fixed because they have to be, 
but between those rigid points, everyone can 
move how they want.

Where do you start with a crossover track? 
– do you fit the swing to the electronic 
elements or fit the electronic to the swing

Mostly I start with the jazz parts of the song 
and fix the tempo. Then I will take a beat and 
build it around the sample or the live part. It’s 
very hard sometimes because the old tracks, 
especially from the 1930’s are NEVER in tune, 
so you sit there for hours tuning them up, 
cutting, pasting, editing and EQing. Sometimes 
it can just be a total mess, but it had come 
to the point with electronic music that it 
was just too cold for me, and I couldn’t feel 

the life inside any of the tracks around me. 
That was what led me into experimentation 
with different forms within the electronic 
and what led me to very old samples. You 
hear the scratches on the vinyl, the lack of 
mathematic precision and an overall warmth 
and combining that with the modern beats 
and basslines and sampling techniques makes 
for electronic music, sure….but with heart. The 
real secret is that the samples aren’t always 
perfectly in time, and that in itself adds a live 
dimension to any strictly controlled dance 
track.

Tell us about your label Etage Noir and the 
aim behind it

We fight for quality music and we look to 
release music that we love, put it out there 
and hope that people respond to it in the way 
that we do. There’s no master plan for world 
domination or to create something specific 
and revolutionary. Whether or not it is jazz 
based is totally irrelevant, we are not trying to 
create an electro jazz label, the one and only 
test for any of our releases is that we like it 
and are proud to send it out there.



What about your Cash Candy alias

Well you know, sometimes you need to rotate 
your alter egos,  and there comes a point 
where I just can’t take the old jazz songs and 
the old jazz samples ANY more, and so it’s at 
that saturation level that I grab Lilja Bloom the 
vocalist, and say, let’s just get in that studio 
and do some really dirty shit. It’s more of a 
fun project – it’s certainly not like a massive 
career move…..just a bit of studio relaxation 
really without too much pressure on the 
results.

Tell us a little about the band

Well for starters there’s Max the Sax, the 
saxophone player, we have Yola B on vocals, 
the bass player is Stefan Herzel and Hans 
Jungbach on drums. Hans is from Sweden, 
Stefan is German, Yola B is Namibian and 
Max and I are from Austria. Definitely a multi 
cultural band and it’s great fun and a total 
honour for me to play with them . I mean, I 
started as a DJ and playing with live musicians 
on stage, sharing both the stage and the 

experience opens up a whole new dimension 
that I really treasure. You really can’t compare 
it with a DJ set, but the truly special thing is 
not just hearing the music, but actually seeing 
the music, watching the musicians working, 
understanding how the track was built and for 
me, that is perhaps the most interesting angle 
of all. And the crowd feels it too -  there is 
always a far greater, more involved response 
than a straight up DJ set which is always more 
monotone. But the live show…THAT is life.

You tour a lot….Any interesting stories?

Heheheh. Many MANY interesting stories….
Funnily enough, it’s difficult to remember 
specifics off hand… I mean, we’ve had stalkers 
and everything – we had this one guy who 
followed us absolutely everywhere, and I’m 
not just talking about the gigs. He used to turn 
up and knock on our hotel room doors and 
freak us right out…We forgot the bass player 
in Bucharest once, jumped in the car after the 
concert with a Bye Bye Bucharest and it was a 
good few hundred kilometers before someone 
said OOhh Shit – where the hell is Stefan!! Shit 



happens everywhere – non stop.

There’s a feline theme running through a 
lot of your music. Do you have a studio cat?

As it happens… I have four cats… The mother 
Sammy and her kids Emily, Carlo and Minnie. I 
am a cat lover – the secret’s out!!

Do you feel that you learnt a lot about 
music by exploring the jazz and expanding 
into live instruments?

Absolutely. I’ve had so many surprises 
–especially working with live musicians. Live 
musicians actually studied music, whereas 
I always worked purely through feeling 
and instinct. I never actually knew what I 
was doing, I just did it, and so beginning to 
work with people who genuinely did know 
what they were doing, had a solid grasp of 
theory, and were able to write it down led 
to a really funny collaboration. Sometimes, 
they turn round to me and just say ‘Markus – 
you’re making SO many mistakes, but these 
‘mistakes’ are actually the quintessence of the 
track, because we would never have dreamed 
of doing what you just did as it goes against 
all the rules of formal musical training, but it’s 
a creation in itself, and you know…..it WORKS. 
But I have learned so much from them and 
it’s proved to be a really symbiotic creative 
relationship.

How has the reception to your music and 
live shows been internationally?

It was like a blast. Suddenly, everyone was 
interested in booking our band, pretty much 
everywhere in Europe, especially the eastern 
countries, but not Austria!!! They weren’t 
interested before, but they certainly are now. 
It just snowballed, growing bigger and bigger 
at breakneck speed. Sometimes I get a little 
bit confused about how so much happened in 
such a short time, and I can’t quite capture the 
words to describe the feeling or explain the 
process

What’s the dream for the future

Well I have many dreams – a lot of old school 
dreams like staying healthy. But as far as 
being a musician goes, I have to say that many 
dreams have already come true over the past 
two years. I really never expected the huge 
success that we’ve had, and it’s still growing. 
So we are so happy, and just really hope to be 
able to continue making music in this way, and 
continue to earn a living out of the life that we 
love

Parov was speaking to Ix Indamix

http://www.youtube.com/
watch?v=SHWYo_6zRog 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=j
v4P2kbGqM4&feature=related 

http://www.youtube.com/
watch?v=LSuwZR8S1NQ

www.myspace.com/parovstelarband

www.myspace.com/stelar1

www.parovstelar.com









Stik
Stik’s everyman has been haunting the 
streets of London with an elegant, almost 
mystical simplicity that magically manages 
to crystallise emotion, pathos and vibrant 
feeling into his figures. His bare, universal 
portraits of a character that represents us 
all, cuts to the core of communal identity 
and opens a dialogue outside our deeply 
individual and personalised realities. He 
spoke to us

 The Otherside Exhibition

It started out The Otherside of the Wall and 
Spat who did our poster said ‘thats a bit 
longwinded’ so we shortened it to Otherside. 
The idea behind it is its the otherside of 
the wall, its for the crew on the street that’s 
keeping it real. Those that are painting on 
the otherside of the wall. a forum for those 
keeping it real, proper grassroots. Its about 
disadvantage situations and times that makes 
things hard to be an artist. We’re all out there 
on the streets, its about saving up to buy spray 
cans, its about running from authority, its 
about changing the face of graffiti, its about 
changing peoples attitiudes to street art, its 
about taking control of what we can see in the 
street. Its about putting a claim to your own 
environment and space, saying this is our 
space, we dont want f**king adverts, we dont 
want two for the price of one special offers. We 
want Spat, Elate, Stenzilla, Stik Man, we want to 
have the stuff of imagination. So much stuff out 
there is stimulating <Stik energetically clicks 
his fingers> that grabs your attention and gets 
inside your subconscious. 

It’s a public forum why should that belong 
to the corporte elite, why should we allow 
all these corporae slogans to get into our 

conscious, why should that be allowed just 
because they’re paying to have the adverts. 
When somebody goes and puts up their own 
art which comes from their heart, they’re not 
trying to sell anything. I think our art deserves 
to be up there. Some of the most imaginative 
artists are actually working in advertising and 
I think there’s something a bit wrong about 
that but each to his own and everyone makes 
their own decisions. Even the artists in this 
show, I dont know what they’re doing or will 
go off to do, maybe some people go off to do 
advertising. Maybe they’d go off and do an ad 
for the Scottish Cafe or something - I wouldn’t 
agree with that but is a forum for neutral 
space, its not a corporate platform
advertising anything. 





So does that mean we wont be seeing Stik 
doing corporate work?

I make my own moral judgements as they 
come up. I did a piece for Cycle Safety for 
British Waterways, I made a judgement. When 
they first approached me, I thought, mmm, me 
and authority have had a shifty past. I’d been 
painting on their property for years and they 
finally decided they wanted to commission me 
to do something in particular. I did a wall up 
in Islington which I think is street art and not 
graffiti. Its about people and the space they 
live thats really important that we take control 
of our own space. 

We’ve noticed from some of your media 
interviews your currently homeless and 
living in a shelter. So many people online 
claim to love street art but do you think the 
general public support artists in the way 
they should be? 

The system isn’t set up to support artists and 
thats why artists get together and form groups 
or work together in crews. There’s a trade 
off for a lot of artists, the system isn’t set up 
to encourage artistic expression so there’s a 
trade off that certain people make.  Sometimes 
people are producing art for big compnies 
thats the world we’re living in at the moment.

So does that mean artists produce works for 
corporate companies because they have no 
choice?

Everyone has a choice, we not the people 
making the shit on the otherside of the 

world that we’re designing. Thats the people 
who dont have a choice so we have the 
responsibility to make sure we make the right 
choice.

You’re quite political then?

I’m deeply deeply deeply political - I don’t 
think its easy to create a dogma and stick 
to it so things change. I’m working with in 
partnership with Tower Hamlets Council, this 
project is part funded by them. The same 
council thats chased me down train tracks at 
times.

So do you think thats progression?

I think the authorties have given up - 
they’re releasing their grip on our system 
of expression. I think there’s a certain kind 
of street art which isn’t being repressed 
anymore. I sense a shift and I’m riding that 
wave, i think its important to ride that wave 
with a clear conscience and make a conscious 
decision about what path we’re taking. I would 
like to think that people that are perhaps 
involved in corporate work or exploitative 
companies could use my forum. I can offer 
them this forum, its never too late to turn 
back and go ‘you know what’ lets use it for 
something positive. We’ve been given this 
gift and we can use it to liberate ourselves or 
enslave us. We have to make sure we take the 
right path.

My paintings are part of me and when I put 
it out on the street I make myself vunerable 
because when somebody writes on my stuff or 
someone writes this is shit, it hurts but that’s 





part of it. You lay your soul bare and you go 
back and touch it up, you keep it alive. Once 
people start seeing you got intention behind 
what you do, they have a second take and start 
noiticing what you do. I think its important 
for every piece to be saying something and 
thats its not corporate graffiti because I really 
hate that corporate shit. When I see it on the 
streets, the medium we use to set ourselves 
free and reclaim our space, they take it our 
medium and they make these stencils. It 
looks like they’re using bleach stencils now 
for corporate stuff so they can get around the 
law but hold on thats our domain get out of 
our domain. That’s our place, yeah. It doesn’t 
matter what medium they use advertising gets 
under your skin. 

We see your street art everywhere do you 
live in fear of arrest?

I’m over that now, I’m not afraid of that 
anymore, I’m not the Scarlet Pimp, Im not 
Banksy, I’m not the absent figure. I’m here, I’m 
doing a show that says Stik on the door, if you 
wanna find out who I am it’s not hard. I’ve set 
up this arena but removed myself, this is not 
me talking this is my paintings talking and my 
friend’s paintings talking. 

You’ve stuck to your theme of Stik Men, do 
you create other forms of art?

I find body language to be really important 
and direct but transitioning that to lines or 
a page or a wall, It strikes directly to your 
emotions and heart. It doesn’t pass any other 
senses its a direct route to your emotions 
and I find I have an emotional response 
to that particular formation of lines. Thats 
what I think I’m working with and it has a 
lot of milage. I find the difference between 
an arm angled one way and then another 
makes a big difference to your reception of 
the message. The way that the two dots are 
positioned on the circle indicating eyes, as 
soon as you recognise that. It’s an everyman 
isn’t it? As soon as you put hair, nose or 
glasses, shoes or clothes on a Stik Person 
it becomes someone else. It becomes a 
person doesn’t it, but the bare shape, that’s a 
universal figure. It’s not a person it becomes 
an archetypal representation of self. If it’s got 
other indicators, other things on it, it becomes 
another person. But when its naked just the 
bare lines, I look at it,  it feels like me  and i 
hope that when other people see, they see it 
as just a self, its not me. 





Well, as a viewer you do have a personal 
resonance with the Stik People, so I’m 
sure many people do see self. It’s never 
a negative experience - they portray 
something positive in our minds. You may 
draw them vomiting or even screaming but 
bottom line its a reflection of everyone.

I think I’m the insecure front of street art, I’ve 
been in very insecure environments. A lot of 
street art is like ‘Hey I’m here’ ‘Hello over here’ 
or ‘Check this shit out’. It’s a form of bravado 
which is sometimes what you get when placed 
in difficult situations, the bravado takes you 
through. I do the flip-side of that, I’m saying 
well actually you know what, Im fu*king shit 
scared you know, I’ve been between homes 
on and off for ages. I’ve lived in some amazing 
squats but I’ve also lived in an unclear cut 
situation for a long time. I’ve been in various 
states of homelessness for many years and 
thats a scary situation to be in. 

My pieces are about moving through the 
cityscape and feeling insecure feeling like 
how do I fit in with this aggressive harsh 
environment and I think something beautiful 
comes through that. When you have a giant 
figure just looking over his shoulder like he’s 

a bit scared, thats how I feel, sometimes I feel 
larger than life, very visible on the streets, yet 
I feel very vulnerable, constantly glancing 
over my shoulder.
Some of my earliest pieces disappeared 
after not very long and then reappeared in a 
book called ‘Other Peoples Hard Work’ and 
it was years since I’d seen those pieces and 
completely forgotten about them. I saw it on 
the front cover of this book which is in and 
out of availability. It was like fu*k, I remember 
doing that and I was in such a dark place when 
I did that piece. On the book it was like an old 
friend coming back to say ‘remember me’ The 
piece itself was in some corner of Hackney 
Wick and was gone within a month.  

I love seeing photographs that come back 
after a while because i didn’t have a camera 
for a good while. I was in a fu*ked up shell of 
a building and i was going out with car paint 
and a roller. I lived in squats and derelict 
buildings and i think thats important. Its 
something Im passionate about and as long 
as they’re the concept of landownership 
they’ll be the concept of squatting and the 
two are intrinsically connected. Its core to 
our existence we have a right to be where we 
stand and if I want to set up home on a piece 





of ground in a cardboard box, not that it would 
ever come to that, because if a building’s 
not being used, nobody cares about, that’s a 
crime. Thats a crime because there’s people 
that need that.

So what about the future for Stik?

More of the same thing and more shows. I 
have another solo show here in December. It’s 
nice having this space because I haven’t had 
a studio for a while and it’s a beautiful space. 
I’m in a hostel at the moment and I’ve been 
painting a 9-ft canvas in an 8-ft room so there’s 
not much space to move. This is something 
I’m going to continue doing. I got in touch 
with British Waterways because I was doing 
a commissioned piece for them at the time. 
I just said yes I’ll do it, but thought how the 
fu*k am I gonna do that. You just can’t say no 
to these type of things. So I got my crew down 
and my crews cru’s, eventually we ended 
with this whole working studio. This is gonna 
be a regular thing and I can feel things are 
changing in the media because thats what we 
set out to do, change the attitude of the media.

http://stikpromotions.wordpress.
com/









It is truly and honour to have recieved this 
passionate and penetrating insight into a 
closed and repressive culture. We were not 
quite sure what to expect when this article 
was initially discussed, but cannot possibly 
respect the author and his perceptions any 
more. With all our love and our thanks and 
our most heartfelt hope....

Honestly, I really don’t want to talk about 
Tunisia because it’s going to depress me. Just 
joking, even if it’s really not that funny…

First of all, to have an underground scene, 
there must be a scene to start off with. The 
reality is that the public space is controlled, 
the doors of creativity are firmly locked and 
everything is under surveillance.

Places dedicated to exhibitions are extremely 
rare. 

Bars and pubs exist in very limited number 
and it’s not because of religious conservatism; 
you only have to check the situation in Egypt, 
Algeria or Morocco, - nations which are far 
more traditionalist than Tunisia – to realize 
this argument is not valid. The reality is that 
anything that might lead to the slightest slip 
up is going to be prohibited.

All the media are strictly controlled, the 
newspapers will just report official dispatches.

Even internet is unscrupulously supervised by 
“higher” authorities, one way or another the 
connections are being provided by the state 
and websites such as Youtube or Dailymotion 
are clearly censored. All undesired address 
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will be systematically replaced by a “404 
unfound” message.

Public space is placed under an almighty 
leaden weight; the police force is one of the 
most impressive of the world, not necessarily 
a reason to be particularly proud.

The fact becomes quite clear that nowadays, 
there is no scene at all, let alone an alternative 
one. Move along, nothing to see here.

Speaking of the word “alternative”, what 
exactly is it an alternative to?

Can the defiance concerning modernity and 
the westernization of manners - often seen as 
a resistance - be considered as part of this so 
called alternative movement or is it actually 
the opposite, that is to say the manifestation 
of reactionary forces consisting in the 
introverted assertion of one’s identity with 
traditional music as a soundtrack?

On another tip, you will find a whole fringe of 
hardcore hip hop with Islamist lyrics.

As you already understand, it is not easy to 
speak of an “underground culture” in the same 
way that you would do in western countries.

Here we have a juxtaposition of many 
problems. Getting political or not, choosing a  
position in regards of authorities, relationship 
with conservatism, religion and the political 
side of Islam, complexity of the connection 
to western values and “modernity” with all 
it political, social and economical aspects. 
And, to add to the chaos of the situation, the 
feelings are often mixed up, attraction and 
repulsion, love and hate being quite often 
intermingled in the most inextricable ways.

If you start analyzing the characteristics of 
Tunisian youth, you will end up with a heap 
of individualities tied together by a social 
and political order based on the obsession 
for control, and all this within a context of 
economical crisis.

25 to 30% of the population is aged less than 
25 years old.

The unemployment rate is high for this age 
range, despite being qualified and having 
worked hard, many will end up working in call 
centers, dealing with the demands of French, 
Belgian or Switzerland citizens…

Most youngsters are also preoccupied by the 
relationship between man and woman within a 
conservative society.

This youth is bored or spending time in cafes 
on a romantic tip, as model couples dreaming 
of a wedding, mobile phones and cars…

This youth doesn’t care much for politics; 
it has known only one president who has 
been reigning for 22 years. Actually, Tunisia 
has had only two presidents since its 1956 
independence. There is a tacit consensus on 
not giving a damn in a rather fatalistic yet 
humoristic way. Realistically, the elections are 
masquerades, the plurality of political groups, 
the care for human rights and the freedom of 
speech of the press are only facades meant to 
please western public opinion, everything is 
staged in such a ridiculous way that the only 
escape from all this lousy din seems to be 
laughing about it.

To put it bluntly, men try to avoid military and 
police raids while women look for the ideal 
husband.

All the dreams of change are located 
somewhere else, in an unlikely future, and the 
ideal of progress deeply associated to foreign 
lands or continents such as Europe, Canada or 
the United States. For some, unable to figure a 
way out of this u-turn, the fantasy becomes an 
obsession, they are decided to leave and try 
their luck elsewhere, even if that means they’ll 
have to burn their passport…



The question is what do we do, us who don’t 
want to go?

The only moments of cultural excitement 
occur during festivals. Apart from these 
manifestations there’s not much to rejoice 
about. Cinemas are not the place to go 
to admire the most elaborate artistic 
productions; they don’t have any of that 
spectacular attraction they used to, they 
are not a social arena either. The crisis 
that has struck art in Europe is even 
accentuated by heavy criticism, cultural and 
social consummations are more and more 
individualized and cinemas are often used for 
prostitution (naked truth) as hotels will only 
allow married couples to stay together in a 
room.

This degeneration of the seventh art leaves 
a bitter taste as it used to be a formidable 
vector of contested truth during the seventies. 
At this time there were cine-clubs federations 
which tried to educate the narrow minds 
and amateur directors who were building 
an identity and a language through self-
production. Cinema always represented an 
important medium of resistance in countries 
which have fought for their independence. In 
fact, at the time of colonization, the first movies 
produced by the ‘natives’ represented real 
revolutions in the sense that they allowed the 
colonized to prove their existence in front of 
the colonisers.

Very quickly, cinema has become a place 
where ideas and ideologies could be 
confronted. Nationalisms, glorification of the 
modern times and all kinds of propaganda… 
Not surprisingly, nationalist movements and 
states have supported the cinemas.

There was a real alternative movement which 
gave birth to talented directors who treated 
aesthetic and social realities with their own 
cinematographic language.

But with the economical and identity crisis 
of the eighties, resulting in the decay of all 
supports of cinematographic productions, 
what was promised to a bright future during 
the seventies turned into a bad entropic 
dream of The great artists who had revealed 
themselves became icons of the system 
living on their old fame and getting all the 
- very rare – grants. They represent clichés 
of resistance doomed to satisfy the guilty 
feelings of old colonists turned producers all 
the while humoring the powers that be.

Facing this cinematic necrosis, many stood 
and a number of directors now attempt to 
take advantage of the numerical revolution 
to produce at low cost, refusing the grants 
system. This marks a return to self-production 
with people working without authorization of 
filming or of diffusing their creations…

The nineties were a very repressive time. 
Bodies and spirits were choked so drastically 
that the alternative scene of heavy metal 
exploded within an unanimous youth. This 



music expressed very well the despair, the 
boredom and the frustrations of a whole 
generation. The first metal concert happened 
in 1993 and was given by a group named 
TSA. Everybody was surprised by the huge 
number of people who turned up. The chairs 
didn’t resist that well to the wild pogos that 
happened that night, the concert degenerated 
and the police had to intervene but the 
phenomena was already wide spread.

During a decade, concerts were organized 
wherever it was possible. Nirvana, Sepultura, 
Metallica or Megadeath were inspirations to 
many groups of various forms. Incidentally, 
even if these groups expressed a form of rage, 
they were not playing anything with a very 
political message. Most of them did covers 
and when they did compositions, they would 
almost sing them in English with poetical 
themes treating about their difficulties in a 
teenager way…

Around the same time, another scene 
emerged, much more committed, it was the 
hip hop scene which appeared in slums 
areas or low class areas of the city such as 
Kabbariyya, Jbel Jloud… This geographical 
and sociological difference made that style 
much more confidential, despite being very 
productive. Very anti-establishment, using the 
most crude Tunisian dialect, this movement 
had to stay clandestine, it was pretty much 
under surveillance because of the constant 
protest lyrics, they would just spit the abuses 
iof authority or the violence done by the 
police, things that people would not allow 

themselves to speak of publicly in the past.

At the end of the nineties, there was a trend 
that touched all the North African countries; 
consisting of a fusion between reggae, gnawa 
music, chaâbi and rock that was developed 
by Gnawa Diffusion and its very influential 
singer Amazigh Kateb. This new style has 
revolutionized the musical landscape showing 
the possibility of a fusion between the musical 
styles of both sides of the Mediterranean 
Sea. This fusion reggae was adopted by 
many Tunisian groups who still have different 
identities, languages and styles.

One must realize that reggae, in the nineties, 
was a music that was appreciated and feared 
at the same time because of it association 
with hashish. Tunisia has very repressive 
legislation: caught with one spliff you will get 
a year in prison and will risk five. At this time, 
showing your love for Bob would lead you to 
have a file waiting to be filled. Considering 
the number of eyes and ears involved into 
surveillance in this country, all this sounded 
very risky. Even if the legislation has not 
changed, repression on that front has come 
down a lot since 2000, surely this consumption 
is acting like a valve train, helping to release 
the pressure of economical constraints. It also 
might be one of the reasons that allowed the 
multiplication of reggae and hip hop groups at 
that time.

All the kinds of electronic music popped up at 
the beginning of the new millennium, radically 
opposed to the posh nightclubbing of the 
rich kids. You will find all of the occidental 
influences there, from dub to dubstep, techno 
to jungle and even breakore… Internet 
really permitted a better diffusion of these 
styles. This movement is spreading but is still 



confronted to the lack of places where it can 
properly express itself; it is almost impossible 
to find places where you can perform in 
decent live conditions.

Then we have songs. Whatever might be the 
music playing behind the lyrics… Speaking 
is always the most subversive action in a 
system that tends to shut all voices down. The 
status of the poet has always been sacred in 
the Arabic world. He is a kind of rock star. 
This is the reason why he can stand against 
injustice. There is a strong history of protest 
singers and poets. The most famous of them 
is probably the blind man Cheik Imam 
and his lyricist Negm, he has sung during 
the sixties and the seventies, speaking 
about revolt against despotism, calling for 
revolution and denouncing imperialism and 
Zionism. He spent time in jail but became 
an icon of contestation and, even if he is 
Egyptian, his songs are hymns of revolt in 
the entire Arabic world. Yes, during these 
years existed a drive for rebellion that fueled 
world. At that time, some peoples and some 
groups raised their voices against iniquity: 
in morocco with Ness El Ghiwan, in Tunisia 
with Aouled Bou Makhlouf or in Lebanon with 
Marcel Khalifa who still sings the poetries of 
Mahmoud Darwich… Mahmoud Darwich an 
exiled Palestinian poet who wrote incredibly 
beautiful things about absence, suffering and 
the loss of identity. He died two years ago and 
a part of the Arabian identity died with him. 
His death was as painful as the loss of Yasser 
Arafat, if not more.

The Palestinian cause is the now the only thing 
that brings unity within the Arabic world. It 
is not the language or the religion. It is the 
suffering of the people that will bring the 
people together and let see the untruthfulness 
of the empowered. Authorities justify their 
ways by fueling the citizen’s consciences 
with patriotic dreams and nationalist ideals 
based on pan Arabic pride, anti-colonialism 
and anti-imperialism. You just have to check 
the schoolbooks to get what is going on. On 
another hand, they can’t really go against this 
embarrassing neighbor that is Israel. They 
learned their lessons from the past. Of course 
the fact that the western nations who support 
Israel also walk hand in hand with Arabic 
dictatorships. You can’t really bite the hand 
that feeds you, especially when war is around 
the corner. This difference between what the 
local politicians say on the inside and what 
they will do on the outside is their Damocles 
sword and the main reason why most 
manifestations in support of the Palestinian 
people are generally not allowed, repressed 
or framed because it often degenerates in 
open criticism of the authority’s hypocrisy. It 
is an opened scar which pretty much doesn’t 
heal.

To be honest nowadays, Tunisian protest 
songs exist but… not in Tunisia! To speak 
freely a singer has to choose exile. France, 
England, Canada, thanks to internet, all those 
who are gone are giving us what we are 
crucially missing here: a free and critical kind 
of speech.

What we understand through all that is that 
there can’t be no public space if it is totally 
controlled. 

There is a notable exception in this analysis 
of social expressions: the football. Sound like 
nothing but this phenomenon became a kind 
of religion which surely pleases the ones at 
the head of the nation but on another hand, 
what can policemen do when facing a stadium 
filled with 40 0000 to 70 000 people? He can 
only try to diminish the pressure and not 



always successfully. In a stadium throughout 
the clubs competition, it is social and 
economical contradictions that are expressed: 
contradictions between localities and classes 
which are sometimes transcended, leading 
to a unanimous explosion of violence against 
the system. This is how some games have 
degenerated in urban revolts with peoples 
rampaging against the symbols of their 
oppression and this is why every match is 
placed under high surveillance.

What a waste… All these people ; all these 
groups with all these original ways of 
expressing themselves, finding no access 
to any kind of scene to stage and showcase 
their special talents. Actually this is maybe 
our alternative scene: an unwritten story 
- because history is always written by the 
winners – made of silenced shouts and sighs, 
avoided attempts and born dead desires.

As a conclusion, let’s consider the example of 
graffitis. Writing on the walls, especially in a 
medina, even a love declaration, has always 
been considered a contestation of the power.

One day, in 1996 I think, the town of Tunis 
woke up in a state of shock; all the walls of the 
medina had been covered with inscriptions 
made of drawing charcoal. They were 
transcriptions of texts written by Mahmoud 
Darwich, de Abou Nawas (a amous poet who 
celebrated wine drunkenness during the 
Abassid Caliphate) and other subversive 
writers of the long history of Arabian 
literature. All of these were covering the most 
ancient and sacred place of the city, braving 
the authorities in a frenetically orgasmic way. 

The next day, everything was already covered; 
they had the whole medina repainted…

But the graffiti itself, the one that doesn’t 
deliver a straight up political message is 
virtually unknown here and the authorities 
don’t really know how to deal with these newly 
born artists, youngsters, tricksters, who learn 
the ropes of their art on isolated wall, far away 
in the suburbs…

Alas, there is no graffiti counter-culture in 
Tunisia but there are people who write, even if 
they are rare, even if they are unknown, even if 
they do it just one time…

el 3abathI









Chaz
Rants from the Underground Broke 

Filmaker

Oh my word!  What a couple of months it’s 
been since the old Chaz spoke to you lot 
last.  I finally got the Crew together for my 
shoot.  Whoopeefuckindoo!!  I’m such a cunt.  
I pulled all the strokes to get this one in the 
can.  Finding the time to shoot with everyone’s 
availability was a trick in itself.  We had no 
money.  I managed to get hold of a couple of 
HD cameras and an EX1 for free, as a favour.  
And one week to use them.  I arranged with 
the Costume and Make-up the same deal.  My 
Crew were mates who needed the credits.  
Nice.  I got 10 Actors to play roles in it too.  I 
spent a couple of weeks speaking to them and 
convincing them to do it for free on the basis 
that if I make a sale on the film they will get 
a percentage of the profit.  It was all cool as 
fuck.  Finally the hard work was paying off.  I 
put together standard contracts for the artists 
to send to the Agents to keep them sweet. 

 Then the problems started.  First, one Agent 
sent an email demanding that I call them to go 
over the contract.  I got a stroppy girl on the 
phone demanding her client be paid upfront.  
What with?  She also wanted her client picked 
up from home and a car to exclusively take 
them to set.  All this and a front card with top 
billing.  After explaining we had no money 
for transport or wages, she realised we were 
making a no budget film.  But I think that my 
incompetence at sending a contract /release 
form threw her into thinking we had some 
kind of financing for our little piece of art.  I 
had to explain that everyone had been spoken 
to about the situation and had understood the 
circumstances.  Then, I get another message 
from my lead Actor’s Agent, a pretty big one at 
that.  Again the tone was aggressive.  Fuck me!  
I thought.  It was like dealing with Mike Ovitz 
at CAA.  Again, she demanded I pay her client 
upfront and even though she had understood 
we weren’t paying cash money at this stage, 

she said we had to pay him Equity minimum 
for every day he was used.  This hurt.  As the 
guy she was talking about I’d helped out many 
times.  If this was the hassle I went through 
for a no-budget film, then god forbid I ever 
made one for any budget, can you imagine the 
stress that goes with that?  It almost makes you 
feel sorry for Producers.  Then again, maybe 
not!  Lets face it; they’re all pretty cold and 
callous at heart.  When you know that half the 
time they’re bowing down to the likes of the 
BBC and their low-payment scheme for non-
celebrities.  

Yet these are the same Actors that are 
complaining to me about their Agents telling 
them that the Production hasn’t got the money 
and that they have to take the Scale pay.  
How do these people expect their clients to 
improve their C.V’s when they haven’t worked 
for a while?  Maybe I came across as too 
professional.  Whoops!  What happens when 



I can’t meet their demands?  The Actors pull 
out and are replaced with someone who is 
willing to do it for no money.  Is this the kind 
of situation that has arisen in the past?  I hear 
Actors complaining all the time that they did 
a Short Film or low budget production for 
somebody and they were not used again by 
the same Director on their next project.  Has 
the Agent fucked things up for them?  From 
my recent experiences I certainly won’t 
consider going back to those same people, 
knowing I’m going to come up against 
impossible demands. 

It’s not just Actors though, one time with a 
Writer friend of mine who’d had a play on at 
the Royal Court, which blew me away, I wanted 
to do it, it was workable, required minimal 
locations and the writing was fantastic, I found 
an investor who had 100 grand to spare, I 
sent him the script and he was up for it.  It 
was decided that I would direct.  It would 
have been my first major low budget project 
at the time.  I arranged a meeting with the 
Writer, his Agent, and my Producer and it 
was awful.  After an hour in their offices I 
came out knowing that the film would never 
be made and it was all the Agent’s fault, her 

client sat in the meeting letting her make her 
silly demands and never said a word for fear 
of offending her.  That was a couple of years 
ago, and that script has never seen the light of 
day again, well done! Maybe she thought her 
client was destined for bigger things.  And 
I’m sure he was good enough.  But he should 
have had the balls to run with it.  It wasn’t the 
kind of material that a TV company would 
commission and fuck with.  

British drama has been in decline for the past 
twenty years or so.  With a few exceptions.  
One of the main reasons is there is no drama 
being made.  Yes we have things like Casualty, 
Emmerdale, Bellenders and all the other Actor 
Job Creation Schemes convincing us forever 
of the chasm between what passes for “gritty 
realism” and ACTUAL FUCKING REALITY.  
The buck-watching TV companies have their 
audience hooked on a phoney version of 
drama and it’s time they admitted as much.  
Selling the whole shebang with huge dollops 
of celebrity worship only serves to delude its 
audience further.  The poor sofa-munching 
fools soak up all this dramaqueenery, quite 
fancy themselves as Actors (“It’s just about 
being natural, innit?”) and inevitably end up 



on the telly themselves, real interactive on 
the latest edition of “Shop Thy Neighbour,” 
“Hospitals are Shit!,” “How Do You  Solve A 
Problem Like Your Daughters First Porno?” or 
“Look! Cops At Work!”

For the drama that is being made, only nice, 
acquiescent Smart Casual Actors need apply.  
Slip on those corduroys, boys, don’t rock the 
boat; swear in your Radio Times interview 
or slag off the corporation that feeds you.  
Pretend it’s been an “interesting journey” to 
Phil or Fearne over coffee ‘n’ croissants on the 
sofa of the breakfast show merry-go-round, 
your appearance on which has been stitched 
into your self-debasing contract while you 
weren’t looking.  Too busy counting your 
lucky stars that ‘you’ve made it’, probably.  
The best way to get on in the biz is to take a 
well-plodded path from one of those dipsy 
dramas to the next.  An unchallenging journey 
from start to finish.  Then the rot sets into your 
craft, and by the time it’s too late its All Over 
Now, Baby Blue and you end up on “Celebrity 
Come Dancing.”  

I heard a depressing statistic on the radio 
recently that of all the Actors in the UK only 
3% are working, so that would be the likes 
of your Robson Green’s and other mediocre 
faces, who work constantly in series after 
series, but lets face it, they’ve got as much 
talent as a lead pencil.  How about the casting 
directors giving some of the other 97% a 
chance, and maybe, just maybe, some truly 
talented Actors will finally turn the situation 
around.  Some of the blame has to fall with the 
Casting Directors having no imagination and 
no say, it must be one of the most pointless 
jobs on the planet, and not knowing too much 
about it, but it must be like this:  “Oh I found 

this wonderful Actor who can play the lead 
role in the film I’m casting, he’s perfect for 
the role.”  Then the Producers turns round to 
them and says, “No! We can’t have him; he’s 
not in any magazines like Hello! And he’s 
never done Eastenders.” (Who set the bar on 
that one?) “How will we have an audience if 
they’ve not been in the soaps!?!”.  Surely that’s 
where the casting director (Or Director even) 
would have a say?!  I think and I’ve said this 
before, the more and more the industry goes 
underground these useless dregs will be cast 
off and cease to exist.  Viva la revolution!

I was trying to figure out when it all started, 
where did it all go so wrong, it must have been 
around 1995, when people started to celebrate 
Artists such as Damian Hurst, Tracey Emin, 
the time of the nouveau art, where you might 
as well put a bag of rubbish in a gallery and 
call it art.  I call it shit.  The masses became 
obsessed with people watching with the 
likes of Big Brother, talk about an Orwellian 
nightmare!!  The decade of the Emperors 
New Clothes.  I despair for all the true artists, 
Actors, filmmakers and writers that have been 
pushed aside and forgotten.  For this drivel.  
Or suddenly, their worth isn’t so much any 
more as they’ve not sold their soul to the devil 
of Reality TV and Celebrity.

But where are the shows like “Boys from the 
Blackstuff” or Writers like Dennis Potter? 
(Not Harry Potter, you twat).  Why can’t the 
commissioning bodies actually look out with 
their higher archical circles and give new 
people and different ideas a chance, instead 
of just tossing them aside and putting them 
on in the slots when no one watches TV, 



talk about not showing off potential!!  Then 
again, it’s more than likely if anyone did go 
to them with an original idea that they’ll steal 
the ideas and pass them off as their own, 
which they do!  The BBC throws us Poliakoff 
and calls it highbrow drama.  Who decided 
that?  Last thing I switched off of his was that 
piece of pretentious wank, something about 
a Palace, with the crap sleazy one who’s in 
denial from Little Britain and Kelly (I’m from 
a council estate) Reilly.  No thank you.  It was 
back to The Wire for me.  Which of course is 
a great example of good drama with British 
Actors.  I have started to realise that of 
course the problem lies with the audiences 
themselves.  Because if they didn’t tune in to 
watch Porn Star Jordan do her thang, then the 
commissioning bodies wouldn’t pay for it.  So 
it’s our own stupid fault, Television Drama is 
dead, long live cinema!

A recent news item caught my eye about an 
Actor who got arrested in Whitehall last year, 
during a brutal little stand off between Her 
Majesty’s finest and Stop The War protesters 
trying to get at George Bush, who was at 
the time, having his whiskers licked by 
Moron Brown in front of the fire at Number 
10.  It seems that when Inspector Knacker 
reviewed the surveillance footage of the 
skirmish, Officers from the Force recognised 
one policewoman’s alleged assailant as ‘an 
Actor off the telly’.  The newspapers took 

the “he even once, played a policeman in 
a top TV drama” line of ironic storytelling.  
Well, considering that the only TV dramas on 
these days ARE cop dramas, that’s not really 
surprising is it?  But good on the old boy to 
risk upsetting his peers at the Beeb and tell it 
like it really is.  The artist as a revolutionary, it’s 
not that long ago that this was commonplace 
in society and it about time we took control 
again.  Fuck the Accountants, the Banks and 
the Agents!  Til next time and remember 
“Don’t believe the hype!”











Public Ad 
Campaign

Much of the essence of street art and 
conscious living in general has the 
reclamation of our warped public spaces 
at its core. The endless pervasion of our 
realities by apathy and advertising alike 
has slowly eroded a sense of self defined 
community and a creative pride in the world 
we live in. Yet while many artists pirate 
the medium of public advertising to sow 
seeds of self questioning, few have been as 
dedicatedly activist as New York’s Jordan 
Seiler and his Public Ad Campaign. From 
hijacking legal advertising to creating 
forums for open and enlightened debate to 
taking on the behemoths of vested interest 
themselves, he has tirelessly worked to open 
up the conversation about the nature of our 
society and shine a light on indifference and 
conditioning. He spoke to us 

In a deeply individual world, what is public 
space and why is it so important

I would define public space as the shared 
areas of our society going beyond public 
parks, streets etc and encompassing transit 
systems, the walls of private buildings that are 
viewable from other more traditional public 
spaces, and perhaps  even public schools 

And why is it so important? It’s important 
because it’s the single and only space where 
we define ourselves as a society, all of us as 
individuals get together and create something 
that we call a society or civilisation. It’s a very 
important thing to be defined. You need a 
place where we can all say yes collectively, 
say this is who we are.

What is the link between the manner in 
which we as individuals treat public space 
and our inner selves ?

I think that we as individuals we don’t 
consider public space to be this important 
community space in which we are forced 
to interact with the people who inhabit this 
earth with us or share this city with us. We 
don’t consider it to be a place in which we 
can express our individual identity, and 
especially in major metropolitan cities you get 
a loss of  identity in public space a lot of the 
time and people move from point A to point 
B without having any sense of ownership of 
that space and one of the things that I think 
helps to contribute to that problem is outdoor 





advertising controlling the way in which 
that space is used. It’s used for commercial 
messages and turned into something that is 
more a commercial in itself

We opt in to magazine advertising and TV 
advertising because it funds the content 
we choose to watch. How is it that we have 
reached the point in society that we accept 
billboard advertising, public advertising 
where you can’t even opt out ?

Well that is the reason that I feel like I am 
allowed to go out and destroy outdoor 
advertising, because the option hasn’t been 
given to me. And how we have come to accept 
that… I just don’t know 

There are some cities that have decided that 
it is unacceptable and have made laws that 
ban it and other cities that don’t. The level of 
apathy on the part of the viewer perhaps, but 
it’s also testament to how much advertising 
in general whether or not it be in print or on 
TV etc has actually infused itself into our lives 
and we consider it to be a medium that is 
inescapable and just inherently a part of the 
capitalist system. What I don’t think people 
understand is that making the decision to 
remove advertising from public spaces would 
only come with the realization that advertising 
has hyper militant tactics and interests in 
creating desires that you may or may not have 
initially and that if that is the case then we 
might want to take control of that medium as 
a society in some way and say listen there are 
defined places and there needs to be a choice 
as to whether or not we need to be looking at 
this stuff and when it’s entering environments 
where we don’t have a choice we need to be 

very wary of allowing it to do so.

I think it was recently that the world became 
51% urban. We are moving towards a 
large portion of us living in a metropolitan 
environment so we are going to need to figure 
out ways in which to define our spaces more 
correctly. The thing about this project is  I 
don’t consider it to be a small issue I consider 
this to be a very serious social health issue 
on par with whether or not we all have health 
care, the homeless problem, affordable 
housing, things like that.

Because advertising has such a psychological 
effect on our society and works on a lot 
of our behaviours, allowing it to do so in 
a public space is really permitting it to 
have an influence over our society that we 
don’t necessarily want, I mean I don’t think 
that anyone is going to sit there and say 
advertising encourages a large portion of 
our more interesting goals for ourselves as 
a society like community, taking care of our 
children correctly and education. Advertising 
doesn’t address those things it deals with 
our base needs, our ego, and our desire for 
purchase, so when you allow it to proliferate 
in that environment you are really saying 
that we are OK with having a society based 
on Hummers and diamond rings  and when 
you start to look at that issue then you start to 
realise that maybe this is about defining the 
world we would ideally like to live in.

Give us a breakdown of your various 
projects

Basically I started this project in late 2000 and 
it initially started as an art project very similar 
to street art, typically repasting stuff, but I was 
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targeting advertising and I was doing it for 
no apparent reason and over the last 8 years 
it’s developed into something much more of 
an activist project and I am much more intent 
on questioning how public space is used and 
presenting alternatives to advertising. I do 
projects which involve up to 100 people going 
out and taking similar action all at once. I still 
do individual takeovers of specific advertising 
locations such as phone booths, subways, 
billboards etc 

The project has really spread out, I also 
keep the blog which has been an incredibly 
positive forum for  getting in touch with 
people all over the world regarding their own 
personal issues with outdoor advertising and 
contact with students and teachers, architects 
and public planners looking for a venue to 
have a  conversation about it. We are getting 
deeply involved with the legal stuff to the 
point where we are in court with one of the 
largest advertising companies in New York 
City and that’s been a situation where I’ve had 
to focus on developing my legal knowledge to 
a far larger degree

How do you feel about the internet bringing 
together like minded individuals in a way 
that we were incapable of 10 years ago ?

I don’t even see an alternative at this point. 
10 years ago I wasn’t trying to communicate 
with as many people as I am now. I am 
super excited about it.  When I plan projects 
because they are often illegal in nature, the 
internet has become a wonderful resource 
for me. It allows me anonymity in some ways, 
it allows me to converse with people without 

having to force them to give their names, their 
official titles etc. It allows a level of anonymity 
whilst still allowing an open channel of 
communication . 

Other than that it has become an amazing 
resource for me to look at other cities as 
well. Toronto happens to be one of the major 
examples that I try to keep on top of. Toronto 
has a crew of activists that have been really 
battling with outdoor advertising and its’ use 
and abuse of public space and without the 
internet I would be far behind.

Tell us about the phone box project. Why 
phone boxes ?

They happen to be a nice simple format and 
they also happen to be everywhere in NYC.

I think we have about 20.000 of them which 
means there are about 60.000 ads changing 
every month. They are simple to get in to and 
it is just a ubiquitous form in NYC that people 
don’t even use for their phone calls. They are 
just advertising venues at this point because 
everybody has a cell phone. But one of the 
nice things about them is that they are still 
legal advertising and one of the problems 
with doing large scale projects against illegal 
advertising it starts to look like Public Ad 
Campaign is concerned with taking out illegal 
advertising in the city and that is not the 
case, we are really much more interested in 
getting people to think about advertising’s use 
of public space in general so if we are only 
attacking illegal advertising obviously it looks 
as if that is our gripe so phone booths allow 
me to continue to do small level work over 
legal advertising and gets that point across 





Do you feel that consumerism is just too 
comfortable a reality for the majority to 
care enough about changing it ? 

Yes absolutely and this is one of the reasons 
you see such apathy when you talk to people 
about outdoor advertising. It is just a form that 
makes sense in a society where we expect 
commercialism to fulfill our needs and to be 
the panacea to our problems so absolutely. I 
think everybody has gotten far to comfortable 
with the idea that happiness can be bought 
and that ultimately you are what you have. That 
is just a sad state of affairs.

We really need to question these things and 
I think that this project attacking outdoor 
advertising is just a way in to that discussion 
and it’s really a much broader and larger issue 
on our society’s health. This just happens to 
be a way to begin to get people to talk about 
these things. If I put up a piece of artwork in 
a phone booth the reaction I would ideally 
like to get out of the viewer would be ‘What is 
that ? That is not advertising and why is that 
there ? Do I like that more than the advertising 
that was there? And was the advertising then 
appropriate if I like this more ? Once you 
go through that sort of sequence of thought 
then you get to a point where if advertising 
wasn’t the appropriate thing to have there 
why are we allowing it to proliferate in our 
environment ?  What is it doing that I don’t like 
? And that starts to get you on to the trajectory 
of thought of consumerism and living our lives 
according to the capitalist ideal 

Do you find that people are so 
anaesthetised to images bombarding 
them every day that they don’t even notice 
the difference between your stuff and 
advertising ?

Absolutely, the difficulty that I’ve grappled 
with most as an artist is trying to get people to 
see the work and when you talk to people on 
the street you often will hear them say 

‘Well I don’t look at any of that stuff, it’s not a 
problem, I don’t see advertising’ and in a lot 
of ways the fact that they often don’t see my 
work is a testament to the fact that they are 
either not looking at the advertising spaces 
or they are so conditioned to see advertising 
that they see my work as being advertising 

in some way. When people say I don’t look at 
any of that stuff, it’s another testament to the 
fact that they are completely unaware of its 
manipulative qualities. Advertising would not 
be in our public space if people didn’t look 
at it. They are not paying millions of dollars 
to advertise stuff to us and not getting the 
message across. That is another level of not 
understanding from the viewer that we are 
trying to get across. You are looking at the 
stuff and it is influencing your psychology and 
you need to be aware of that and you need to 
question whether you are OK with that

One of the most dangerous things that is 
happening now is media integration. Products 
from a film -  TV shows and news shows all 
integrated and creating a synergy around one 
product I think the most difficult thing that 
we are going to start to have to deal with you 
will not notice that you are being advertised 
to and that is very problematic.  I personally 
don’t think I can stop that in any way - media 
will integrate a product and we will not have 
any control over that 

One of the reasons I continue to do the Public 
Ad Campaign project is because I think public 
space is one of the last vestiges of sacred 
space that we can still take control of . So you 
can be outside of the media machine when 
you are in public space. Our last territory to 





fight for. If it keeps going the way it is now 
and product and news and media all integrate 
so heavily you are not going to know when 
you are being advertised to yet all the desire 
creation machines are still going to be taking 
hold of you.

What is the reaction of Joe Average to your 
work?

Kind of all over the place  - as we were saying 
before a lot of people are confused by it, they 
try and figure out what advertisement it is 
and what product it is trying to sell. Generally 
when people do get it, when the layman 
gets that there is something there besides 
advertising they are happy with it and excited 
that it is something different. Often people 
when you really get down to it they don’t love 
advertising - they understand its insidious 
nature - they understand they are being 
manipulated and so they’re happy to see some 
sort of critique of it. Whether or not they walk 
away from that experience any brighter or 
better informed is definitely a question but 
as an individual I can only do so much. I feel 
that even planting small seeds like that is very 
important

Where do you get the themes for your 
campaigns from ?

As we were talking about - How do you get 
people to see the work? A lot of my art bears 
that heavily in mind. A lot of my work is 
turning sculptural these days because that has 
a physicality to it that can clue people into the 
fact that is not advertising, Another thing that 
I do consistently from project to project is to 
really change very drastically the aesthetics 
of the work so it’s not an advertisement for 
myself. There is a typical way in which street 
artists operate these days, creating something 
stylistically recognisable and then continue 
with that process. I can’t do that because if I 
am fighting advertising the typical reaction 
is ‘How is this not advertising for yourself’. 
So the way in which I can get around that is 
to really change the aesthetics from project 
to project. It’s all over the place, I do weaving 
work with foam, I cut up books and paste them 
back together, it’s all over the place.

I mean, one of the things with this project is I 

am not trying to critique advertising -that is 
much better done by other people. I am trying 
to produce imagery that simply obliterates 
and through its obliteration questions 
advertising’s role in our public space. So 
it often doesn’t use type and is often very 
graphic and very simple and it is designed in 
a way that allows the viewer to see that it is not 
advertising. I try not to use iconography in any 
way because people will quickly think that if 
there is a person in there, then that is clearly 
an advertisement for what that person is doing 
or whatever. Those are the things that inform 
my work and inform the process in which I 
work. 

Guys in London pirate a billboard with a 
very clear and deeply subversive message. 
You seem to be replacing advertising with 
straight up art leaving it up to the viewer to 
reach his or her own conclusions. Is that a 
conscious thread ?

That is absolutely the way in which I am trying 
to work. Who are you thinking of ?

Dr D for example

I love Dr D, but while he takes over advertising 
space, it’s not necessarily always targeted 
against the concept of advertising itself but 
more messages to the viewer that provide 
moments of self reflection. You know one 
of the best parts of this movement over 
advertisement is that people are doing it 





in such different ways but yet the goal is 
somewhat similar - to appropriately use public 
space for public messaging and that doesn’t 
necessarily have to be didactic and it doesn’t 
have not to be didactic it can run the gambit of 
all those things

I am extremely happy with work when it 
gets rid of the advertisement as long as 
the advertisement is gone and there is no 
recognition of product then I think you have 
actually taken over that space.

One of the people who’s work I really do like 
but that I have a problem with is Decapitator. 
He is not putting out any message but often 
the product or the logo is left behind. If 
the product or the logo or even the colour 
pallet of the product is left behind often 
the advertisement is so ingrained in us that 
product recognition will still come through. 
Therefore you haven’t eliminated the product 
from the space you have merely critiqued 
it. The viewer is still getting that message 
and actually the viewer might be getting a 
message that is more potent for them because 
you have manipulated the image in a way that 
now they are looking at it with more interest 
and recognising the product more distinctly

Can you even sell your soul anymore or can 
you only just hope to wrestle it back ?

You can absolutely sell you soul some more.. 
I mean Shepherd Fairey has done it. This is 
all about creating environments and spaces 
in which the public has the ability to interact. 
Street art is illegal whether or not you 
wheatpaste on the side of a building or really 
small on the corner of a drainpipe or whether 
you are doing a massive giant wheat paste on 
the site of an advertisement. All of it is illegal 
which means that you are going out because 
you feel strongly about your need and your 
right to use that space and that is a very 
altruistic act. It is about caring for that space 
and even if you are trying to skirt the gallery 
scene in an effort to then get into the gallery 
scene you are ultimately doing something 
very giving. When you embrace that you can 
continue to do your work very successfully 
and not sell out, I think. 

An artist who has been successful at this and 
has managed to ride that line is WK. He’s done 
crazy commercial projects but when he does 
a gallery show he still hits the street with large 
amounts of posters and he still ties himself 
to the street that way and gets arrested whist 
he is doing it and he is doing it himself as an 
individual. He’s not like a Shepherd Fairey 
who has people on the pay roll doing wheat 
pasting on the street for him. Which I think is 
important you have to continue do it yourself 
because it is ultimately an act of giving and 
if you are not doing it yourself you are not 
admitting to that. 





The future ? You’ve got the lawsuit. What 
else does the future hold ?

The future….  I need to get back to my own 
personal work because I have been so 
swamped with dealing with the lawsuit and 
I am hoping to find my way back into some 
more traditional gallery shows but I am 
also definitely going to pursue this level of 
activism and I’m looking forward to the legal 
battles that I think are very interesting.

One thing that Public Ad Campaign is 
trying to do is establish itself outside of an 
art context as a public advocacy group and 
by pursuing this lawsuit and taking on a 
large national corporation, a few individuals 
are trying to tell the city we are a force to 
be reckoned with and if you want to take 
advantage of the city you are going to have 
to go through us first and if we can put that 

kind of foot down hopefully it will allow us to 
integrate more into the bureaucracy of the 
city. 

We would love to teach media literacy classes 
to small children, help to do public mural 
projects with kids from inner city schools. Also 
I am heavily involved with people like Keith 
Schweitzer at No Longer Empty who do mural 
projects all over the city trying to promote 
public use of public space in very legal ways. 

Hopefully we will be able to spread ourselves 
out a little more around the city and really get 
in to helping more people to deal with this 
issue.

www.publicadcampaign.com







DJ Spiritual

The Goldfish syndrome

This article will I hope open a few more 
peoples minds on the subject of health and 
how one can heal from the inside out without 
the aid of toxic chemicals or destructive 
surgery normally used by conventional 
Allopathic medicine. Slowly but surely as 
each day turns into night, the population of 
the world is waking up to many truths on this 
subject. With the official highest cause of 
‘accidental’ death in the west being wrongly 
prescribed Doctors treatment, including 
drugs and surgery, it is about time we all know 
the truth and look for the right way to deal 
with health.

One only needs eyes to see around us that 
our everyday environment is so polluted. 

The air we breathe, the water we drink, & not 
to mention the processed foods we eat and 
everyday so called household products we 
use, are all so full of harmful toxins. These 
all build up inside our bodies and over time 
cause illness and disease.  Then conventional 
medicines only answer to all these diseases 
that are caused by this pollution, is to simply 
try to find the magic bullet chemical drug 
cure for the symptom, instead of finding the 
reasons for getting the symptom in the 1st 
place.

A simple analogy of this terrible state of 
affairs that we find our health system in, 
is to picture a goldfish bowl that has been 
allowed to go stagnant and the water is full 
of decaying food with no aeration or weeds 
growing in it. The poor fish living in it over 



time becomes sick with fin-rot and various 
other ailments & cant swim correctly and is 
generally very sick. Western medicines way 
of dealing with this fish would be to treat the 
symptoms. Antibiotics would likely be used 
to treat any other infections. This is all the 
doctors know and may work for a while but 
unfortunately they often don’t and have very 
nasty side effects and need another stronger 
drug treatment to counteract them. Eventually 
this drug has side effects also and causes 
another symptom and then the symptoms 
return worse that before so the next option is 
normally surgery. They operate and cut the 
fungi fins off, give it yet more drugs and ‘hey 
presto’ the fish is cured, temporarily but cant 
swim at all. So in its last few days or hours 
of life it floats around the bowl barley able 
to swim or breathe, then drowns in the toxic 
environment that caused the diseases in the 
1st place. All one needed to do was clean the 
water and feed the fish a balanced diet and 
the symptoms would simply go away.

Surely any intelligent person can see that 
the cause for the unrelenting rise of so many 
diseases these days is the toxic environment 
in which we live. Unless you are fully aware 
of these facts and thinking, drinking and 
eating organically, you simply wont realise 
that everything we eat and drink is full of 
chemicals. The tap water is full of heavy 
metals from the pipe-work that supplies our 
water that slowly builds up in the body and 
manifest in many terrible ways. The Fluoride 
in our toothpastes (& water) actually help the 
body store these heavy metals and worse. 
Sugar levels alone in its refined form play 
havoc with your body chemistry along with 
the caffeine that so many people rely on 
daily just to wake up in the morning. The 
list is endless I know but you simply have 
to understand that this is why we are all so 
unhealthy. We live in such a toxic environment 
that our immune systems are continually on 
the back foot trying to de-tox our bodies, so 
much so that if we pick up a virus, instead 
of its being neutralised so its held at bay in 
amongst all of the other bacteria in the body 
that we all have, the virus sets in immediately 
and causes symptoms and then disease sets 
in. This simply does not have to be the case as 
long as your immune system has all the tools it 
needs taken from nature & the food we eat.

The body is a complex structure of over 75 

Trillion cells all completely individual & 
unique. Each cell is like a minute person. It 
has its own brain, reproduction system, energy 
system and function somewhere in the body. 
Keep them all in peak condition and you wont 
get ill! The simple matter is that all diseases 
are caused by damage to the human cells. This 
can only be done in 2 ways. A lack of correct 
nutrients & too many toxins! Keeping the body 
at a pH of 7.365 will also greatly help reduce 
the toxin levels and stop the diseases set in. A 
healthy diet of 80% fresh Organic vegetables 
and fruit and good healthy protiens, lots of 
clean H2o2 along with daily well chosen 
supplements will do the rest. But this, once 
discovered is a lifetime’s work. Once you have 
achieved optimal health you wont ever want to 
turn back.

Everybody on the planet deserves the choice 
of a good quality of life from the day they 
were born till the day they die. It is now very 
possible to be healthy all through your life 
with the right diet, its as simple as that.

Happy munching.

Love and light

DJ Spiritual Dec 2009









R Cola
If the words Canadian Junglist don’t quite 
add up to you, then you need to get out of the 
UK more. RCola has been taking the rest of 
the planet by storm with a heady blend of 
free flow beats, heaving basses, a melodic 
edge that grounds his music in harmony 
and funk and a roll call of guest vocalists 
that would make a reggae historian open up 
a fresh chapter.... Passionate, enlightened 
and international junglist of mystery, we met 
up with the man himself in Casablanca and 
took a ride through his world

What does Junglism mean to you?

Well, it’s a big word for me. As a producer, 
I see Junglism as finding bits of music that 
move you and bringing them to a new arena. 
It could be sampling a beat, or replaying a 
groove, or mashing up an accapella. I love 
James Brown and those funky beats are still 
working for me - they’re a foundation flava! 
Reggae is also a huge influence on the jungle 
sound. The players, the instrumentation, … 
even just the backup vocals can grab my 
attention and give me some inspiration. 

Being from the West Coast of North America, 
I wasn’t there to witness the birth of jungle 
music in London, but the reverberations were 
felt later on when I heard drum and bass on 
late-night radio. I’ve banged on about this 
as it was a real turning point in my life. My 
first impression was that there were no rules 
or limitations to what you could do with the 
music. You dig through your music collection; 
extract the parts that jump out at you; build 
up your palette with these samples and 
then arrange them into a completely new 
tune. Finding old stuff and reworking it into 
something new - that’s the essence of the 
junglist sound

At that time, the tempo of jungle seemed so 
much faster than anything else I was hearing 

and that definitely invigorated me. It wasn’t 
as loop-oriented as techno or house either. 
Classic drum breaks were isolated and edited 
to make these fresh new rhythms. Producers 
were layering pitched-up soul vocal samples 
or bits from sci-fi movies over these glitchy, 
sped-up funk beats, then, to really drive you 
mental, they dropped in these hypnotic, ultra-
heavy bass lines. I loved the drive and overall 
feeling of lawlessness. I suppose there’s also 
a flakey side to all of this sampling business… 
but I don’t let culture or technology limit my 
work. I understand jungle as music without 
boundaries.

For me, Junglism goes way beyond the studio. 
The liberties I’ve taken while creating my 
music have enabled me to really own my 
sound, and put my neck out there at the same 



time. I’m the first to admit how much influence 
American and Jamaican music has had on 
what I do as an artist and performer, and I’m 
proud of what I have managed to accomplish 
with those influences. For me, the live shows 
are a chance to pass that flame around; and 
grow the junglist culture, one show at a time. 
More fire!

Tell us about the Jamaican influence on 
your life and your music.

I grew up in suburbs of Canada without any 
trouble or strife, and I’m the whitest guy in 
the room wherever I go. The first music I can 
remember touching me was on my mom’s 
Motown records. When I was alone at home, 
I used to play them loudly and get lost in the 
music, singing and dancing like a fool. Later 
on, one of my friends played me some Black 
Uhuru and the same thing happened. When I 
discovered who actually made the music, and 
learned about the oppressive culture it grew 
out of; I honestly could’ve cared less. For me, 
it was all about that bass, the upstroke on the 
guitar and those studio dub effects. I could 
barely understand what they were saying 
anyways!

They listened to Otis Redding and the Four 
Tops on their transistor radios in Kingston 

and added their own twist and I have done 
exactly the same thing – just 25 years later 
in Canada. Late at night, after my parents 
had gone to sleep, I sat inches away from 
the stereo speakers; tuning in to some radio 
DJ playing Scratch Perry and Scientist. What 
was I supposed to do – ignore that? It would 
be absurd for me to play music that doesn’t 
reflect my own state of mind. And ask anyone 
who knows me: I’m a nuttah for a big tune and 
I really love bass!!

Over time I’ve learned to respect Jamaica 
– obviously for the music, but also for the 
obstacles they overcame to create it. I doubt 
I can ever truly appreciate the hardships 
they suffered in post-colonial Jamaica, but 
I admire the musical end-result and I draw 
heavily upon their sounds to create my own 
music. What really speaks to me from Jamaica 
is the DJ culture they created: the chat, the 
bass, that badboy sound running people into 
a frenzy – it’s a great motivation for what I do 
today. I know I’m a thief, but I believe that 
the work I do is important. I might just be 
‘playing records’ for a couple of hours, but 
if I can make people sing, shake their asses, 
and forget their worries at the dance…then 
I’ve done my job well, and I think that is at the 
heart of Jamaican music.



The cliché about Jamaicans is that everyone’s 
a singer or everyone’s a dread and smokes, 
but Reggae music is much deeper than 
that; it’s their music. It’s a large part of their 
everyday life and has been for over 30 years. 
It makes time float by and eases the daily 
grind, and that is universal. I’m not a sufferer 
of course, so when you listen to my music, 
none of it is a chant down of Babylon because 
what do I know about that? I lean towards the 
bubbly and uplifting tunes, because I feel that 
kind of music has a great potential to heal, 
and anyway, who wants to be preached to on a 
Saturday night? 

If you can get people to smile, it’s going to 
change their frame of mind, their perspective 
and their spirit. Smiles come from this little 
group of muscles in your face – and I know

they’re directly connected to our spirits 
somehow. When your mouth points down, you 
get depressed, angry and end up lashing out. 
When it points up, it lifts you and people who 
see that catch it like a wildfire. So ultimately, 
Jamaica represents happiness in spite of 
suffering, and I’m inspired by that every day. 
When I dig deep, and find a one of those 
classic tunes, it’s like the morning sun hitting 
my face.

How do you see the artist?

As a musician you not only have a voice but 
also your own set of rules which you live by. 
It can seem vague or worthless to others, 
and you end up fighting a lot of fights to earn 
respect and I think that’s crap. Sure enough, 

everybody has a voice and a perspective, so 
it can hurt when you get it thrown in your face 
by ignorant people who say:

“Why should you be up on a pedestal while I 
have to pay to get in and listen? 

What is it about your voice that is so special?” 

It’s hard to answer that because of course 
they’re right. For me, being an artist is 
overcoming all of that ego business, and still 
presenting myself as having something to say 
worth listening to and moving people – even 
drunks who don’t really give a shit about me. 

I see this hang-up when I work with certain 
artists… they can sing or play, but man, almost 
everything else tries their patience, as if they 
shouldn’t have to be bothered with it. Even 
though I’m an artist myself, I don’t see myself 
as any different than anyone else, except I 
have to fire it up whenever I get the chance, 
otherwise I’d go completely mad. I don’t walk 
the path of a purely inspired person. I’d love 
to sit on a mountain and make tunes all day, 
but I’ve got to wake up at 7am to feed my kid 
and make sure he has what he needs to get his 
day going, well before I take care of myself. 
I’m not saying you can’t be an artist and 
have responsibilities, but it is definitely not 
something you understand about the creative 
genius. 

I believe the artist is the product of his 



influences and his environment, and to say 
that they’re not is a lie. I make music that I 
want to hear and when I travel, I’m bringing 
records that I want to dance to. I can only hope 
that the people who show up like what I do. 
Those that do give me their attention and feel 
my work are hearing me on my terms, and 
that freedom, that privilege I have as an artist, 
is something that I deeply cherish. I make a 
lot of sacrifices to experience those moments, 
and they are not ego-driven in any way, kind 
words from strangers is just a great side-effect 
of taking chances; which I also think is what 
separates the pretenders from the real deal. 

I sometimes get shivers like a newbie before 
I go on, as if I am playing in front of people 
for the first time. I know they’re my tunes, 
and they’ve worked a hundred times before, 
but there’s still something magical about 
sharing myself with a dance floor and seeing 
people getting off on it. It’s new and exciting 
every time. It’s that energy people have when 
they’ve seen my name on the flyer and told all 
their friends, then gearing things up for the 
show and really going for it! 

I work my ass off in the studio to create tracks 
that will make people forget their 9-5 soul-
sucking jobs and really try to tap into this 
connection we’re all looking for. What you get 
at a show is a pure kind of love, not for me as 
a person, but for what I do as an artist. I’m a 
conduit for their good time and the adoration 
comes with a responsibility. It can happen in 
other places too; sometimes just for an instant. 
Like when a singer comes into my studio and 
nails it on the mic. I’m completely floored. 
I used to stop, save the take, and try to not 
explode with excitement, but now I just relax 
and keep the vibe going. I’m want to keep that 
window into their soul open for as long as I 
can because I never want it to end!!

Do you see a connection between music 
and freedom?

If you take away people’s right of expression, 
you take away they’re freedom. If people can’t 
sing or paint or write, then they eventually 
stop creating in their heads. They shut down 
and just monotonously trudge through 
eating, sleeping and trying to forget all the 
boredom in-between. I’ve been to a lot of 



post-communist and post-fascist countries, 
some places that are still in turmoil. I’m hardly 
the National Geographic of Junglists, but I’ve 
seen how different life can be coming from 
such a safe, clean, and thoroughly chilled-out 
place such as Canada. I suppose that’s why I 
don’t feel that I have to fight so hard against 
the system. 

When I go to countries where the radio and 
tv is just crap propaganda; rarely seeing any 
green spaces or public art; the graffiti is ugly 
and depressing; I can’t help but think these 
people are not free. Music leads to dancing 
which leads to sex, which leads to families and 
that’s where we’re at our most tribal: singing, 
dancing, and making babies. 

There’s been a lot of convolutions along 
the way, so I really love playing for people 
because then we’re all connecting on some 
basic level outside of daily life. It’s something 
that we care share, regardless of the 
oppressive forces are at work against us. No 
matter what historical ugliness we’ve had to 
overcome. Nothing unifies a group of people 
like a song, and the wondrous thing is that it’s 
not really my song, it’s our song and I’m just 
delivering it. I can refer to the artist within 
me when I need to, but ultimately it’s about 
reversing the polarity of the cult of the DJ and 
saying, 

“Listen to these tunes, let’s all just lose 
ourselves in it already!” 

It’s that moment; that little bubble; that’s the 
impermanence of a live show: it’s beautiful. I 
think freedom creates those bubbles. Being 
a part of that is an amazing thing and I can’t 
understand why anyone would want to keep 
people from that. It’s all about the time we 
share – forget Pounds or Euros – what’s really 
valuable is when people connect with you. 
There’s so much in this world begging for our 
attention that’s pure crap! When people give 
me a few hours of their lives to listen to my 
music and share the moment – I feel that is 
such a great gift! 

I feel that a true champion is not there to 
take but instead to give. Holding onto a song 
exclusively for a year while everyone is 
gagging to rock it themselves is just wrong. 
It seems like tearing a page out of the bible, 
putting it your back pocket and making 
people come find you to be able to read it as if 

you wrote it or something. That’s just bullshit. 
I don’t actually own anything, I’m a collector; 
a hunter-gatherer if you will. Prowling around, 
looking for bits to work into my sets. If I can 
have a new big tune for a month or so before 
giving it out or pressing it up well that’s as 
good as it gets and it shouldn’t be more than 
that. Get on with then next one I say.

Once you upload a new tune or a mix, you are 
putting a message in a bottle and you really 
don’t know who is going to find it and whether 
it’s going to save their life or just put a smile 
on their face. The internet is the final frontier, 
because anyone can do anything and get it 
to everyone without anyone stopping them. 
That’s freedom.

Tell us about playing live.

My thing is getting pumped and showing 
off my sweaty armpits. I’m so bored of DJ’s 
going through the motions, checking their 
email in the booth like they have something 
else they’d rather be doing. The shows that 
make me happy is when the DJ is really into 
it themselves, acting like a proper madman 
onstage. There’s a sense of everyone being on 
the same beat, jumping as hard as they can to 
drive the night forward. It’s a sweatshop. 

Sometimes I play to crowds who don’t know 
me yet – I’ll be third on the bill after the big 
name, and they’re not ready for me. They 



stroke their chin and check my selection, as if 
I need to prove myself to them…I’m fine with 
that because I know I’ll get them. As soon as I 
can get their hips moving and the sweat starts 
dripping, that’s when people let go of their 
preconceptions and start having a good time. 
I like to disarm the haters by playing music 
that is undeniably rocking. The live show is 
all in the delivery. As far as I am concerned, 
the only way it could get any better is if a live 
band was on stage. 

I started playing in rock bands long before I 
got into jungle, and after playing live, pogo-
ing on stage with my bass guitar; mixing 
records just seemed so sterile in comparison. 
DJs locked away in a dark box in the corner 
of the club. I thought, “That’s weak!” and 
promised myself to not get too caught up in 
that aspect. I always prefer playing with an 
MC because they are my voice as much as 
the records. I speak through my productions 
and selections and the MC amplifies it to the 
crowd. That keeps me riding the same wave as 
them. I’m definitely not afraid to show that I’m 
feeling it just like they are: totally. 

How do you feel about where vinyl is 
heading?

The future of vinyl is all about the cream of 
the crop. I have to be very selective about the 
programming of my releases now as it is such 

a risky business. The margins are quite small 
so I don’t do B-sides or ‘filler’ tracks really. 
Both tunes on the 12” vinyl has to be an A-side 
in my mind. I do have a bit of experience 
selling records now, and I know that 2 good 
tunes on a record is going to push it that much 
further, and hopefully get it over that crucial 
mark so everyone’s happy.

Some producers have the luxury of a major 
distribution deal with heavy marketing 
budgets, but I operate in the underground, so 
I must stay close to the productions every step 
of the way. Vinyl is in my blood. It’s the best 
sounding format next to live playing. Full stop. 
And don’t forget, soundsystems are analogue 
beasts, so you can tweak it in the digital realm 
all day long, but you gotta respect how sound 
moves the air on the dance floor.

It’s a real shame that MP3’s have basically 
decimated the vinyl game, but I’m a musician 
first and foremost and MP3’s are great for 
getting mixes and promos out to people that 
would never buy a vinyl in the first place. It is 
also quite useful to help build up the profile 
of new artists as well. I treat MP3’s like test 
firings; I send them out and see what people 
think. Once we hit the mark – we go after a 
vinyl release. 

My vinyl releases are delivered with great 
anticipation and pride. Every single piece of 



wax that I produce has come directly from my 
heart and soul, which that makes it a part of 
me, and I truly love to share that feeling with 
the massive. MP3’s don’t really do that for me. 
Long live Vinyl!!

How do you feel about collaboration?

Collaboration is the ultimate artistic 
experience for me. Studio work can be lonely. 
It’s one thing to find some nice sounds, chop 
up some beats, layer in a vocal and build your 
track, but at the end of the day, you can’t get it 
on dub fast enough and get it out there to see 
what people think. When you’re collaborating 
with an artist, it’s an experience unto itself. It’s 
the best. If I could just record all day I would 
truly be in heaven. I’d love to just stay in that 
live creative place with the singers and the – 
that’s where I’m truly happy. 

The studio is a sacred place. I’ve seen people 
crossing themselves as they walk in. You 
never know what’s going to happen and the 
anticipation can be maddening. I get shivers 
plugging in the cables, testing the mics, 
getting the singer a glass of water. What’s 
going to happen? 

I remember doing a spontaneous dub voicing 
session with Demolition Man early one 
morning and we didn’t have a mic stand, so 
we just looped the cable off a roof beam and 
hung it down for him. There wasn’t exactly 
enough length on the cable, so he had to 
sing on his toes, and at one point he slipped 
and bumped the mic, but we just kept rolling 
anyways. The distortion almost ruined the 
whole second chorus. Instead of just cutting 
and pasting the first chorus, I spent 2 weeks 
repairing that vocal because it was slightly 
different from the first one and I wanted to 
keep that magic alive as best as I could. 

What’s the dream?

To keep producing, performing and sharing 

my music, and to continue to explore and 
collaborate with other artists from all over the 
world.

At this point in my life, I’ve had a modest 
amount of success and seen some pretty cool

things; but what I’ve realized is that 
wherever I’ve gone, whatever I’ve already 
accomplished, it’s still not enough for me. I 
wouldn’t mind making some more money so 
I could better finance the mission see more 
places. I really want to keep checking out this 
world while I play my music. It’s my vice and I 
am incurable.

I’m grateful to be doing what I love, traveling 
the world, connecting with people, sharing 
music and good times with my beautiful 
family… That’s really the dream right there.

I am looking to expand into collaborations with film-makers and would be 
open to any interesting projects that may require an original score. 

Maximum Respect....Chris RCola

www.myspace.com/djrcola         www.facebook.com/djrcola

www.junglex.ca

R Cola’s new album Rubadubwize is OUT NOW







Busk

Busk is a pure Old Skool London graffiti 
legend who’s been out tearing up the walls, 
streets, trains, and buildings of the UK 
since the mid 80’s. From classic bombing 
to aerosol fine art,  he’s embraced and 
conquered every style the can has to offer 
and has proved an inspiration to generation 
after generation of upcoming artists. Busk 
is a good mate of LSD and he had a chat 
with us while pouring sheer transcendental 
inpiration into his latest piece.

How long have you been an artist?

25 Years now

What was the paint like in the old days?

Shit!





Did you have all the nozzles you have now?

We used car paint from Holts and brands 
like that. You used the cap that came with it 
although once we got into it, we nicked caps 
from other household cans. Now we have 
specifically made cans and caps sold from 
dedicated shops.

What got you into graffiti?
It happened when the whole hip hop thing 

came in at the end of 1984 beginning of 1985. 
It was the subway art that got me and films 
like Style Wars. It was a movement and we 
were just sort of there at the time so became 
part of it. As far as i know graffiti grew out of 
hip hop in New York.

So when you started doing graffiti in the UK 
were there many people doing it?

Not really, when i started there were a few 
people doing it in Essex, where Im from, and 
a few people doing it in London. Im not great 
at remembering names but i do remember 
people like Frame, Urge (an East London 
Head), Essex Rockers Foundation. Although 
we all came from different areas we all started 
doing it at the same time. 

What you’re doing now is different from 
traditional graffiti isnt it?

Yeah, the stuff I do now isnt really graffiti as 
such, this is ‘FINE ART’ done with aerosol 
paint. I can do lots of different art formats but 
right now Im loving fine art.
To me graffiti doesnt belong on canvas it 
belongs on walls, streets, trains and stuff like 
that. So I dont really try to replicate what I 





do on streets and trains on canvas.  I’ve done 
some pieces on canvas but that was just for my 
own pleasure. 

Have you always liked all art or just 
graffiti?

I was always into all kinds of art but it was 
graffiti that inspired me to get out and do 
something. So I did...

What was it that attracted you to it?

It was new, it was exciting, it was rebellious. 
Running round tagging and painting trains 

was a whole new past time. We’d see pieces 
on walls and think wow that’s fantastic. We got 
into it from there. 

We know its always been illegal but what 
was it like police wise back then?

It was the same as now really. I’ve been 
arrested and thrown in jail twice for graffiti. 
Difference now is they have cctv and modern 
technology but if someone wants to throw 
something onto a wall nothing will stop them. 

If you weren’t doing this, what do you think 
you’d be doing?

I honestly haven’t thought about it, hopefully 
something artistic I guess.

Do you think the graffiti scene has changed 
much in twenty five years?

Definitely, right now its gone mainstream and 
accepted as an art form by the world. You 
also have street art which is still growing and 
broadening the spectrum. 
Its seen as an asset now - in my day it was 
frowned upon. Today you see loads of different 
types of people taking snaps of graffiti / 
street art and putting them online but back 
then, you’d be lucky not to be arrested when 
picking up your developed shots from the 
chemist. People wasnt into it then and didnt 
understand it. 





You’ve done commissions for lots of so 
called mainstream companies, how does 
that work for you?

Yeah, I’ve done lots of commercial work which 
not everybody agrees with. I dont care to be 
honest, i have to pay my bills and rent. 

Well, you’ve been at it for twenty five years 
so i guess you can do whatever you like.

Yeah, exactly. I done my bird. Everything must 
progress and that includes graffiti, especially 
now its generally recognised, which means 
more people are buying it for their homes to 
enjoy as art or as future investments. Which 
is good. Some people are still trying to keep 
it real which i can respect but for me i have 
to keep moving forward to keep myself 
interested. 

What is keeping it real?

Keeping it real is going out there painting 
trains, walls and spaces which is what its all 
about. I was doing that twenty / twenty five 
years ago and moved on from that now. As 
I say, I’ve been to jail twice for it and i dont 
want to go back there. 

There seems to be loads of writers these 
days...
 

Yeah, but there’s all sorts now, graffiti writers 
and street artists. Its always been about fun 
and putting your name up everywhere was 
fun. For me graffiti has never been about 
money its always about being out there with 
your mates painting the town red so to speak. 

Do old skool writers like yourself and many 
of the other writers get the recognition they 
deserve? 

They do now, but like I say graffiti was frowned 
upon but now the whole street art thing has 
come along and its widely recognised its 
brought a lot of the old skool boys back out 
and painting again. People need to know 
where it all came from becasue they just dont 
know so its great seeing the old heads back 
out. 

Do old skool writers respect the nu skool?

Of course, we definitely have a lot of respect 
for the next generation they are the ones 
coming up with new ideas and directions. I 
myself have always tried to push boundaries 
doing stuff that people dont do with spray 
paint. 

So are they actually creating new styles or 
replicating old techniques?

Well the thing is they have all the references 





now so combined with the new technology 
in spray cans, caps, computers they doing 
good stuff. When we were doing it you only 
had subway art as a reference. Photographs of 
train art and a few videos so we had to learn 
and teach ourselves because they was no-one 
to teach us how to paint. They was no YouTube, 
MySpace, Facebook, magazines or anything 
else back then. 

Looking at it from back then, when 
everyone was finding their ground and 
their own style, we imagine it must’ve been 
a bit messy...

Well not messy, as you said everyone was 
trying new things. Back then it was more 
about pushing stuff, lately the trend is to go 
back to the old skool New York seventies stuff. 
There’s a few people that do it well, Petro?? 
and others. But now its become fashionable 
which i just dnt get. I spoke to some of the 
old skoolers from New York and they dont 
get it either. Its a regression where we were 
progressive. Each to their own, whatever 
pleases you i guess. 

Are there many legal spaces for painting?

There used to be a lot of legal spots but 
different councils closed them down which 
defeats the objective really. They dont want 
graffiti on trains or on the streets but take 
away the limited spaces where people just 
want to go and paint. I’m sure they have their 
reasons but I cant see how they can justify 
closing legal paint spots.
Although you’l; never completely take it 
away from its true home and thats the streets, 

random and spontaneous. 

Some people say its antisocial behavior, 
what do you say about that? 

I dunno really, I can see why tags on peoples 
buildings could piss people off but graffiti 
isn’t just about tagging, tagging is the lower 
end of a writers skills. We’ve all done it but 
that doesn’t define graffiti especially the stuff 
I’m doing now. I’m painting a portrait of a 
Japanese woman with flowers in her hair and 
a humming bird collecting nectar from those 
flowers. You tell me, is that antisocial? We’re 
graffiti artists and its taken decades to be 
recognised as artists. Not that anyone cares 
anyway we’re still out there doing our thing. 

So you’re self taught?

Yeah, well I didn’t go to art school and I dont 
have an art background. We only had one 
person iId call an artist in my family and that 
was my gran. For me it was graffiti - once I saw 
it I had to do it. 

What about exhibitions and shows - do you 
enjoy that part of it?

Yeah I really enjoy that part of it although for 
me its always been about the streets. 





Technology has obviously helped law 
enforcement to catch people putting art on 
walls. Their even using social networking 
websites to catch artists. What do you think 
of that?

Well its their stupidity isnt it, I always tell 
them if you’re doing illegal work dont post 
it to Myspace, Facebook or Flickr. Your just 
building a case against yourself so when the 
police come and nick your hardrive its all 
there for them to see. You just gotta be a bit 
clever about it.

Do you know many writers that have been 
to prison?

Yeah I know a few, and just recently two more 
went down. When i went to jail the judge said 
they wanted to make an example of me. 

Where will graffiti go from here do you 
think?

It will keep on progressing, people are 
coming up with new formats all the time 
so it can only move forward incorporating 
new styles, techniques, methods, paints and 

caps. Combined it forms a perfect storm. Im 
constantly surprised at the new stuff Im seeing 
and really impressed. 

www.myspace.com/buskone











One Monk

Urban Myths 

 According to some self=proclaimed 
experts, statues of famous men and women 
on horseback carry a hidden message. If 
the horse has its hooves raised, they say it 
tells that the rider was injured in battle. Two 
hooves off the ground show that the rider 
died while fighting and all four hooves off the 
ground show they survived all battles. It’s a 
fascinating theory, but it doesn’t really stand 
up under close investigation.   For example an 
equestrian statue of Napoleon Bonaparte at 
Laffrey, in southeastern France, has two hooves 
in the air, though he died in a peaceful indoor 
setting rather then a battlefield. A statue in 
Coventry of Lady Godiva has a single hoof 
up, but the saucy minx wasn’t known to have 
suffered any wounds - apart from maybe a few 
saddle sores, during her legendary naked 
ride through the West Midlands. Yes now and 
then the law of averages find an example that 
supports the mythical rule: a monument 
in Washington’s Union Square to Ulysses 
S-Grant, the American civil-war general, has 
all its hooves on the ground, and Grant did, 
coincidentally survive all his battles. If you see 
an equestrian statue with three hooves in the 
air, watch out its probably going to fall over!

Unsung Hero

If it wasn’t for Christopher Sholes, we would 
be all fingers and thumbs on our desktops 
and laptops> Having constructed a primitive 
“Type Writer” in the 1860’s, the Wisconsin 
based inventor found the alphabetic keyboard 
wasn’t very easy to use. One problem was 
that the letter-key levers kept getting stuck 
because many commonly used letters were 
close together. So he decided to re-arrange 
the alphabet. He decided do take on a huge 
and went a exhaustive trial and error mission 
to work out a better way for both the user and 

the machine.

Nearly 150 years later the Qwerty keyboard is 
still with us. Some of the original alphabetical 
still order remains in the “DFGHJKL” sequence 
in the second row. So next time you look 
down at your keyboard, give a little smile and 
respect for a real hero

 Ad Bull

“Ban booze adverts” boomed the Daily 
Mail, as it reported demand by doctors to 
“end £800m-a-year blitz they say is turning 
a generation into bingers”. Also in that days 
edition; an nice advert on the sports pages 
for discounted cans of Carlsberg, the “official 
beer” of the England football team

And there was some great joined-up 
advertising during ITV soul destroying 
ratings juggernaut The X Factor, where in the 
commercial break; the government’s new anti-
drug driving ad was shown, featuring a group 
of friends in a car with exaggeratedly large 
eyes. The voice over told how “your eyes will 
give you away” 

Next up was an ad for No 7 Extravagant Lashes 



Mascara, promising “a dramatic wide-eyed 
look” Hey I’m keeping my mascara in the 
glove box from now on...

ps. did anyone else take satisfaction in the 
contradiction of Cheryl Cole miming on X 
factor - a show where she judges if contestants 
can handle the pressure of singing in front of a 
live audience!

Eco Bull

A few months after Virgin launched their 
“Climate Change ISA” (with 5,000 free 
Virgin air miles!), the question is where 
exactly is the money being invested?                                        
As the Virgin website boasts; “The Climate 
Change ISA invests in specially selected 
businesses…who aim to drive outstanding 
profit growth and have a lighter environmental 
footprint”. The fund invests primarily in 
European equities – “in all sectors to develop 
a portfolio of securities of companies which 
benefit…from pursuing environmentally 
aware capitalism. For example companies   

This suggests a company could get into the 
Virgin Money Climate Change ISA fund 
simply by “encouraging” employees to have a 
recycling bin in the office. So has Virgin found 
a way to avoid possible embarrassment? Er, 
no.

Incredibly, stocks held by the fund include 
such environmentally friendly companies 
such as Tullow Oil, BEA Systems, BHP Bilition, 
Total Oil and Arcelor Mittal. Certainly all of 
them have done some work to reduce their 
environmental footprints (very few companies 
haven’t); and legislation requires them to 
reduce their carbon emissions anyway. So to 

pretend that savers with a “Climate Change 
ISA” are somehow investing in a low carbon 
climate friendly future is just new-fashioned 
greenwash.

Essentially Virgin picks the best of a bad 
bunch and dresses it up as eco-banking. The 
company’s green credentials are sure to be 
given a further boost by Sir Richard Branson’s 
much hyped ambitions in another low carbon 
industry…Formula 1 motorsport!

Chewing the fat

 Thank goodness those cuddly fellows from 
big business are on hand to fund the fight 
against obesity and save the nations fatties 
from themselves. In November the department 
of health held a joint conference with the 
Association for the Study of Obesity on the 
important question of how social inequality 
relates to obesity; why do poor people have 
poor diets, and what can be done to stop the 
rise of obesity?

Top NHS officials and academics wrestled with 
the problem, thanks to sponsorship from...
Coca-Cola and Kellogs. Yes the makers of 
Coke, Walkers Crisps and Coco pops were 
paying for the conference. Of course they 
probably paid particular attention to the 
presence of government officials working on 
“social marketing”, as the firms hope that if 
they agree to put health messages in their 
advertising - they may be allowed to avoid 
difficult “health warning” labels on their 
products



Tricking themselves

“It is right that all taxpayers pay their fair 
share of tax” declared Treasury minister 
Stephen Timms as he announced measures to 
outlaw various new recovery-threatening tax-
dodging tricks. “However there are a minority 
who continue to seek ways to avoid paying 
their share. This is unacceptable. It is unfair on 
the majority of tax payers, undermines fiscal 
sustainability and reduces funding for public 
services. This government will not tolerate 
tax avoidance or tax evasion in any form and 
will act promptly to tackle both of these” 
Except when the “unacceptable” tax avoider 
is a director of, er...the treasury. Despite the 
crackdown, Audit Commission chairman 
Michael O’Higgings, who channeled millions 
in bonuses from his previous job through 
Jersey trusts to avoid paying the Treasury 
board.

Heard that one before...

650km - the range of missiles the 2002 
government dossier incorrectly claimed Iraq 
had, in addition to “almost certainly seeking 
an indigenous ability to enrich uranium to 
the level needed for a nuclear weapon” 
130km – “the range of missiles Iran definitely 
does have, along with two uranium enriched 
facilities” – the governments latest claim

14 and Counting

“Mail online has chosen not to show the 
naked portrait of 10 year old Brook shields, 
which was removed from Tate Modern” 
the Daily Mail’s website snootily claimed. 
Instead to illustrate its story the paper 
offered a still from the film “The Blue Lagoon” 
showing Brooke Shields topless...aged 14                                           
After police removed the photograph, which 
was turned into an artwork by American 
Richard Prince, from the Tate’s exhibition, 
pedophiles had to look elsewhere for their 
kicks, Mail online helped out with a photo-
shoot of 14 year old Alex Dalby in her “miss 
sexy” branded trousers that she was banned 
from wearing to school, turning her bottom 
to the camera so that readers could witness 
how they are “unduly tight as they show off the 
students underwear” 

Honey Trap

Scientists at Warwick university investigating 
honey bee decline were given £1m in 
October to investigate “disease, parasites 
and other stresses”. The cash came from the 
Biotechnology & Biological Sciences Research 
Council (BBSRC) “in partnership with 
Syngenta”. All sounds very lovely, but hold on 
a minute, doesn’t Syngenta produce exactly 
the kind of pesticides other researches have 
fingered as one of the “other stresses” faced 
by bees?

Indeed it does, Syngenta makes Actara, the 
brand name for Thiamelthoxam, yet another 
kind of noenicotinoid pesticide known to be 
toxic to bees. A report by Washington State 
department investigating incidents of honey 
bee deaths in 2002 revealed “in most cases 
the application of Thiamelthoxam to pear 
orchards appears to have been responsible 
for killing honey bees that are essential for 
pollination”. Someone at the BSRC should 
really look into this blatant conflict of 
interest… 

 Ian Milne is founder of 3000monks

www.3000monks.com







Millard
Hudson Zuma

It is with immense pleasure that we welcome 
Stateside based writer, musician and free 
spirit Hudson Zuma to the LSD collective. 
Expect to see a lot more of her features, eye 
and ideas in forthcoming issues, but right 
here, right now - here’s to you...........

This is Street Art

The concrete and the beauty of art - soul 
compassion, expression and what needs 
to be said, said in the colors on and in the 
styles in tags in the beat in the pulse of the 
street coming out into forms and breaks in 
beats in the rhythms of space, time, this is 
Street Art.

A particular pulse when you see something 
meant to be stationary move, moves 
something in your psyche in your stanza in 
your being and shifts the perception a bit 
to the right a bit to the left a bit out of sync 
with the ordinary.. this is Street Art.

From the streets to the walls to the canvas 
to the gallery to the exhibition to the video 
installation to the minds to the hands to the 
transformation to the new to the old to the 
young to despair to anguish to love to pain 
to every emotion you can imagine and not 
imagine coming from deep within a secret 
place, from the words we cannot express 
in spoken language to the words we can 
through human expression, colors, from 
the streets of Berlin to the walls of Paris 
to the slums of Brazil to the barrios of Los 
Angeles to the brick lanes in London to the 
Universe, I give praise to the streets and 
it’s artists the root, the fans, the paint..
this is street art.

www.myspace.com/VINYLGYPSY

Not too long ago and by sheer 
synchronicity I happened upon a 
great artist in San Francisco called 
MILLARD. Immediately I was captured 
by the intensity of the vibes that were 
transcending, feeling the magic so to 
speak of creativity outside the box.  
yes Diana i am calling you lady D from now 
on. lol  Allow me a few brief words in to 
preface the interview in regards to you and 
your art.....

On every level that exists the people at the 
top always take from the people that are at the 
bottom - use them pillage them and then move 
on to the next 
person. I knew from a very young age that this 
would never be my personality nor my style. 
I look at myself every morning knowing that 
these people don’t allow something new to 
blossom and it makes me know that there is a 
reason for me being here doing what I do. 

I also know that this makes me the best and 
since there is no one else to challenge me or 



to ring my bell- I have to be able to change 
- I do it - I accept the challenge ever day. I 
am the forefront of a different movement - a 
movement that will not be recognized for 
another ten years.
I always understood that being “brown” 
allowed people to judge me before they could 
even here the words come out of my mouth. 
I challenge the word black and all that it 
stands for. 

MILLARD ON THE NICOLETTE SERIES…

This is the reason I developed the Nicolette - I 
think that people realize more through images 
that they will ever realize through words. 
Nicolette is an Avenger who came to this 
world to seek the truth. She was never born 
she came from the abyss - her true color is 
black like the 
color of the deepest oceans. She always wears 
black and white. 
This is the reason I developed the Nicolette - I 
think that people realize more through images 
that they will ever realize through words. 
Nicolette is an Avenger who came to this 
world to seek the truth. She was never born 
she came from the abyss - her true color is 
black like the 

color of the deepest oceans. She always wears 
black and white. 

I am so intrigued by your perception and 
adaptation of strength and the portrayal 
of the strong “being” in your work. And 
yes i Ido agree that people are far more 
visual especially in light of the modern day 
technology, iphones blackberry’s and the 
fascination with the illuminated screens, 
there is definitely a call to and for imagery.
What was your involvment in the Wooster 
project and how did going to new york and 
working with this collaboration change 
your perspective. 

I didn’t know about The Wooster Collective 
until I read about them in the New York Times. 
My studio was three blocks away and I had 
watched for months as the building was 
continually changing. This was 3 years ago in 
NYC. My involvement like many of the artists 
is that we responded to the word of mouth 
open call- I put a few pieces in and around 
the building because I knew it was important 
to be a part of that event. On the last day of 
the event the crowds were so outrageous I 





volunteered to do crowd control for the event 
to gain unlimited access. By the end of that 
event I was Millard Artist.

A few months later I sent pictures of the 
process to the Wooster Collective. 
The end result was a 50 foot Mural for 11 
Spring Street. The piece started as a sketch- It 
then turned into an idea. Then a mural. 

Amazing. I note that in some of your earlier 
collaborations that I had the pleasure of 
viewing in San Francisco, there was a 
slight hint of graff-work
When is it that you discovered graffiti and 
where in the world were you at that time?

I never discovered graffiti - graf was all 
around me growing up in South Side Jamaica 
Queens. I only heard of people who 
didn’t understand what it meant to struggle 
throwing up tags so they could be recognized. 
I never looked at graf as a hustle 
because I knew that people died from writing 
over someones tag where I came from. There 
was even gangs in my church group.
I never really thought that I would even 
survive in the world of art. So I took a position 
as a fashion designer instead. 
I’ve always had insight and visions of being 
the greatest and the fashion industry had no 
arena for me. 

Much like you were led into the direction, 
another hint of synchronicity in the 
creative path.How do you incorporate it 
into your present work?

I will be the first to tell you that I am not a 
graffiti artist - I leave that for the people who 
live for it. My style is outsider because 
most of the galleries in the world don’t 
understand how to promote culture. There is a 
feeling of not being represented because 
I am the only Jamaican Female in the industry 
but I am also the best.

Outsider. Interesting, I am fascinated by 
what people call the outside art because in 
most cases it speaks to me more than what 
they consider insider art or art that gets 
represented in the mainstream  galleries..
Tell me more about the Fashion marketing 
advertising..

I use the style that they teach you in school- 
and drive it in reverse. Every rule that I have 
learned to this point I have broken because, 
not only do I ask the questions but try to 
answer them. So I am my own teacher and 
student - and i think that works because I have 
never seen work that looks like mine. 
Being a brown artist- ( I refuse to say black 
- since when I go buy black paint at the 





store it’s not the color of my skin)- is not like 
being a white male artist - People look at me 
differently - They almost never expect me to 
say that I am an artist.

Yes take it and twist it around. I love it and 
that is why there is such an uniqueness 
in your art.What about your thoughts on 
youth,raising awareness in the youth? 
Youth programs???

I work toward being the best and I help others 
to do the same. 

Great. any previews on future projects :
Public installation???

Always working toward getting more 
representation for my work - publicly or 
through being published. The game never 
ends and I always set new goals.

If you could do anything imaginable with 
your art no limits..What would that be?? 
What would be your most fulfilling desire 
or contribution to this life of art?

I would have to go super large - I would create 
a building then I would create a Millard work 
force.

Yes go!  I am in and down with the Millard 
work force!!  I look forward to the next 
interview in the future and seeing your 
amazing progression..!! Thanks.

www.millardboutique.com







Closed System 
Social Models

Preserving the “Norm” 

Single individuals don’t create a society-
wide climate where dialogue has no place. 
That’s the desire of the Control Paradigm, 
and it uses an effective device for doing 
it. The Control Paradigm designs social 
structures to function as closed systems. 
The rules, policies and structures of closed 
systems have one purpose - to exclude input 
- outside, non-controllable factors - that could 
initiate system change. The first response to 
any problem is to “return things to the way 
they were”. Closed social systems are not 
intentionally “evil” - they are simply designed 
to maintain the status quo. Maintaining a pre-
determined order is their mandate, which 
closed systems carry out through strict rules 
of control. As long as new energies can be 
either neutralized or made to conform, things 
continue on as before. The lines of power are 
preserved, and control is assumed. 

Controlling the Variables - The People 

 Closed systems work to offset variables. 
That’s how they maintain equilibrium. In 
closed social systems, personal differences 
are the variables, and roles are the way to 
offset them. For example, because nothing 
is more variable in marriages than spouses, 
or in families than children, in schools 
than teachers and students, in businesses 
than employees, in religions than spiritual 
seekers, or in society than citizens, closed 
social systems devise countless techniques 
for steering us back to role-governed 
equilibrium, called “family harmony”, “family 
values”, “school discipline”, “business as 
usual”, “religious devotion”, or “social order”. 
The most effective technique for doing this 
gets people to internalize roles and act them 
out without question. People are manipulated 

to meld with the roles, until they are the 
roles.    Given that dialogue is really about 
thinking and questioning, it is no wonder that 
its not generally welcome in closed social 
systems. It undermines a powerful tool of 
control: a control device that reduces our 
“unpredictable” nature to predictable boxes 
and persuades us that the boxes are who we 
are and that “we are nothing” without them. 

The Control Paradigms “Claim to 
Legitimacy” 

The aim of closed social systems isn’t to shut 
us down, although that’s the effect. Closed 
systems may behave like the evil Empire 
in Star Wars, but those “in charge” honestly 
believe that “society would collapse” without 
their order-reinforcing, power-concentrating, 
control-preserving responses. That is why 
dictatorships often follow social upheaval; the 



“chaos” of transition is used to justify closed-
system methods. The greater the apparent 
“chaos”, the more “absolute rule” can be 
“justified”. Current closed social systems 
welcome, and may even create an appearance 
of “chaos”, because according to their belief 
is “validates” their “authority”, and that 
“crack-down” methods “must be necessary”. 

The Reason Closed Social Systems Don’t 
Work 

Responding to the need for balance in society 
doesn’t work using closed-system thought 
patterns, because the current systems: 

Maintenance of a toxic order: First, if 
the system equilibrium is already toxic, it 
gets reinforced. Bad “norms” are simply 
perpetuated, since closed systems “run on 
automatic”. They don’t have the power of 
discernment. They don’t evaluate systems 
in light of personal needs, human evolution 
or planetary health. Their one mandate is to 
“preserve the established order”, even if that 
“order” is toxic for the people and planet.  

Put systems above people: Achieving “social 
order” through closed-system methods put 

systems above people - system needs over 
personal needs. Systems come first. That’s the 
message we hear in social systems, namely, 
preserving systems is more important than 
nurturing people. Closed systems say to 
people, “You are part of us, therefore we 
own you. Who you are is incidental. You must 
perform the roles we assign you in the ways 
we require. We won’t allow you to deviate. If 
you changed, we’d have to change, and that we 
won’t allow. Our ‘social order’ would collapse”. 
Putting the rigid structure of social systems 
first costs all of us. People get “chewed up” by 
systems. The idea of “sacrificing ourselves for 
the greater good” may be a laudable idea if 
the greater is good. But, what if it isn’t?  

Control is Abuse: Closed social systems 
don’t work because they keep order through 
control - force, punishment, and other power-
over methods of enforcement. But, can social 
harmony be forced? Is top-down control the 
way to achieve “social order”? Threats and 
intimidation cannot be the fabric of healthy 
social systems. They do too much violence 
to our inner lives, costing us our freedom. 
How healthy can our social system be if the 
people are psychological wreaks? When we 



are deprived of out essential powers as free, 
creative beings, our social systems reflect 
our emptiness. When do we get in return for 
“submission”? Not security. Being one-down 
in a control hierarchy isn’t a secure place. 
When people get deprived of freedom and 
security while at the same time they are 
bound by control systems, they behave like 
caged animals. Intelligent beings don’t do 
well in cages.  

The Nature of Reality isn’t closed: Another 
reason closed social systems don’t bring 
social order is that reality itself isn’t a closed 
system. The old scientific belief systems such 
as closed-entropy energy systems, also used 
to reinforce closed-system social control 
patterns, are rapidly becoming transparently 
false as scientific research has shown over 
the last few decades. No matter how much 
closed systems try to control variables and 
shut out change, reality won’t be shut out. 
We can’t make our social units into “islands 
of no-change”, because the greater reality 
(the context on which our systems depend) is 
dynamic. 

Reality is ever-shifting. It sweeps through 
our systems and impels change whether the 

system controllers like it or not. Two shining 
examples of closed systems, the Soviet 
Union and Communist China, tried to create 
“perfectly controlled, closed societies”. It 
didn’t work. Their determination to establish 
closed-system control exacted a terrible 
price from their people. Individuality, freedom 
and creativity “had to be crushed”. That’s the 
reason closed social systems don’t work.   The 
Spiritual Evolution of Society Won’t Be Put 
Off: Human beings are every bit as dynamic 
as reality because we are made up of reality, 
and we are constantly evolving in response to 
it. In contrast to Westernized control-oriented 
systems, including the systems “exported” 
to China, ancient Asian spiritual traditions 
defined humans as profoundly open systems, 
involved in constant self-transformation. Just 
as social systems can’t ultimately ignore 
the dynamics of reality, so too they cannot 
ultimately ignore our dynamics. No matter 
how hard closed systems try to fit us into 
“boxed”, we don’t fit. The more systems 
negate this quality, the more we react as if 
we’re under siege. Our personal reality as 
beings-in-progress fights back, whether 
through conflict, addiction, social action 
,recovery, spiritual awakening - or some 
combination thereof. Nor is this bad news. If 



social systems could make us into static units 
of conformity, what sort of societies would we 
create?  

The Awareness Gap: Another reason closed 
social systems don’t work as a model for 
social order is that closed systems operate 
blind to the people in them. Social order is 
not built on an awareness of what people 
think and feel, but on ignoring human needs 
and imposing system demands. That is why 
closed systems are typically out-of-touch 
with the real thoughts, feelings, and abilities 
of their members: they shut the door on this 
information. It’s not deemed “relevant” to 
“maintaining order”.  

Too many tragedies, too little order: In the 
end, closed-system control doesn’t work 
because it creates more tragedies than 
order. Dysfunctional patterns destroy. For example, the general approach to “health care” is a 
business. If health is a business, which demands its existence in perpetuity, than there can by 
definition be no health in society. The pattern also involves “killing disease” while at the same 
time ignoring what it takes to create health. National ill-health is just one example of closed-
system tragedies. The Western political systems are another example.  

Notes on The Paradigm Conspiracy by Denise Breton and 
Christopher Largent







CRYSTAL 
DISTORTION

A Word with Simon Carter

From his early days at Rising High through 
the nomadic world of the illegal dancefloor 
to today’s mind bending exploration of 
the possibilities of electronica, Simon 
Carter has whisked the world through pure 
groove, banging techno and fat breakbeats 
to the very edge of the experimental. A 
pioneer of the improvised liveset, and 
a mind hardwired into the the sound/
technology matrix, Simon has set the 
standards of liveset for almost 2 decades, 
driven alchemical experiences of dance 
worldwide and has illuminated the collective 
consciousness of thousands of dancefloors, 
locking them into a surrendered moment. 
Simon spoke to us

What was the pull into the electronic?

Despite my days as an industrial music liking 
“goth?” , I’d had a penchant for all things sam-
pler based ever since seeing Paul Hardcastle 
on TV playing an Emulator II. I was into the art 
of noise in a big way before I “grew up”, and 
managed to fill my bedroom with all sorts of 
noise making curiosities starting with a Ya-
maha music computer, an old Japanese MSX 
that was sold to my father on my behalf by 
my cousin. I went on to borrow a 4 track midi 
hardware sequencer from a school friend, 
was donated an unwanted drum machine, one 
of those Dixon’s jobbies with the big rubber 
pads, and stole a 4 track tape recorder from 
the school’s language lab, one of those used to 
record both sides of the tape at once to speed 
up copying( it had a varispeed control too, 
enabling lots of fun with voices.) top all this 
off with a shortwave radio, a guitar, an amp to 
make feedback sounds, and I had just enough 
gear to annoy the hell out of everyone in my 
apartment block. But I think I fell in love with 
the whole techno and acid music thing after 
being brought to my first warehouse party in 

1988, in Blackpool , of all places, not London. 
That was where I saw enough to convince me 
that this was going to be a lot more exciting 
than sitting around, drinking red wine, talking 
about mutilation, and shagging in graveyards.

Can you tell us how your creativity was 
nurtured within the illegal dynamic

From the moment Sebastian and I had de-
cided to do this Live, everything changed. I’d 
been quite a prolific track writer at this time, 
having had at least 6 vinyl releases aged only 
18, but there just didn’t seem to be space in 
the DJ booth to put a whole studio, which of 
course is what you needed at the time. And 



the idea of taking such a valuable collection 
of toys into a disused warehouse and effec-
tively choking them with dust was completely 
unheard of. But we had a go at it anyway.  We 
started setting up in front of the sound system 
and saw what came out, using as many things 
we could fit into a backpack and a suitcase 
each, to make for easy getaway should the 
boys in blue arrive. This of course combined 
with the help of our master carpenter who 
turned a showman’s circus trailer into a home 
for a mobile recording studio in prepara-
tion for the trip abroad,  well, I guess seeing 
as how everything else about these parties 
was all about being able to move the whole 
lot, lock stock and barrel, form one place 
to another in a matter of hours, it was only 
natural that a part of the music should fol-
low suit. What’s the point in being a mobile 
traveling techno outfit when the majority of 
the tunes being played are conceived in an 
air conditioned multi million pound studio 
setup? Where’s the relation there? And the 
whole “traveling” element is what inspired us 
the most. Music that takes you into a state of 
trance, forever traveling onwards, to what goal 
nobody knew and gave a shit just as long as it 
was somewhere other than here,  moved about 

from country to country by a bunch of nutters 
on wheels, plenty of inspiration there I can tell 
you. Little things like not having electricity for 
2 weeks driving around, well, when you get 
it on again and can stay for a day or two, you 
keep banging them tunes and patterns out till 
you drop from exhaustion cos you don’t know 
when you’ll get the chance again before the 
weekend. And we all need new tunes for the 
weekend.

Can you tell us about the effect of liveset on 
the consciousness of both crowd and musi-
cian and the organic relationship between 
the two.

In words? Hmm,  tricky. I come prepared with 
the basic essentials to get a thing going on the 
speakers, but time will tell where my set is ac-
tually going to end up , and that, pretty much 
entirely depends on the crowd/performer 
feedback. Its almost like the music is play-
ing, but it takes a bit of time for both the artist 
and the audience to ‘tune in’ to what’s actually 
being played; the artist, of course, taking the 
hands on approach, and feeling his/her way 
into the interface and re-familiarizing with the 
data before finally having the confidence to 



let rip. Its, very much about technique, be-
cause its only those little backup plans that 
can save you from over repetition, indecision, 
and other such disasters  that can make or 
break a dancefloor.

Can you talk about the presence of the sub-
conscious within a truly great set

Autopilot, for everybody!!!! The whole thing 
feels like its being guided by a higher or-
der of being. Musician and crowd alike. And 
thers’s a physical rush that goes with that too. 
That little voice in the back of your head has a 
habit of switching off in times like these……

What sets liveset apart from commercial 
PA’s

Nearly none of dem wankers dare to impro-
vise!!!!

What role did nomadicism play in shaping 
your creative expression

Working out what we could do to get people 
in places new to us, into our sound, all based 
on what you’d experienced from the moment 
you arrived there. I didn’t drive at the time, 

so on those convoy trips, I had plenty of time 
to dream up ideas and techniques ready to 
be applied as soon as we got stopped long 
enough to set up and have some electric-
ity on!!!! We had more limits imposed upon 
us as musicians back then; the technology, 
the availability of  power ( which is why the 
Network 23 van distribution missions were 
so important, as we always got a few days in 
someone’s lounge here and there to get set 
up and creating), the time limits to get some-
thing together before the weekend and get it 
recorded off onto tape so we could flog it the 
minute we’d finished playing, remembering to 
keep the generator topped up with fuel in fear 
of losing several hours work: now ALL of the 
above is what pushed us to make better mu-
sic, and even losing something wasn’t so bad, 
you’d just do it better next time round and in 
half the time. Looking back over some of the 
recordings I got to see where our heads were 
at depending on the country we were in, and 
the time of year it was recorded; and I thought 
“well go to the foot of our stairs!, we really did 
go everywhere didn’t we. Fast , slow, any way 
we wanted to…”

Can you discuss Network 23 and it’s viral 
nature

Absolutely necessary, is the first thing that 
springs to mind. If there’s one thing that deal-
ing with major labels taught us, for me it was 
“if you got access to a studio, a residency on 
a sound system every weekend in a different 
city, a place to print up your own merchandise, 
a list of phone numbers of people who’ll po-
tentially help shift it for you, and a van to get 
to them in, who needs them?” so we started 
with the studio, the rig , and the van, and went 
for all the rest on a hellbent gambit. We didn’t 
fail. Once we’d driven round Europe a few 
times selling tunes out the back door the dam-
age had been done. We’d go back to places 6 
months later that had changed beyond recog-
nition since the last visit.  Next thing you know 
there was soundsystems, independent labels, 
DJ’s, livesets, backdrop artists, VJ’s, every-
where we looked. Brilliant!!

How do you see the interface of the mind, 
the soul and technology

If you’re clever, your soul will scream out what 
it wants, your mind will show you what you 
have to do in order to get that to happen, and 
the technology will obey. It’s something we’ve 



all been trying for flippin YEARS!!!!!!

How do you percieve the possibilities and 
potential of electronic rhythm based music

I see a lot of irony in the DAW sequencer’s 
new found penchant to include “humanized 
grooves” or ways to capture a real rhythm 
performance and create a template for other 
electronic based devices to sync with that: 
great fun though. Its about time a whole bunch 
of us sat down and really learned what tempo 
structure and song/pattern scale is all about, 
I’m looking into it again after a bit of a break( I 
had a flirtatious affair with triplets a few years 
back , finding out how to jump from dub or 
hiphop through midspeed techno up to hard-
core without ever changing bpm). The sooner 
we break the 4/4 mould, the more chance 
we have of modern dance music not killing 
the tastebuds of a generation. Biggest hurdle 
there I guess is to convince dj’s and produc-
ers alike to stop falling into the trap of making 
tunes that are ‘easy to mix’?????

Do you feel that dance music and rave cul-
ture has a special resonance in the West – 
the only culture to have suppressed rhythm 
and dance and based centuries of world 
view on a harmony soundtrack

I thought Elvis got there first? That’s what my 
dad would say anyhow.

Why isn’t liveset more prevalent – if only 
because of the transcendental buzz the art-
ist gets off it

Depends where you are mate, where I hang 
out these days, yeah theres DJ’s , but there’s 
an awful lot of livesets, well, guys n gals with 
laptops, controllers, and Ableton or whatnot, 
I guess that still counts. Across the rest of the 
planet, well not that many people have paid 
that much interest in us, so I guess they’ve not 
been subjected to what a powerful thing a live 
improvised set can be, apart from the ones 
done in ambient bars, and it just hasn’t quite 
caught on yet. Its not seen as something that 
everybody can do and should have a go at at 
least once in their lives, its still got that tag of 
“ super amazing, LIVE PA, “ with a couple of 
nutters in punky hairdo’s and silly shades sur-
rounded by machines that take up the whole 
stage, 45 minutes long, and press play and 
dance around a hell of a lot.

Is music hardwired into unexplored realms 

of consciousness

I’m watching out for you and yer trick ques-
tions……..

What is the honest difference between 
playing a club gig and an illegal dance-
floor

Closing time, bouncers, relationship with the 
sound engineer, abilitity to set up in front of 
the rig and hear the same thing the ravers do, 
hanging about outside of a morning with a 
bunch of new friends and a nice smoke , drink 
,etc, and the music’s still going on inside. 
Guess which one goes where……..

Please could you give an insight into the 
nature of the Sunday Night Jam

Only works if those involved haven’t been to 
sleep yet. Yer all played out, bored, nobody 
wants to spin, there’s a couple or a few of yz 
there, and there’s nothing better to do until 
they get back from the shops with supplies, 
HOW ARE YOU GOING TO ENSURE A FREE 
DRINKIE WHEN THEY GET BACK EH???Get 
that table out there and set it all up innit. Word 
spreads, a new fire gets built nearby, and 
nearly all of who’s left on the site are making 
their way over to see whats occurring. The 
point being everybody involved on the music 



side has already said what they’ve had to say 
that day and are ready to listen to others, at 
last!!!! Making sometimes, for some of the best 
music to get played the whole weekend.

How has your idealism weathered the 
years?

The test of time has proved to me that we’re 
not about to use sound and rhythm energy to 
unlock some secret code that will enable hu-
mankind to connect with other intelligent spe-
cies across the universe any time soon. Apart 
from that,  the idea that the world doesn’t need 
changing, all we have to do it potty train it and 
nobody will ever have to change it again, still 
stands.

Does music have more power within a cul-
tural movement?

Its very chicken and egg isn’t it. I remember 
a conversation I had with some ole feller in 
a field one morning about infrastructure and 
politics. Say for example you set up a new 
town, and all the governing bodies are there, 
vying for control over the proposed budget. 
Everybody jostles the minister for culture out 
of the way and tells him to stay at the back, 
shut up and pour the drinks, “we need indus-
try, we need roads, we need agriculture.” Etc 
etc.  What we see here is a sordid case made 
by these types who are forgetting one fun-
damental thing; you want a population in this 
new town, you’re going to need culture, once 
the work is done people need to let their hair 
down and enjoy some sort of entertainment, 
and I’m sorry , if your new town aint got no 
culture, no bugger’s gonna want to live there.

Yeah we can go back to the whole “the hippies 

were a direct result of the protests against the 
Vietnam war” everybody knows that. Rub-
bish, the music was already there, it just so 
happened that yet again, history provides an 
atrocity that rallies like minds, giving space 
for this music to grow, inspire a movement, be 
the background soundtrack while everyone 
gets their kit off for a bit of nookie n spliffs in 
public.

Come to think of it , I think the question is a 
statement in itself. Lets go back to western 
harmony, your question earlier, equal tem-
perament. What helped these pillagers of 
the new world in the name of jesus Christ? 
Big loud boomy tunes written by the likes of 
Beethoven, wagner etc played by full on or-
chestras making even the smallest general or 
conquistador feel like the biggest giant that 
ever stepped, I mean what is that ?the power 
of music in a cultural movement, despite the 
fact it was decimating several ancient cul-
tures in doing so. Here’s another? WHY DOES 
JAZZ SOUND SO MUCH LIKE THE CITIES IT 
BURGEONED IN? what is it about that music 
that conjures up images of smoky skylines, 
fedora’s , vintage black cars and the like? Is it 
a psychological thing we have now due to be-
ing subjected to it through the media channels 
we rely on? Then how was it for its pioneers? 
The answer to that is , possibly, EXACTLY THE 
SAME. It was the beat of the concrete jungle.



With developments like for example the 
React Table, where do you see the technol-
ogy heading

Well I played the first 10 minutes of my last 
live set of an iphone the other day. What we’re 
looking at as far as the interfaces are going, 
a lot of this tactile screen thing happening 
now, everybody’s looking for something you 
can just sweep your hands across and it does 
things. Soon we’ll literally have our hands up 
in the air in front of us moving data around 
a  ‘minority report’. Its all gonna go portable, 
wearable, and part of the furniture at the 
same time I think. The idea of cloud comput-
ing means that the tools and info important to 
each of us will be stored out there inside the 
network to be retrieved at will, wherever you 
are. I went to this place called ars - electronica 
in Linz, Austria , back in the 20th century, and 
the ideas they had for humano-electro intera-
tion were quaint to say the least: the virtual 
drumsticks would be great apart from its very 
hard to keep a beat when made to sit on a 
stool and whack the hell out of thin air. The 
virtual all over body suit made perfect sense 
until you actually did hit a wall and snagged 
your elbow on the exoskeleton, and as for Re-
actable???? Anyone reading this who has one, 
well, can I have a go? Pleeeeeeeeease?

Put simply, we are in the age of the control sur-
face right now, and a lot of people are working 
on all kinds of new ways to interact with your 
music hands on. My current favourite to try out 
would seem to be novation’s ‘launchpad’, the 
lighting display alone makes it possibly one of 
the best xmas presents an electronic musician 
could get for 2009.

Do you feel that the rise of laptop studios 
and the replacement of vinyl shops with 
vast download sites democratizes or satu-
rates the musical landscape

Sort of, but I’d never tell anybody who was 
contemplating going out and getting a gui-
tar not to bother, neither would you. Yeah, the 
social networking and mp3 revolution has 
made it harder than ever to sift through the 
crap ( sorry , things that don’t appeal to you) , 
but the positive of all this is we’re so close to a 
point where the concept of a musical ‘genre’ is 
becoming obsolete. Music will just get recog-
nized for what it is, and whoever made it, and 
the pressure to conform will be off our backs 
forever.



How relevant is music theory

Ask my daughter, she just started classes.

OK, don’t fall into the same trap I did, for long. 
Before I got into writing and performing elec-
tronic music , I was perfectly able to sight read 
music, I could ( and still can) look away from 
an instrument, hear a note or chord played 
from that instrument, and tell you what the root 
key was, ( or simply what note it was) , sing a 
note back in pitch to have it played from the 
instrument in identical timbre ( out by a few 
cents maybe but…) So, what did I go and do? 
Unlearnt the whole shebang so as to get out of 
the modern harmony trap and deal with mu-
sic as a collection of frequencies and rhythms 
that covered our hearing range, and click 
them into place according to the fundamentals 
of the groove being worked upon. You know 
you’re three quarters of the way there when 
you can hear little riffs and ditties in anything 
from a photocopier to a steam train. It was for 
this I abandoned the use of a keyboard for 
many years, favouringdrumpads, dials, and 
anything else that made sure the melodies, 
basslines and such, were highly inaccessible 
via a piano based device.

Oh I achieved my goals, surpassed them in 
fact, but in doing so , cut the accessibility of 

my music off from 80 percent of the world’s 
population: how do you get into the heads of 
people who are trying to play the solo from  
‘smoke on the water’ for the 18 millionth time 
today with something that to a rave dance-
floor educated individual can take your mind 
across the galaxy and back, but to anybody 
else sounds like a vacuum cleaner and a 
dumper truck trying to get it on in a nightclub 
toilet? I’ve recently put a full sized keyboard 
as the centerpiece of my workspace, and 
have rediscovered the joys of being able to 
play things with both hands. I’m loosely leaf-
ing through a ‘music theory made bang up 
to date’ course: the title is “hotwired”, it was 
created by an incredible individual called 
“ mat mckinley”, and deals with everything 
from relatives, scales, harmonics, chords and 
their inversions, and has a whole booklet 
on how to approach improvisation; food for 
thought aimed at anybody who’s stuck in the 
one finger groove and, like myself, wants “out 
outouuuuuuut!!!!!!”

Does today’s level of access to information 
breed power or nonchalance?

Both, Bigtime. How many of these “listen to 
my tracks on myspace “ do you actually give 
the time of day to , eh? The beautiful irony in 
this is that the social networking was set up 
as an alternative to traditional entertainment 
channels, but approach any one artist with a 
deal of some sort and they’d come running 
like dogs on heat. Myspace music should 
be every a+r man’s wet dream, but the old 
fogies in the big labels we have left are 
consistently still appealing to the midlife 
crisis demographic as their stable risk free 
cash cow because they capitalize on their 
inability to master, and lack of interest in 
thereof, the new capabilites of the technology 
at hand. So, we get a stream of rereleased 
classic rock/pop/soul what have you for the 
late 30’s to early 50’s, the pre teens, teenagers 
and college kids are taken care of by mobile 
phone companies that pay huge amounts 
of money for every pop video and ringtone 
in the charts to look and sound exactly the 
same, and flood the limits of your perception 
with it, and now, the target market of nursery 
rhyme consuming age are begging mom and 
dad to get them the latest cd by crazy frog or 
percy the penguin. My science teacher was 



a massive fan of ‘the who’, and , funnily enough 
the conversation in our class many a time veered 
towards that of music, and how he was convinced 
, even then , that we were suffering from a dip in 
creativity , you only had to listen to the charts to 
see how puerile they were etc etcetc. This was 
in the eighties, some great music came out of 
the eighties, even what was seen as pop crap at 
the time like Howard Jones, or Midge Ure, well at 
least all involved wrote their own songs, played 
instruments etc. I wonder what my science 
teacher must be thinking now? If I were him I’d 
have the biggest set of earmuffs just by my bed 
so that as soon as the radio alarm clock went off in 
the morning, on they would go, and the songs of 
today’s airwaves would trouble me no further….
but then saying that I’d probably just have the 
soundtrack to quadrophenia on my ipod…..

Please tell us about current projects

Just finished a sample library for samplemagic.com ( another one!!!!) Dubstep based ( better 
go and write some now innit!!) and working on my next album ( as I haven’t done one in 5 
years, its about bleedin time!!!!)

What is your dream today?

I just hope there’ll still be a Planet Earth and everything on it left after the polar shift…….

http://www.myspace.com/simoncrystaldistortion

http://www.labrataudio.com/







Carrie Reichardt 
aka The Baroness

Carrie Reichardt’s extraordinary talent and 
imagination takes ceramics to the very edge 
of subversion. From her spray cans to her 
murals, she brings a colourful and wry take 
on an art form all too often forgotten by the 
streets and we were delighted that she took a 
moment to speak to us

How did you get into ceramics?

I actually studied sculpture and used to do a 
lot of body casting work using latex, plaster 
and resins. But because I worked from home, I 
had to stop working with these materials after 
the birth of my first child. I was looking for a 
different medium to work in and made my first 
mosaic for the garden and got hooked straight 
away.  I started ceramic’s a few years later. I 
decided to take my daughter to family pottery 
classes, so that I would spend some quality 
time with her. Unfortunately she was not that 
taken with it and I became obsessed with 
ceramics and started going to classes 3 days 
a week.  Seven years later and I still attend the 
same college, Richmond Adult Community 
College.

You have a number of projects currently 
in progress, start off by telling us a 
little about The Revolution will be 
ceramicised....
 
The Revolution will be Ceramicised is a huge 
ceramic mural that we have just completed 
on the toilet walls, under the Westway in 
Ladbroke Grove. It was made as part of 
Mutate Britain’s ‘One Foot under the Grove’ 
underground arts festival.  Over the first 3 
weeks of the show , in collaboration with 
the charity SHP we ran free workshops and 
invited people to make their own tiles, to help 

mosaic one of Stik man’s design’s and got 
them to engrave into black ceramic hearts. 
We also got kids to design letters to spell 
out ‘The revolution will be Ceramicised”. All 
these different pieces were then added to 
the mosaics that we made off site. There are 
also two plaques in memory of our friends 
who are sadly no longer with us, Evie Doggart 
and Ed Maiden. Both were local creatives 
who had given much to the local community.  
The whole piece is in tribute to all the local 
radical, innovative and imaginative people 
who made the area the hothouse of dissent, 
resistance and creativity that it is now famous 
for. We included a pictorial timeline on tiles 
of the anarchic history that often get missed 
out of the history books. We still have a small 
section to finish and hope to complete it in 
January. The locals had been campaigning to 





get the public toilets back in use, as they had 
been boarded up for over 5 years. Mutate 
Britain invested over £4,000 to get them 
working again. We hope that the addition of 
the ceramic mural will help them persuade 
the council to now let them be used again now 
the exhibition is over. 
 
We love what you’ve done with the 
Treatment Rooms and the Tiki Truck, tell 
us a little about the themes behind these 
concepts...

In 2000 I was working as a  community  
mosaic artist and saw an advert in the Big 
Issue by the charity Human Writes asking 
people to befriend people  on death row. 
I applied and became a penpal to Luis 
Ramirez who was on death row in Texas. Our 
friendship inspired me to decide to mosaic 
the entire outside walls of my house and turn 
it into some mad, outsider type grotto. His 
murder by the State of Texas compelled me 
to dedicate my creative energies to trying 
to engage with others and raise awareness 
about injustice.  Following his death I, along 
with  friends made a 22ft mosaic mural in 
his memory on the back of my house which 
is inlaid with radical text and quotes. A few 
years later I also started to write to political 
prisoners in Angola Prison (Louisiana State 
Penitentiary), former black panthers who have 
spent over 3 decades in solitary confinement. 
Their names are  Herman Wallace and Albert 
Woodfox, otherwise known as the Angola 
3 (the third Robert King was exonerated 
in 2001) and Kenny (Zulu) Whitmore. My 
involvement with campaigning for these 
prisoners has become the driving force 
behind the work of The Treatment Rooms. Last 
year, Robert King unveiled a 40ft mosaic mural 
on the back on my house to highlight there 
cases.  Over the years various friends and 
artists have join forces with me and many now 
also write to the Angola 3 and Zulu. 
 
The Tiki Truck – our mosaic mausoleum,  was 
commissioned by Walk the Plank for the first 
ever art car parade, held in Manchester in 
Sept 2007. Originally it was commissioned 
to just be a tiki themed mosaic truck but 
whilst working on the truck I was asked to be 
present at the execution of a friend of mine, 

John Joe ‘Ash’ Amador. He was in the cell next 
to Luis and I was close to his family.  My friend, 
the artist  Nick Reynolds   is an expert body 
caster and he asked to come with me and 
make a death mask of Ash straight after his 
execution. Incredibility Texas is the only state 
in the USA that you can legally move a dead 
body so long as you provide your own body 
bag. So we brought a bag, collected him from 
the mortuary attached to the prison, put him 
in a hire car and drove him to some cabins in 
the woods where I assisted Nick in casting his 
head and arm (where the lethal injection was 
administered). Then we put him back in the 
hire car, dropped him off at another mortuary 
4 hours away and flew home with a full size 
cast of his head and arm. A copy of his death 
mask is now the centre piece on the top of 
the Tiki Truck. Eight days after Ash’s death, 
the Tiki Truck drove through the streets of 
Manchester as part of the parade, with over 
30,000 people watching and won first prize in 
the best decorated category. Ash knew of our 
plans and spoke to us by phone just before 
his death. He said “a death mask, that’s usually 
reserved for kings. Now I know I’m not trash, 
now I know I’m somebody”. We did film the 
entire trip and are currently working on a 
documentary about it. 



 How do people respond to Tiki Truck?

Everyone seems to love it, through when they 
find out about the death mask some are a 
bit upset about it. I have seen a few people 
actually cry when I have explained about Ash.  
I think people generally really love ceramics. 
There is definitely a universal appeal. I think 
it’s the tactile quality and the appreciation of 
craft and labour that goes into the making of it. 
Also the truck has lots of quotes and text inlaid 
into it, and people really seem to love reading 
them.
 
I’m sure lots of artists would love to 
decorate their house in the way your 
collective has done with the Treatment 
Rooms but how did you get around the 
council?

There is nothing to get round. So long as you 
do not live in a conservation area you can 
legally add stone cladding, pebble dash or 
tiling to your house. It is considered surface 
decoration. Had enough of the neighbours 
complained, they could of tried to take me 
to court to remove it, but fortunately most of 
locals seem to appreciate the house. 

We’re loving the subversive ceramic spray 
cans, tell us a little about the  ‘Jesus was a 
black man’ can...
 
I wrote to Herman Wallace and asked him to 
name me ‘20 dead revolutionaries you should 
know about’ and asked Albert Woodfox to 
name me ‘20 political prisoners you should 
know about’. I am currently working on a 
series of ceramic spray cans, the ultimate 
symbol of resistance, with these people on 
them. The ‘Jesus was a black man’ can is 
actually the can about Delbert Africa, one of 
the MOVE 9, who are political prisoners, held 
since 1978 in the USA.
The picture is him being beaten by the police. 
The line ‘Jesus was a black man’ is taken 
from a Black Grape tune. I thought one of the 
greatest lies ever told was that Jesus was a 
white, blue eyed man and that line always 
stuck in my head. It just seemed to go so well 
with the image of Delbert Africa .

How did you get involved in the Elephants 
Parade project and what do you have  
planned for your elephant?
 





I saw an advert in the Evening Standard and 
applied. I am working on the project with my 
partner Mr Spunky and Nick Reynolds. Nick 
has the resin elephant in his studio and he 
is going to mutate half of it so it has its skull 
showing. He is also going to make one foot 
look like it has trod on a land mine, and have 
its rips exposed. We are going to mosaic one 
half all ornate, with the elephant in a jewelled 
head dress, and the other half will be white 
with text printed on it about the destruction of 
the Indian elephants habitat. It will then hit the 
streets of London in May along with 200 plus 
other decorated elephants. 

You clearly have strong political opinions, 
do you believe governments are controlled 
by secret groups or rubbish MPs?

I am not sure I completely believe in the whole 
new world order theory, though I wouldn’t 
discount it either. I think governments are 
definitely controlled by the corporations and 
big business though and are there to ensure 
that only a few stay in power whilst exploiting 
the rest of us. I have always liked the Paul 
Valery quote – “Politics is the art of preventing 
people from taking part in affairs which 
properly concern them”

Is you work reactive to world events?

No, not really, my work has always been 
reactive to personal events. I have sometimes 
gone out a done something as a response to a 
particular world event. The day before the Iraq 
war started I went with a friend and painted in 
huge text along a railway wall ‘God help the 
Iraqis, the Christians are coming to save them” 
– only stayed up a few hours. 
My work is mainly driven by my personal 
involvement with injustice and fighting for my 
imprisoned friends. 

What’s your motivation?

Herman Wallace once wrote to me and said 
“ Carrie, try to remember, that the essence 
of your life is only measured in the way you 
can help others” I hold this to be true and try 
to use my skills to do just that. I believe that 
now more than ever we have to join forces 
and fight to save the planet and ensure justice 

and equality for all. My weapons of choice just 
happen to be a kiln, nippers and grout. Hence 
‘the Revolution will be Ceramicised”

What kind of future would you like to see 
for the world?

A future where humans respect mother earth, 
respect each other and where there is justice 
and equality for all. My ideal world would be 
one where there were no gods and no masters. 

Self Taught or art school?

Art School. I have a first in Fine Art Sculpture 
from Leeds Metropolitan University. I have 
been going to various courses and colleges 
ever since, although I have mostly self taught 
myself mosaics!!!

If you weren’t doing this, what would you 
be doing?

I would probably be dead or in rehab. I used 
to suffer from terrible clinical depression and 
had a history of self harm. I truly believe that 
my salvation came through my creativity. It’s 
called the Treatment Rooms, because on my 





studio door is a ‘treatment room’ sign taken 
from the old mental hospital in Hackney. The 
studio is where I go to get my therapy and 
cope with the horrors that are taking place 
in the world.  I am not sure I would be able 
to do anything else really, though when I was 
young I did always have a secret desire to be 
a lawyer. Now I think, fuck the law, we want 
justice. 
 
Is art for the eyes, the mind, the body or the 
soul?

I think truly great art, is art that engages them 
all. It surely has to be something that you 
should at least strive for. 

Name some of the artists in your 
collective...

There are many artists’s who help, it changes 
as to what and where we are working. The 
main artists that make up the collective with 
me are also activist’s engage in campaigning 
and community work .My partner, My Spunky 
is the main designer and draws up all our 
templates. Lori Bell, aka Lady Muck is my co-
conspirator in all things creative. We also work 
as performance artists together. She is also a 
trainer counsellor. Kevin O’Donohoe was the 
lead artist on the ‘Revolution will be 
Ceramicised’ wall and also works closely 
with the activist video collective “Reel News”. 
There is also Janet Thomas and Karen Wydler. 
Karen was on my degree course at Leeds and 
I have worked with her for years. She also 
does amazing educational environmental art 
work with TouchWood Trees and is training to 
be an art therapist. Her brother Mark has also 
helped considerably on the house and tiki 
truck.

How did you get involved with Mutate 
Britain?

The wonderful artist Wreckage International 
from the Mutoid Waste Company was one of 
the other artists who won a commission to 
make a vehicle for the first art car parade. 
We all stayed in Manchester together for the 
parade and hit it off with him and he invited 
me to decorate a plane panel for the first 
Mutate Britain show at Cordy House. Once the 

show had started they let us take over a space 
and have our own gallery/shop in there called 
‘The Black Sheep”. For the last show, they let 
us run a stall for the Angola 3 and Zulu, sell 
stuff and gave us a wall to mosaic. They are 
lovely to work with and always support what 
we are doing. 

How long has it taken to create the work of 
art that is the Treatment Rooms?

We started in about 2002 and probably have 
about another 5-10 years until we complete. 

Name some of your heroes.
..
That’s rather a big question… I greatly 
admire and get inspiration from the Angola 3, 
Kenny Zulu Whitmore, Bill Hicks,  Emmeline 
Pankhurst, Sunny Jacobs, Luis Ramirez and 
John Joe Amador. 
In terms of art, I think the Mutoid Waste 
Company is the UK’s most important counter 
culture arts collective. They are about to 
celebrate their 25 year and I think it is 
criminal that they are not more recognized 
by the art establishment and the mainstream 
press.  It was going to events they put on in the 
80’s that was to have the most influence on my 





own artistic development. 

What do you see yourself doing more of in 
the future?

Hopefully I will be working on large scale 
public art pieces that are made by the people, 
for the people. I would really like to help 
set up a whole collective of artists who are 
actually paid to go into their communities 
and facilitate them in beautifying their 
surroundings with wonderful ceramic murals. 

Anything else you wanna add?

I think that street art and graffiti has had its 
day and that the future lies is craftivism – the 
merging of craft and activism. I think we will 
slowly see the emergence of this as the new 
art movement across the globe.  I think that 
currently all the really interesting artists 

are combining there creative skills to try 
and engage and bring about social change. 
Look at the work of the Space Hijackers, War 
Boutique, Rayna Fahey aka Kakariki <http://
radicalcrossstitch.com/author/kakariki/> 
, Giles Walker, and the Laboratory of the 
Insurrectionary Imagination, the Rebel Clown 
Army, and Swoon and far too many more to 
mention. I really hope that with the move away 
from mass consumption and mass production 
we will see an appreciation of skill, time and 
labour and that craftivism really does become 
the next big thing in art. 
Remember you got to fight for your right to be 
arty…..
 
Thanks a lot for giving me the opportunity to 
say all this and good luck with the LSD.

www.carriereichardt.co.uk/







Busker
Played guitar since I was a little boy but never 
progressed beyond mediocrity. Was always 
looking for something through my music, but 
not sure what it was. The word busker comes 
from “busquer” a French word meaning to 
seek. Whenever I saw someone playing music 
in the street I would look at them with envy. I 
would have loved to do i,t but I always bottled 
it. When I moved back to Edinburgh from 
London, just after 9/11, I answered an advert 
in  a music shop - Stephen said he advertised  
for a singer but I thought it said guitarist. 

We never cleared that one up.

The playing was neat between us from the 
start. Three chords, open tuning. I was..
mediocre, but Stephen played like the wind. 
He did however share my desire to busk and 
pathological fear of it. I borrowed a couple 
of small chairs from my mother and we met 
up one rainy Saturday morning and played 
in Edinburgh’s Rose Street. Earned 96 pence, 
if I remember rightly. The chairs made us look like a couple of concert pianists without 

pianos. Never used them again. Sat on the 
ground after that.
We were shaking, from nerves, not the cold. 50 
pence of the 96 came from one little old lady. 
The coin spiraled down into the guitar case 
we were using to collect the money. It was the 
sweetest thing I have ever seen. Cut to 7 years 
later and I am busking in London’s Carnaby 
Street. A young guy puts 50 quid in my hat.  
How did it go from 50 p to 50 quid, I’ll tell you 
the story. Bit by bit. This is the first bit. 

The 50p was still the best.

After the first day we went out steadily, 
despite the awful Scottish weather. We started 
to make more money as our confidence and 
timing grew. Improvised blues in the style 
of Elmore James, Howling Wolf to name only 



two. We started to put the money in a box, 
not spend it. Saved up. Soon had enough for 
a couple of Resonators. Steel bodied guitars 
made by the National Guitar Company at the 
turn of the century, by two U.S. based brothers 
from Czcecho---I can’t spell it. You get the 
idea. Original ones cost thousands. We got 
a pair of Korean copies. Korea? Yeah, I know, 
totally blues, isn’t it. Whatever. Soon as we 
started playing slide guitar and 12 bar blues 
with these babies, the money poured into the 
case - and I mean poured. One day we made 
an absolute mint. We were overjoyed. Could 
hardly carry the booty home. We went out the 
next day, even  though we hadn’t planned to. 
But that kind of dosh has a way of changing 
plans. The next day we made......5 pence. I 
think we found that it in the street. We never 
came out for money again - only when we 
felt like playing, which was often. Why did we 
make no money. Something changed in out 
demeanor. Don’t know what it was but we gave 
off a stench. “Give us your money”

Never works.

One day, a man came up to us, as we were 
sitting in out doorway behind Marks and 
Spencers and sat down with us. It was a squash 
as there was not really room for three, but he 
didn’t seem to mind. Shook hands with both 
of us, said his name was Terry. He thought 
Stephen played like Johnny Fingers Guitar, 
who he had shared a cell with in Saughton 
Prison. He took out a tenner and put it in the 
case. Then he asked Stephen for a ciggie. 

Once it was lit, he wandered off and stopped a 
guy and asked him for some of his chips. The 
man gave them to him. He wandered back as 
our music serenaded him to the doorway. He 
sat down with a plonk and played air guitar, 
with a huge smile on his face. Then without 
warning he shook hands again stood up and 
said goodbye.
A couple of weeks later I was walking down 
Rose Street and Terry stopped me and asked 
me for a light.
“I don’t smoke, Terry.” I said quietly. His jaw 
dropped.
“How did you know my name?” He said.
“Busking.”
He thought for a moment, then said,
“Was I any good?”
“You were the best, Terry.” I said as I waved 
goodbye and went into the little shop to 
arrange for some chocolates to be sent to my 
maiden aunt. I was completing the transaction 
when David, who ran the shop, looked over my 
shoulder and said, 
“I think someone wants you.”
I turned. Terry was framed in the doorway.
“Thanks for being my friend.” He said gently. 

                                                                                      

BUSKER@Dirk Robertson







ZIG
Zig is LSD’s first foray into the world of 
digital art after being struck dumb by his 
subversion of time and space, concept 
and place. He weaves together the visual 
language of fine art and the media driven 
realities of the modern world into an 
extraordinarily powerful synthesis and an 
incisive comment on art, perception and the 
human condition. He spoke to us

Can you give us a bit of background

I was born in Brooklyn into a single parent 
family and was pretty much raised by my 
grandparents while my mother worked to 
support us.  That left a lot of room for me to 
run round with my friends and get into all 
sorts of trouble, but you know there was a lot 
of love there too.

I moved to Florida for my senior year in 
high school, went to college down there and 
worked for a number of art galleries and Hilda 
Gerst in particular who also had galleries in 
Manhattan and Palm Beach. She gave me a 
respect for art that I’d never even dreamed 
of when I was 15, and the craziest thing I 
remember was her giving me a Renoir in a 
paper bag and sending me down the street 
to go to the framers. I mean not even the most 
cunning art thief would ever suspect a kid with 
a paper bag!!

So there were a couple of inspirationally cool 
things that happened along the way and in 
many ways, I never really had a choice in life, 
it was always just to be an artist...From Florida, 
I moved back up to New York following a 
girl I’d fallen in love and began working for 
Grumman Aerospace (the people behind 
the F 14 Tomcat) on their space systems and 
producing a lot of art work at the crux of when 
computers were first introduced – probably as 
one of the first guys in the field. One thing that 
was great about working with Grumman was 
they had seriously deep pockets and  could 

afford to buy the greatest toys going for a 
digital artist to work with.

I worked on various X projects and space 
technology for a long time on electronics and 
systems integration, but really what it came 
down to was that I had a family and after 
Northrop began taking Grumman over, they 
wanted us to move to Florida, I wasn’t going 
back..and that was the moment when my 
freelance business began, probably about 15 
years ago now

Since then I’ve been plugging away with 
Zigs studio’s, and about 10 years ago I had an 
epiphany with fine art – that moment when 
you truly hit your style and there was no 
turning back

Did you have any formal training?

No .. I did go to college but I never finished.  





I have my Associates but never went on to 
further my fine art, you know, marriage and 
kids kind of get in the way! And anyway, I was 
an art director of local newspapers like the 
Boca Raton Times straight out of college, so 
that was an education in itself, but this is way 
before computers. And you know, the funny 
thing is that when I talk to artists now, they 
don’t even know what a paste up  is -  they’ve 
never even heard of waxers and things like 
that... it makes me feel old just talking about it.

But what it did was give me roots, so I could 
cut apart things easily, mix things up and put 
visual ideas together easily, that probably led 
to the whole juxtaposition within my fine art

Yes – a lot of your art is based on a a 
juxtaposition of concepts and time periods. 
Do you find a particular power in putting 

wildly different ideas together

You know it’s funny  - I don’t think that hard 
about it, they kind of just happen. I’ll take 
something that’s ancient or  even an Andrew 
Wyeth that everyone’s  familiar with, like 
Christina sitting in the middle of an empty 
field and I’ll just bring it into the 21th century 
-  what the image, the moment would it be 
if it were totally modernised.  When I took 
that painting on, it was at the time where 
Obama’s stimulus package was focusing on 
infrastructure like highway development, 
so it just came naturally to me -  just throw 
a highway down the front of it, leave a 
McDonalds bag fluttering in the wind and 
a pair of Nike sneakers in detail for when 
people actually start looking closer at it

I did that a lot with my paintings, and  I honed 
my style with painting probably ten years ago, 
but what happened is that maybe 5 years ago 
I threw that all away and really focused on 
digital. And that’s got problems too, because 
as a digital artist people are constantly 
questioning where the original piece is in 
that. That’s what everyone keeps asking you 
- you’ve got galleries asking you ‘OK where’s 
the original art work?’so you have to find a 
way of making your prints more of an original 
media. 

How do you approach a digital piece?

Well, working with computers early on, I 





gained an appreciation of file sizes and how 
to manipulate file sizes to the best advantage. 
So you can find or have images that might not 
be the greatest resolution but still be able to 
tweak and work with them. Creating a piece 
can take anything from a couple of hours to a 
good few days and on blended images, I can’t 
have you seeing any edges..I’ll focus in and 
really make it smooth..it all goes back to my 
days at Grumman..to make things that weren’t 
real look like they were already existing..

 What’s the UFO angle

It’s just stuff I love, one of those things that 
interest me, and bottom line, if I don’t focus on 
aspects that interest me who’s going to look at 
it anyway. I’m drawn to the whole robot thing, 
maybe it’s growing up in front of television - I 
think a lot of it comes from that, it really does.  
I’ve thought about how television influences 
later interests and perceptions, and I guess I 
was just a Sci-Fi nut 

Hearing your story, the fine art with these 
bizarre modern intrusions into it makes a 
lot of sense.

It comes from, a military background. I was 
doing a lot of work for both NASA and the 
army...but it got to a point where as an artist 
in that field, you’re making war look pretty. 
You’re taking an F-14 and putting a laser 

scope on to sell that billion dollar laser 
scope – you’re glorifying, beautifying and 
packaging war. Which really got to me after 
a while, or maybe it got to me after I left..
getting some distance and perspective on 
what I was actually doing there. I have friends 
who are still there, still doing that same thing 
- it’s a job and they’re good at it. Maybe those 
realisations also come with age , I’m getting 
a little older too , and  I think after you have 
kids and a family you love and have hopes for,  
it makes you far more aware, and you don’t 
want to see any violence on whatever level let 
alone work within the industry. There a lot of 
shit in the world

There’s a lot of shattering the suburban 
dream in your work. Can you give us some 
insight into that?

I think it’s just growing up in Brooklyn. There’s 
another big aspect of my life that kicked in 
after I left Grumman and spent too much 
time at home freelancing. I had to get out of 
the house for a while, and one of my loves 
is motorcycles, I’m a biker dude at heart. 
So  I found a shop, a really high end custom 
motorbike shop. And of course in the pre 
computer days, the air brush was king, so my 
time with Grumman was spent working with 
an air brush. So after changes and changes 
by the technical guy, you come along and 
scrape half an inch of paint off with a razor 
blade. I suppose my life came full circle when 





I started working with the motorcycle crew 
because they’re still working with air brushes, 
by which point I was into this whole computer 
generated field. But what they taught me was 
how to paint on the dark side, how to paint 
skulls and how to deal visually with death. 
It’s just a totally different business that I had 
never been around, and even the work on 
war machines was psychologically removed 
from the grim realities, focusing entirely on 
design in its own right rather than the eventual 
consequences of that design. I was never that 
dark, I’m not a dark person and while you 
get a lot of artistss who focus on really dark 
media, I’m just not that way.

Religion features heavily in your work.  
What’s your take on it

I love God. I don’t go to church, but I feel 
church, so if I can guide through imagery 
then I’m all for it. But I don’t do it to promote 
for them, I do it for myself. I see telephone 
poles clogging my view when I look out of my 
window, and being a lover of art history, you 
see all these wonderful crucifixion paintings 
and it one day just came to me, let me just 
corner the view, so I stripped it all out and 
put up a telephone pole with Jesus being 
crucified on it. But the presentation of religion 
has changed with modernity too. Originally, 
Thomas had stick his finger physically in. We’ll 
never have that opportunity so we’re going to 
turn on channel 5 and watch Thomas stick his 

finger in. It doesn’t mean you have any less 
faith, it’s just way modern society operates.

How important is humour in your work

I’m a happy guy, so if I can import humour into 
a piece which I do very often like to do, it just 
happens organically. I just don’t like to be a 
negative type of person. It’s not easy all the 
time but you just keep trying

What does art mean to you at it’s best

You know again it goes back to hanging out 
with guys at the motorcycle shop - that hard 
core artist group , that I was so inspired by. 
It’s that whole epic concept – you’re looking 
for epic, you’re looking for big, maybe that 
one image that will just says ‘I was here’. It’s 
almost like making your mark, like putting a 
tag up for eternity...It’s like tagging eternity..I 
don’t even know how to put it into words.- in a 
sense, you’re looking for immortality 

Much of your work references the media – 
how do you feel about the media

I’m all for it. Listen, I’m a news junkie, I’m a TV 
guy. The TVs always on apart from around 2am 
when I’m shutting it off. It’s just such a huge 





part of society. You know, it’s just unavoidable 
to make it’s way into art. I tell younger artists 
or those who are coming up - look for a 
style, and that’s a problem with a lot of artist 
they just can’t find their style- they may be 
amazing, but can you tell them from anything 
else that’s been out there? No. So what makes 
an artist good is his style. Sometimes it’s just 
elements in your life sometimes it’s influences 
that come through the media and ideas 
shaped by what you read or what you see- 
you’ll pick those half dozen elements, that you 
can focus on and build a repertoire that would 
help you define yourself. And for me, it’s 
television, for me it’s religion, it’s an aspect, it’s 
a bee, little elements that come together into 
your self and your art 

What’s the reaction been like to your 
digital art

Probably better than some of my paintings. 
I was getting really good feedback from 
people on my painting, but I just sort of threw 
it out. I simply didn’t want to paint. The digital 
media is slowly getting accepted because a 
lot of people are seeing the humour in it or 
the juxtaposition in it. Who normally might 
not. Here’s an example - I show at one place 
in town in New York.. it’s a really cool little 
place, but before the owner knew who I was, 
this guy didn’t what to show my Mona Trooper 
piece because she has a gun. I go ‘Joseph, it’s 
juxtaposition’, he didn’t understand the whole 
Mona Lisa being a storm trooper thing, he just 
didn’t get it...so you’re going to have those 
people who just didn’t get it (and that was a 
gallery owner)...but for the most part they do, 
but I think they’re looking to sell and we have 
to be realistic, because we still have to make a 
living. The hard core collectors are looking for 
originals

Do you think there a kind of hypocrisy in 
that, isn’t it the ideas that are original

Yes it is, the idea is original, but art is also 
business. They want that one Andy Warhol 
that’s going to sell for 45 million dollars, but I 
think my whole concept is not to run too many 
of them, to pull the reins back a little bit. You 
can get the exposure other ways (like how you 
found me), by just throwing it up there and 

being crazy persistent, I’m always looking for 
my next idea because I’m pushing myself. But 
I’m still searching for the answer to the whole 
digital era

How do you view street art?

I love it, I’ll tell you a funny story, my 
grandmother was a hardcore Jewish 
grandmother .OK. In Brooklyn we lived behind 
a temple...so my first experience of bombing 
was in my back yard I bombed the back of this 
temple and boy did my grandmother threw a 
fit. And as I say – you really didn’t mess with 
her That put me off bombing for a very long 
time. But when it comes to kids scrawling their 
name, no it’s probably not art. If you’re going 
to put something on a wall at least put some 
thought behind it.

What’s the dream for your art work

:Right that’s the million dollar question. The 
dream is, I’m not a young guy any more, and 
I just want the images to last as long as a 
Botticelli. 

What else do you look for as an artist, except 
‘ I like that Zig he was a cool dude’.. he might 
not make a fortune, makes his money selling 
web sites but you know so what.

www.planetzig.com







The Future
Where is the future where is the past

Astronomy without technology cannot last
Solar system colonies, teleport machines

Imminent optimism grasped
We’re taking it back to our dreams

Full steam as we scheme into a future unseen
A blank canvas screen

We’re taking it shaking it making it gleam
Let’s scream…

And let me tell you about my dream
I want to evolve let me tell you what I mean

You see a nuclear weapons intention
Isn’t for protection but destruction

I’m betting that the invention has a function of 
selection

To determinate how much to exterminate
While the reserve gets paid

Come on give me a break
Let’s put our money into something that counts

Why all the bouts, when agony emphatically amounts
Let’s not fall behind

Peace on earth is evolution for man kind

Long division is a timely process
Subtract through the shadows and darkness

Multiply your movements to shine
Add all your thoughts to equal sublime

I’ve spent so many days and nights
Trying to walk this earth

And what I’ve realised is that this whole universe
Is trying to sympathise giving us a veer to purse

But we ain’t got no purpose so we just search an search
Blowing up the skies until the ozone bursts

Putting toxic waste up underneath the earth



We want to live longer, and still give birth
While all the information gets lost

I only ever here one song on the radio
And all the false reality on those TV shows
So I just hit my pedal let the bass lines flow

Open your mind or I’ll show you the door just,
Shut your eyes so your soul doesn’t know

Shuffle your feet on the dance floor
Let yourself go, show the bare minimal

Love is sublime and not subliminal

Long division is a timely process
Subtract through the shadows and darkness

Multiply your movements to shine
Add all your thought to equal sublime

DUB FX









Rebel Without a 
Pause

 On March 8th 1973 a massive car bomb 
exploded outside the Central Criminal Court, 
commonly known as the Old Bailey, in central 
London. Shortly afterwards a second bomb 
exploded outside government offices just 
off Whitehall. The police found and defused 
a third car-bomb parked outside Scotland 
Yard. Although telephone warnings had been 
given, one person was killed, 214 injured and 
massive damage was done to property.

  The attack bore all the hallmarks of the IRA. 
There had been near-simultaneous bombings 
in Belfast and Dublin, and it came on the 
eve of an Ulster ‘Border Referendum’. Some 
kind of symbolic act on the part of the IRA 
had been expected. The telephone warning, 
complete with an identification code, came as 
confirmation, if that had been needed.

  Shortly afterwards, the police arrested ten 
members of the IRA unit responsible, as 
they sat on a plane at Gatwick, waiting to 
fly to Dublin. Mostly, they were young and 
inexperienced ex-students. Gerry Kelly, 
their leader, was 20, the Price sisters both 19 
and there was a girl of 16. At their trial later 
however, the judge remarked that it was one 
of the gravest crimes ever committed in this 
country and handed down life sentences to all 
involved.

  I had noticed the bombings, but only 
to worry if family and friends had been 
caught up in them. Even then, it stayed at 
the periphery of my attention. I was three 
years into my own life sentence and my full 
concentration was on trying to escape. That, 
together with a natural rebelliousness, had 
ensured many long months in punishment 
blocks in solitary confinement and often on a 
bread and water diet too. I lived in a world of 
pain.

  Following an unsuccessful escape attempt 
and the ensuing riot at Albany Prison on the 
Isle of Wight, I was transferred to Wormwood 
Scrubs. The latter was a comparatively easy 
prison, with plenty of facilities and lots of time 
allowed out of cell. Mostly, it was a jail for 
‘model’ prisoners, first offenders and those 
who were no trouble to the prison authorities. 

  If it seemed a strange move for a man like 
myself, who had so recently been involved in 
so much trouble, then there was a method in 
the Home Office’s madness. Sometimes they 
located a troublesome prisoner in an easy 
jail like the Scrubs to isolate him from other 



troublesome prisoners and so minimize his 
disruptive potential. Further, they hoped that 
the troublesome inmate would take to the 
good conditions and behave accordingly. 

  In my case, I decided to let the authorities 
think that I was settling down. However, 
although the Scrubs was a top-security, 
Category A jail, there were weaknesses in 
its security that I had not seen in other top 
security jails. I resolved to bide my time and 
plan an escape.

  A major problem was that, in a jail full of 
model prisoners, virtually no one wanted 
to go. This is despite some extremely long 
sentences ranging from four years right 
up to 30 years and life. That isn’t to say that 
I couldn’t have found someone willing to 
have a go, but they were either thoroughly 
untrustworthy and may have told the 
authorities, or they were naïve and weak. I 
secretly schemed away whilst waiting for 
someone more reliable to arrive.  

  If ‘the chaps’ are a self-defined group of 
criminals who are stronger, more professional 
in their approach to crime and more 
trustworthy, then there were very few ‘chaps’ 
at the Scrubs. Most of these worked in the 
prison laundry. I knew or was known to most 
of them. I too got a job in the laundry.

  A year passed and suddenly Ian, a close 
friend of mine, arrived. He too had recently 
been in escape attempts and riots and the 
authorities were trying out exactly the same 
approach with him as they had with me. 

  I got him a job in the laundry with me and 
explained how far I had got with my planning. 
Through a corrupt civilian worker I had 
managed to get my hands on an impression 
of a gate key. I sent this outside and had the 
finished key smuggled back in again. Now I 
could pass through any gate in the jail. 

  I had noticed that the prison Works 
Department sometimes left an extending 
ladder in the locked laundry over the 



weekend, chained and padlocked to a wall 
inside a store. The laundry was a one-storied 
building that lay across a yard, barely 20 
yards from the long- term wing where Ian and 
myself were housed. It would be possible to 
let ourselves out of the wing using the key 
and cross the yard to the laundry. There was a 
padlock that secured the laundry gate, which 
could be easily knocked off. Then it was just 
a matter of letting ourselves through the gate 
with the key.

  Once inside it would take seconds to knock 
the padlock off the chain that secured the 
ladder. Wormwood Scrubs however, had two 
layers of perimeter security. First, there was 
a 20 feet high, wire-mesh fence. This had 
barbed wire at the top and trembler bells that 
sounded the alarm if they were shaken. Then 
there was an outside wall of similar height. 
Both were liberally festooned with CCTV 
cameras that were monitored in a central 
control room. 

  Quite clearly, once the ladder hit the first 
fence it would sound the alarm and we would 
have only a very short time to get over. It 
would be optimistic in the extreme to expect 
that the two of us could climb the ladder 
and have time to pull it up to use again on 
the outside wall. Patrolling guards with dogs 
would be on the scene too soon and would 
grab the bottom of the ladder.   

  However, the outside wall could be climbed 
with a rope and hook. There was abundant 
material to make the rope out of. This could be 
done beforehand and the rope hidden away 
in the laundry. The Work’s Department also 
had a locked store located in the laundry. This 
could be easily broken into and the tools used 
to make some sort of hook. In theory, it was an 
entirely feasible plan.

  Ian immediately pointed out that the two of 
us would have more chance of getting away 
if we had two more people in on the escape. 
My reply to that was to ask where we would 
find two such people. Ian was much more 
gregarious than I, and mixed more extensively 
on the wing. He suggested a young guy called 
Malcolm and Gerry Kelly.

  I knew something of Malcolm, but only 
because of all the trouble he had been in at 
other jails. Still only 20, he had done many 
months of punishment for rebelling against 
the warders. Criminally though, he was very 
naïve and had never stolen anything in his 
life. He was fanatical about politics though, 
and was a libertarian. He was sentenced to 
ten years for fire-bombing his local town hall. 
Malcolm was brave enough and certainly 
trustworthy.

  Gerry Kelly was another kettle of fish 
entirely. Physically unimposing, he still had the 
slim, be-spectacled, owlish look of the student 
he had so recently been. However, I had to 
agree with Ian that he was probably brave 
enough and could definitely be trusted not 
to betray us to the authorities.  As far as the 
criminal pecking order on the long-term wing 
was concerned, both were virtual nobodies. 
But as Ian pointed out, you didn’t have to be 
one of ‘the chaps’ to qualify for a place on our 
escape. They were friends of Ian’s rather than 
friends of mine, so I told him to ask them if 
they were interested. 

  Early planning meetings immediately 
revealed a gulf between our respective 
ideologies. Apart from organising the escape, 
Ian and I had agreed to provide a hiding place 
in London until we could leave the country. As 



this latter move would take a couple of weeks 
to organize, we would have to spend this 
period in London.

  Ian mentioned that, before he had been 
arrested, he had been looking at a ‘bit of work’ 
involving the armed robbery of a main Post 
Office sorting depot. He said that the prize 
could be as much as £100,000. Ian suggested 
that the four of us rob the depot to provide us 
with much-needed money to go ‘on the run’ 
with. 

  There was an embarrassed silence. Malcolm 
spoke first, stating quite unequivocally that it 
was against his principles to steal. Probably 
encouraged by this, Gerry added that this 
was also his position, He went on to say that 
he was just a bomber and that others did the 
robbing. Temporarily confused by this concise 
definition of the division of labour within the 
IRA, I could only mutter that he could always 
give his share to the organisation, but he 
wasn’t to be swayed. They were both on board 
for only the escape. 

  As things turned out, I was overtaken by 
events. A prisoner had been killed in the 
punishment block and there were allegations 
that the warders had done it. Questions were 
raised in the local press. To keep up the 
pressure, many of the inmates of the long-term 
wing took part in a sit-down protest. I was a 
leading organiser of the protest. For my pains 
I was shipped out to another prison, as was 
Malcolm. Ian and Gerry though carried on 

with the escape.

  Over the years I had occasionally seen 
references to Gerry in the press. I was aware 
that, on release from prison, he had joined 
Sinn Fein, the political wing of the IRA and was 
currently an elected member of the Northern 
Ireland Assembly, the devolved government 
involving all parties to the conflict in Northern 
Ireland.

  So, just as I had transformed myself from a 
violent gangster into a writer and journalist, 
so, it would seem, had Gerry turned from a 
‘man of war’ to a ‘man of peace’. I thought that 
it would make for a good story for me to go to 
Belfast and do an interview with him, picking 
up where we had left off some quarter of a 
century earlier.

  Eoin, who came from the Republic of Ireland 
himself and most probably had considerable 
Republican sympathies, thought it was a great 
idea. He commissioned me to do the piece for 
‘Front’. 

  There were a couple of immediate problems. 
Firstly, I hadn’t been in touch with Gerry for 
nearly 25 years. I would have to find a way of 
doing so. Secondly, how would he remember 
me? We had been comrades rather than close 
friends and he most certainly hadn’t agreed 
with my professional pursuit of crime. Lastly, 
there was the ‘Front’ factor. How would he 
react to doing an interview for a ‘lad’s mag’?



  The first problem I solved by phoning the 
Sinn Fein office in Belfast. I was soon put 
through to Gerry Kelly’s secretary, Margaret. I 
explained who I was and what I wanted to do. I 
said that I wrote for an English men’s life-style 
magazine with a circulation in the hundreds 
of thousands. I added that the theme of the 
article would be that we had both transformed 
ourselves into ‘men of peace’. 

  All this was perfectly true. What I didn’t 
mention was ‘Front’s’ name, in the hope 
that the ‘lads mag’ phenomenon hadn’t yet 
reached Belfast. Margaret asked me to phone 
back the following day.

  When I did so, Margaret told me that, of 
course, Gerry remembered me and would be 
pleased to do an interview. I would have to 
come to Belfast though, as none of Sinn Fein’s 
elected MPs had taken up their right to sit in 
the House of Commons.

  I came in to land at Belfast International 
Airport late in the evening and it was nearing 
midnight as my taxi pulled up outside the 
Community Centre in the Falls Road that 
I had been directed to by Margaret. The 
articulate young Irishman who was manning 
the upstairs reception desk was obviously 
expecting me. He informed me that certain 
members of the community put guests up for 
bed and breakfast. It was relatively cheap and 
provided an opportunity for the visitor to get a 
feel for the local community. This is what had 
been organised for me.

  It was a five-minute taxi ride to a street half 
a mile further up the Falls Road. As we pulled 
up at the gate of a terraced house, a short, 
middle-aged woman hurried down the path to 
meet me. She introduced herself as Anne and, 
grabbing my bag, bustled me into the house.

  The house was spotlessly clean, if 
unostentatiously furnished. Anne made me 
a cup of tea and we sat at a kitchen table 
together. Even sitting down, she was filled 
with a boundless energy. Over the next 
hour she regaled me with stories from ‘the 
troubles’, in many of which she had played 
an active role. She emphasised that she had 
never been a member of the IRA or taken part 
in any ‘terrorist’ activity. But there had been 
many other ways the local community had 
supported their men and women who had 
been members.

  Anne was a great talker and funny with it too. 
With a liberal use of expletives she made even 
dramatic incidents sound humourous, without 
ever once sounding crude. It became clear 
to me that women like Anne had been the 
backbone of the fight for justice in Northern 
Ireland. Without her and thousands like her, 
the IRA could never have reached the point 
they had now. 

  All of a sudden I was dead tired. The 
traveling and the lateness of the hour had 
combined to make me nod as I sat at the table. 
“Come on, off to bed with you now”  barked 
Anne, startling me awake. She ushered me 
upstairs to my bedroom and, promising me 



breakfast when I arose in the morning, wished 
me ‘goodnight’.

  Breakfast with Anne was a case of more of 
the same, but it was never boring. Her fund 
of interesting stories seemed endless. From 
time to time, neighboring women and their 
children popped in and out. Anne was a 
virtual surrogate mother to several kids. I had 
noticed that she had no children of her own 
and there seemed to be no trace of a man 
about the house. Also, there was a carefully 
disguised sadness about her that she put on a 
brave face to hide. But I didn’t pry. No doubt 
she would tell me her circumstances if she 
thought it relevant.

  My appointment with Gerry Kelly was for 
the following day. The Press Office sent their 
apologies, but explained that there were 
important meetings scheduled for today. So 
I had a whole day to kill. Anne indicated that 
I could accompany her on her daily round if 
I so desired. It seemed a great way to learn 
more about the local Catholic community and 
Republicanism in general. That would help me 
to put people like Gerry Kelly in context.

  Half way up her street there was a small 
community centre and gardens. These had 
been built from a grant from the European 
Community Fund. Anne mentioned that, as 
peace began to break out, every household 
had also received a £10,000 grant for 

improvements from the same fund.

  The community centre performed a 
multitude of functions, from serving as a 
simple meeting place to sorting out local 
people’s problem. It was all done on an 
informal basis, using volunteers. So there 
was none of the antagonism common to such 
places in mainland England, where the local 
authority was viewed as the ‘them’ as opposed 
to ‘us’.

In fact, the whole phenomenon of the local 
community spirit was amazing, especially to a 
Londoner like myself, where one might never 
speak to a neighbour although living next 
door to them for ten years.

  Walking down the street with Anne, people 
would call out and come over to talk. People 
were forever popping in and out of each 
others houses. She invariably introduced me 
as ‘Gerry’s friend from England.’ 

  Gable ends decorated with Republican 
wall-art leapt out of their gloomy, working 
class surroundings. Here a gigantic mural 
celebrating the life and death of hunger 
striker Bobby Sands: there a roll call of IRA 
men and women killed in ‘the troubles’. 
I reflected that, in most communities, the 
dead stayed only in the graveyard. Here, in 
Republican West Belfast, they were alive and 
living in the community.



   Republican graffiti though, wasn’t the only 
kind. I noticed several instances of ‘Fuck 
the IRA’ and other less-than-complimentary 
slogans painted on walls. I thought that it 
had been done by the Loyalists. “No, it’s the 
fucking yobboes”, corrected Anne. Like any 
other urban community, it seemed that West 
Belfast suffered at the hands of teenaged joy-
riders, vandals and their ilk. 

  As the organisation responsible for policing 
their community, this problem had become 
the responsibility of the IRA. Some of their 
methods had been very direct. Generally, 
they were supported in this by the majority, 
however, some yobboes and their families 
obviously felt otherwise.

  I had intimated to Anne that I would like to 
meet Roy, another old IRA friend from prison, 
whilst I was here. Roy was much more in the 
‘Irish rascal’ mode than Gerry and I could 
expect a more gritty low-down on what it was 
really like on ‘the street’ from him.

  Within half an hour I was given the address of 
an old warehouse several streets away. 

  Roy was expecting me and we hugged each 
other warmly. We had shared some tough 
times in jail. Now though, we were both out on 
the street and very pleased to be so. We had 
both weathered the experience well.

  The first 20 minutes was spent asking about 
old friends. Then we got around to talking 

about the peace process. Although he spoke 
positively about it, he was quite cynical. “The 
Loyalists know we’ve won, because we’re out-
breeding the bastards”, he laughed. I took this 
to be a reference to the fact that the Catholic 
community, where contraception was largely 
eschewed, had a much higher birthrate than 
the Protestant community, where it wasn’t.

  On the subject of the ‘yobboes’, Roy was 
quite matter of fact about it. “Some of them are 
a fucking nuisance and make people’s lives a 
misery”, he said. He also added that many of 
them were on drugs  which they bought off the 
Loyalist gangs in East Belfast. 

  “Some people say that the IRA deal in 
drugs”, I said, looking Roy right in the eye. 

  “We shoot drug dealers”, replied Roy quite 
deadpan and staring straight back. It was 
‘point taken’. The idea of the IRA selling 
drugs in their own communities was never 
really accepted by me. Knowing the strong 
principles of people like Gerry Kelly, I knew it 
would never be allowed. 

  That evening there was some kind of 
Republican celebration scheduled. It was a 
celebration of the hunger strikes and those 
who had been involved in them. There were 
parades and marches up and down the Falls 
Road, at the side of which had been built a 
mock up of a prison cell. Various IRA men took 
turns to symbolically spend time in the ‘cell’, 
just wrapped in a blanket. 



  I walked with Anne through the packed 
streets and, even though I was the only 
Englishman there, I never felt under any 
kind of threat. The locals blamed the British 
Government for their problems, not the 
ordinary man in the street.

  Anne was everywhere. Shaking hands with 
this group and having a joke with that one. 
Often I was left for a while with a group of 
women from her street. Suddenly one of them 
put her hand to her mouth in surprise and 
muttered an involuntary, “Oh my God, it’s him.” 

  “For fuck’s sake don’t let her see him”, cried 
another as they milled about in confusion.

  I looked in the direction they were looking 
and saw a big, rangy guy of about fifty, 
standing with a group of men next to the 
mock up of the prison cell. Suddenly I was 
back in prison mode. I had come to like this 
Anne and the ‘chaps’ rules state quite clearly 
that should any man worthy of the name be in 
the company of a woman who is menaced by 
another man, then he must fight.

  I looked more closely at the man in question. 
He was about the same age as myself, but a 
good six inches taller and three to four stones 
heavier. Yet, in seconds, I was contemplating 
rolling about in the dust of the Falls Road with 
him. Coupled with the fact that he was quite 
obviously a local IRA hero and was standing 
with several of his mates, the prospects were 
daunting to say the least.

  I was just wondering how I would explain it 
all to Gerry in the morning when, suddenly, 
the problem solved itself. As the group of 
Anne’s friends rushed over and engaged her 
in earnest conversation about where they 
were all going next, the big guy and his mates 
drifted off in the other direction.

  The following morning I set off early for my 
meeting with Gerry. A twenty-minute walk 
along the Falls Road brought me to the Press 
Office. Lots of bars and grilles covered the 
doors and windows. I pressed the bell and 
waited patiently.

  The door opened almost immediately and 
an attractive young woman, her face wreathed 
in smiles, motioned me inside. I gave her 
my name and showed her my press card. 
“Oh we’re expecting you”, she said chirpily. 
“You’re Gerry’s friend from England. He won’t  

be long. Please take a seat.”

  I sat in a small reception area and passed 
a few minutes reading the posters and 
newspaper cuttings hanging on the walls. 
I looked up quickly as a group came in, 
recognition dawning as I saw a familiar face. 
As the tall, heavily-bearded man walked up to 
me, my mind struggled to accept that Gerry 
could have changed so much. I instantly 
rejected the notion though, because I had 
seen recent photos of Gerry and he looked 
nothing like this. 

  The puzzle was soon solved when the man 
introduced himself as Gerry Adams. I had 
seen the leader of Sinn Fein many times on 
TV,  that was where the recognition had come 
from. He obviously knew who I was because, 
as we shook hands, he said that Gerry would 
be along in a minute.  

  The door opened again and suddenly 
Gerry was standing before me. The passage 
of nearly 25 years had added several kilos 
to his tall frame, but his still-youthful, well-
nourished face belied his 47 years. We had 
never been close prison pals and Gerry 
had never subscribed to the criminal ethos, 
so there was no embracing and slapping of 
backs. There was a certain gravitas to Gerry 
Kelly now, legacy no doubt of his present role 
as a politician. He greeted me warmly though, 
whilst shaking my hand quite formally, almost 



ritually.

  He ushered me into his office and asked me 
if I would like tea. As we waited for the girl 
to bring it he asked me how I was and where 
I was staying. In truth, the pause before the 
interview proper gave me time to consider 
my approach. I wanted something more than 
just a formal interview. Any journalist could 
get that and, no doubt, Gerry did a dozen of 
those every day. He was friendly enough and 
his open, easy-going nature came across quite 
clearly. I would have to hope that, as we got 
into the subject matter, a more intimate Gerry 
would emerge.

  When I told him I was staying with Anne, up 
the Falls Road, he looked interested. He told 
me how she had everybody’s respect, that she 
had great spirit and had been a tireless fighter 
for the cause over many years. I told Gerry 
about how she had been showing me around 
and introducing me to people. When I got to 
the episode involving the previous evening, 
I asked who the man was that Anne’s friends 
had been so keen to keep her from seeing. 

  Gerry looked thoughtful for a moment, then 
serious. “It’s a great shame, Norman, a tragedy 
really. Another way that the troubles have 
wrecked lives and families. That man was Sean 
M……… He was one of the original hunger 
strikers and an IRA volunteer over many years. 
He was married to Anne. She traveled all over 
the country to visit and support him. However, 
through his countless legal actions against 
the government, he became very close with 
his solicitor. She was a younger, quite well-
to-do woman from the South. They fell in 
love and, when he got out, he divorced Anne 

and married her. Anne took it quite badly. 
Apart from anything else it was a very public 
humiliation. It was a bad business altogether.” 
For a moment he was lost in thought, gazing 
into the middle distance.

  At that point the arrival of the tea made for 
a welcome interruption. As we settled down 
with our respective cups Gerry asked me what 
it was I wanted from him.

  I explained the theme I had in mind, that we 
had both once been ‘men of war’ and were 
now ‘men of peace’. The story would be one 
about what we had been through to get here. I 
mentioned that a good starting point might be 
when we had last met. I had just been shipped 
out of the Scrubs, leaving Ian and himself to 
carry on with the escape.

  It was a good conversational ploy, because, 
within seconds, Gerry was lost in the details of 
that adventure those 25 years previously.

  “It came as a shock, of course, you’re being 
moved. Luckily though, we knew where you 
had hidden the key. We stole two warder’s 
uniforms from the laundry and altered them 
to fit Ian and myself. How is Ian, by the way?” 
he paused as the memory of his old friend 
intruded.  

  I explained that partway through his 25-year 
sentence Ian’s mind had snapped and that 
he had never recovered. He lived in much 



reduced circumstances in North London now. I 
still saw him regularly, but he wasn’t the same 
man.

  “It happened to many of ours, Norman , and 
it’s always a great tragedy. Please give him 
my best regards when next you see him. Now 
where was I? Oh yes, one Saturday afternoon, 
with several of our friends looking out for 
us, we changed into the uniforms in Tommy’s 
cell down on the ‘ones. You know, it was close 
to the end of the wing. We came out and had 
to walk past all those prisoners watching TV, 
before we could let ourselves out of the gate 
at the end of the wing. Of course, several 
people recognized us. A couple actually got 
up out of their seats, probably to go and tell 
the warders. But our friends made them sit 
down again until it was all over.” 

  “Anyway, we crossed the yard to the laundry 
with no problem. Ian quickly knocked the 
padlock off the gate with a hammer and we let 
ourselves into the laundry with the key.”

  “Where you found the ladder”, I interjected 
quickly.

  “Hell no”, said Gerry animatedly, “that was 
the first thing to go wrong.” He was caught up 
in the story now and had relaxed considerably 
with me. This was precisely what I had 
intended.

  “We broke into the Works store and there was 
no ladder. They must have left it somewhere 
else that weekend. So we had to improvise. We 
broke struts off the big laundry benches and 
nailed them to a pair of step-ladders. It wasn’t 
ideal, but we thought it would do the job. Then 
we let ourselves out of the laundry again and 
ran at the fence.”

  He paused momentarily as the memory of 
that fear-charged moment was with him again. 
They were running blind. There could have 
been a dog patrol, with two warders and two 
dogs, just around the corner and they would 
have run smack into them. But there was no 
way of knowing that. This part was left purely 
to chance. 

  “But our luck was in”, he continued. 
“Wherever the dog patrols were, they weren’t 
in that area. We slammed the ladder up 
against the fence to make good contact. We 
knew that the slightest touch would set the 
alarms off anyway and we wanted to get up 

first time. But as I went up, I saw a dog patrol 
come running round the corner. I had just 
reached the top when they got to the bottom 
of the ladder. They pulled it and it snapped 
and Ian, who was only halfway up, fell to the 
ground. There was nothing I could do for him.”

  He looked directly at me, then paused, just 
as he must have paused in the heat of the 
moment, perched on top of the wire-mesh 
fence all those years ago. A man as loyal as 
Gerry would have considered the plight of 
his fellow escaper and friend. But, as he said, 
there was nothing he could have done and, in 
fact, Ian himself had confirmed as much to me. 

  “Ian shouted for me to carry on, so I dropped 
to the floor, between the fence and the wall 
now. Over in the corner, where the two walls 
met, a cable hung down from the CCTV 
camera. I knew that I could reach it. It took a 
couple of tries, but at last I grabbed it. I pulled 
myself up and scrambled on top of the wall.” 

  “So all you had to do now was to drop down 
and run to the car we had arranged to be left 
in the hospital car park”, I observed.

  “No, that was the final thing to go wrong”, 
responded Gerry. “I had estimated that I 
would take less than a minute from the time 
I got over the fence to the time I climbed the 
wall, but I had taken more than three times 
that. Now there were twenty warders between 
me and the car.”

  “So you enjoyed the view whilst it lasted?”, I 
added.



  “I certainly felt more free than I had for a 
long while”, said Gerry, smiling broadly.

  “So what happened next”, I asked?

  “I climbed back down quickly enough and 
they took me over to the segregation block 
and beat me up.” He screwed up his face at 
the memory.

  “We should have warned you about that bit”, 
I said, laughing. “Now I don’t feel nearly so 
bad about missing the escape. So where did 
you go next?”

  Gerry was laughing too now. “To Long Lartin, 
but not for very long”, he continued. The IRA 
had declared a cease-fire and the fate of my 
co-defendants and myself had become part of 
the negotiations with the British Government. 
It was all very hush hush. They were saying 
one thing publicly about not negotiating with 
the IRA and doing something quite different 
in secret. The Price sisters had already been 
sent back to Ireland. They were still only 
young girls really and their health was very 
poor. Hugh Feeney and I weren’t long behind 
them. We were taken to Heathrow and flown 
to Belfast. We spent a week in the old Crumlin 
Road jail, then we were granted political status 
and put in Long Kesh, what the British called 
‘The Maze’.”

  “But thanks to me you had a bad case of 
permanently itchy feet”, I said, laughing.

  Gerry laughed with me. “I was always going 
to try to escape, Norman, with or without your 
initial encouragement. You see, as a member 
of the IRA, I saw myself as a prisoner of war 
and it was my duty to try to escape. In 1977 
I tried to escape from a military hospital. In 
1979 I tried again at Long Kesh and also failed 
to get away from another military hospital in 
1982.”

  “I suppose that having political status meant 
that they couldn’t do much to punish you. 
There was no remission to take away”, I 
observed.

  “No but Thatcher did something much 
worse”, replied Gerry animatedly. “She 
was determined to portray us as common 
criminals rather than political prisoners, 
so she took away our political status. It was 
something we couldn’t take lying down. We 
had to make a response. Fortunately we had 

been planning a big escape from Long Kesh 
for a while. 

  It was never going to be easy, because the 
‘Kesh’ was Europe’s most heavily guarded 
prison. Warders manned the inside and the 
British Army guarded the outside. Each of the 
top security H blocks could only be opened 
from the outside, with a key held at the gate.”

  Gerry paused, no doubt to mentally fortify 
himself against the memories of the dramatic 
event, before launching himself into the story 
again. “We smuggled in guns and knives and 
took over the wing. Then we grabbed the next 
shift as they came on. Now we waited until the 
meals lorry came to the wing and we grabbed 
that. By now, of course, many of us were 
dressed in warder’s uniforms.”

  “Mind you, it wasn’t as simple and as smooth 
as I’ve just described it. Already, a warder 
had resisted and been shot in the head. Then, 
as we drove the meals lorry towards the gate 
with all the lads in the back, a warder coming 
on duty recognized a couple of us in the front 
and pulled his car in front of the gate. At the 
last minute we managed to ram the lorry 
through a side gate and then a pitched battle 
broke out between us and the warders in 
the gate-house. That’s when the warder was 
killed. Although he was stabbed he actually 
died of a heart attack. He’d had a heart attack 
previously.”



  “”I wouldn’t have fancied your chances of 
proving that if you’d come to trial in an English 
court”, I remarked.

  “No, neither would I”, continued Gerry. “It 
was all very unfortunate and not intended. 
We wanted to get away with as least fuss as 
possible. Anyway, 38 of us got away, 11 were 
recaptured almost immediately and several 
more were caught over the next few weeks. I 
got clean away. At first I was on the run in the 
border areas, then I went abroad. I was free 
for just over 30 months, then a special Dutch 
unit arrested me in Amsterdam.”

  “I suppose there are worse countries you 
could have been caught in”, I broke in. “The 
Dutch are very fair in their interpretation of 
international law, aren’t they?”

  “ Not that fair”, responded Gerry, “In fact 
they were very pro the British Government. 
However, they refused to extradite me 
on the basis of my conviction for the Old 
Bailey bombing on the grounds that it was a 
political act, but they still sent me back. Then 
it all became very strange. In Ireland I was 
placed on remand over charges arising out 
of the escape. Then one morning the prison 
Governor summoned me to his office. He 
was trying hard to be civil, but you could see 
that he was very annoyed about something. 
Suddenly he got out a big, official-looking 
parchment and began to read from it in very 
old-fashioned language. The gist of it was that 
I was being given a free pardon for my role in 
the Old Bailey bombing and my life sentence 
was set aside.”

  “I’ve known men in English jails who have 
lodged appeals for 20 years and never got 

that”, I said in surprise.

  “Yes I suppose I was very lucky, Norman. And 
my luck continued to get better. For my role in 
the escape I was sentenced to only five years 
and sent back to the ‘Kesh’. As I had already 
served a couple of years on remand I only 
had about 13 months left to do. So I immersed 
myself in studying politics. When I got out in 
1989, I joined Sinn Fein, rather than the IRA. 
It was an option open to Republicans who 
wanted some kind of life for themselves, as 
opposed to a life on the run all the time.”

  “So the ‘man of war’ really did turn into the 
‘man of peace’, Gerry?”

  “It was a time for peace, Norman. In 1990 I 
was involved with Martin McGinnis in conflict 
resolution. We were negotiating with Loyalist 
gangs who were killing Catholics. At about 
this time the British Government insisted that, 
rather than being appointed by Sinn Fein, us 
negotiators had to be elected. In 1996 I was 
elected to a negotiating body called ‘The Forum’. 
Within two years we had helped to produce 
the ‘Good Friday Agreement’. In 1998 I stood 
as a Sinn Fein candidate for the ‘Legislative 
Assembly’, the devolved Government for 
Northern Ireland, and was elected.”

  “So it’s ‘Assemblyman Kelly’ now is it Gerry?” 
I asked, laughing.

  “Plain Gerry will do from you, Norman”, he 
was laughing too.

  “You’ve come a long way from Wormwood 
Scrubs all those years ago. Any regrets, 
Gerry?”



  He looked thoughtful for a moment. “Lots of 
regrets and I wouldn’t know where to start if I 
had to list them. For the Nationalist community 
it has always been viewed as a war. And in a 
war there are always casualties, on both sides. 
I regret all the dead and all the injured on both 
sides. All we can hope is that some good will 
come out of it now and Ireland will finally find 
some peace.”

  We had been talking for quite a while now 
and I was rapidly running out of questions. I 
remembered one last thing though. “Talking 
of peace, President Clinton visited recently to 
assist the peace process and you spent some 
time talking to him. Do you feel he was sincere, 
or was it a cynical move on his part to try to 
influence the Irish vote back in the US?”   

  “Clinton was very well briefed, Norman, and 
he has used his influence in a very positive 
way. He has opened up the White House to us in 
a way that no other US President ever has. Not 
even Eamon De Valera was invited to the White 

House, but Gerry Adams has been in and out of 
the place regularly.”

  At this point the phone rings and, suddenly, 
Gerry is doing a down-the-line interview as part 
of a nationally broadcast, live radio program. I 
listen to him speak, articulate, knowledgeable, 
the consummate politician now. Then it is the 
unseen Unionist’s turn. I watch Gerry’s brow 
furrow as he shakes his head in frustration. 
Then he stares wistfully out of the window as 
if wishing himself far away. And he is far away 
as far as I am concerned. I have lost him to his 
electorate, which is as it should be.

  Seizing my opportunity I tap him on the arm to 
get his attention and motion towards the door 
to signify that I am leaving. He quickly shakes 
my hand and mouths a silent ‘Goodbye’. Gerry 
Kelly, Nationalist politician, Irish rebel, has 
certainly come a long way since the last time 
we met.
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Norman Jay  MBE

Well how do you introduce the legend that 
is Mr Good Times himself. Norman Jay’s 
influence and deep soul power straddles 
class, colour, fashion, genre, ideas and the 
decades themselves with a pioneering drive 
for artistic unity. His spirit has touched 
and unified millions from his early days 
forging a creatively rampant culture in the 
warehouses of the Thatcherite 80’s, bringing 
his unique blend of cultural influences to a 
new collective movement. From his New York 
moments to the flourishing of Rare Groove, 
from the Shake and Fingerpop underground 
melting pot to his role in shaping the Notting 
Hill Carnival into the purest expression of 
the Afro Carribean gift to cross cultural joy 
and understanding, Norman Jay is truly an 
extraordinary character in life’s magical 
tapestry. Artistic and cultural achievments 
aside, Norman remains a humblingly 
modest and infectiously warm hearted man 
and it was our absolute pleasure to spend 
some time with him down on his old manor 
in the Grove....

Obviously you were doing warehouse 
parties long before the acid house boys 
were doing warehouse parties. What were 
the parties like back then?

Well… illegal, fun, creative, non-violent, loads 
of girls and it was just new. People had just 
never experienced anything like that before. 
The club scene as it was back then was pretty 
draconian and quite racist in parts. No black 
DJs were able to play in clubs for a myriad 
of reasons, and we just felt the clubs at the 
time weren’t reflecting the type of music that 
we wanted to hear. For me it wasn’t just the 
music either, it was the wider possibilities 
of the performing creative arts because in 
my early parties, mates of mine who were 
studying at Uni, who were sculptors, and 
artists would all come and do free exhibitions, 
while the fashion guys did their thing and 
the kids would come and graffiti the place 
up -  you know that’s almost the  standard 
thing now, but back in those days now that 
was groundbreaking. In those days, the scene 
was dominated by the whole sort of jazz funk 
mafia, and I was part of that for a while but I 
had an awful lot of people who really weren’t 
into that at all. 



On a musical level, it was very safe, it was 
basically a suburban soul scene, and at that 
time, the West End was really creative, I had 
friends at St. Martins, friends at Goldsmiths 
who were doing creative things and liked 
black music but not the sort of black music 
that these surburban DJ’s were playing. You 
know Luther was alright, Alexander O’Neil 
was alright but there was a few of us that had 
been to New York and seen kids spinning 
on their heads, seen people poppin’ and 
breaking and witnessed the whole emergence 
of  Hip Hop culture. So we wanted to bring that 
back as well as part of what we were doing. 
But you know I was on a mission then to get 
the funk out there get the James Brown music 
out there as no one was dealing with it. So I 
thought well you know I’m in my own space, 
I’m the DJ, it’s my records… lets do it!

Most of the warehouses we used were just 
empty spaces and access was easy. We’d just 
blag our way in and say we were squatting, 
but we knew a lot of the places had no power 
so we always brought our own generator. You 
have to remember that these were hard times 
during Thatcher’s years, so there was a lot of 
empty factories and abandoned buildings. 
London wasn’t developed as it is now - places 
like Paddington Basin and Docklands were 
just pipe dreams, and a lot of these old 
warehouses had been derelict since the war.

You’re renowned for playing wildly 
differing styles of music. What were you 
playing at Good Times in the warehouse 
days?

Mainly funky but still very open because there 
were no rules. I mean for a start, I never put 
down the names of the DJ’s, never put down 
what music we were playing, just Shake and 
Fingerpop Warehouse parties, and that would 
appeal to anybody. The moment you start 
putting what you’re playing, you’re alienating 
more people than your attracting. So the 
fact that I had to get punks there I had to get 
rockabillies  there, I had to get people there 
who hated black music, - it was all about the 
melting pot. I used to get a few Yardies, a few 
trendies, loads of Chelsea Sloanes, a really 
good mix. Gay or straight was irrelevant, 
my gay mates would come  and it was a 
pure party. It was just my job to just put the 
soundtrack on and I could play whatever I 
liked because it was solely my rules.

And what was the atmosphere like? 

Brilliant, because we never had need of 
security. It was always a case of a very sort 
of hands on, DIY way of running things.. You 



know it took us ages to work out, hold on 
maybe we should run a bar. But no, let people 
bring their own, so it was always BYOB, bring 
your own beer, bring your own gear, make a 
donation on the door and stay as long as you 
want. No one was telling you you’ve got to go 
home at 2 o’clock. That was the case in those 
days, and I wasn’t allowed in the nightclubs 
anyway, so it was a reaction against that. We 
always kept it itinerant - always moved it 
around like a sort of mobile musical circus. 
You know you have to remember these were 
days pre-internet, pre-mobile, so one needed 
a fat phonebook which I had. Photocopied 
flyers, hand drawn most of them - really do 
it yourself. Not like when Acid House came 
it became all lasers and mobiles, yeah that 
was original but in the beginning we set 
the blueprint for that, and we were getting 
thousands of people.

The music was too limited moving into the 
Acid House period. But we were attracting the 
same amount of people in the beginning. You 
know I’d play rock records, I know I was the 
first black DJ to play quite a lot of non black 
records. I’m sure you’ve been around, now 
days it’s normal. But back in the early 70’s 
and 80’s white DJ’s were making comfortable 
livings flagging up our music and our culture, 
and when you looked beneath that surface 
where were we? We weren’t there. So I did 
have an agenda but it wasn’t a personal thing 
about fame, not even to be recognized. It was 
about my whole raison d’etre  I’m old enough 
now but my head was like that in those days, 
for us to get the history of our music to our 
people from our perspective – quite simply 
that was it. That was my motivation for starting 
Kiss. 

The Good Times parties were incredibly 
international. The biggest thing I always 
remember at being at your parties was that 
you would always meet girls from different 
countries and everyone was really stylish 
they really dressed for it.

That’s down to the student connection. The 
kids on the street, actually the urban kid that 
lived in London got onto it a bit late, because it 
started off as a mutiny of the students - it came 
from all over the country it came from all over 
the world, and they’d tell their friends and 
they’d bring their friends and then the regular 
London kids cottoned onto it, but they didn’t 
in the beginning. When Acid House triggered 
massively, the reverse of that was true. The 



regular suburban kids got onto that big style, 
and catapulted it across the country. Judge 
Jules was my closest mate then and he was 
doing a law degree at the LSE which is why I 
nicknamed him Judge, and I said to him one 
day, you might be jailing one of my brothers 
for life and we used to laugh and joke about 
that, I’d say here are you smoking spliffs, 
doing illegal parties, and that was the irony 
of it because in those days we did used to 
get one or two politicians sons and daughters 
caught through the vine who used to come.

Again what a lot of people don’t know 
as well is that you introduced Marshall 
Jefferson and all the original Chicago 
house to the UK.

Yes that was when I settled into a club, 
because I eventually realised that there was 
no future in what we were doing, because for 
a start it was illegal. For a few of us who were 
aware of the realities at that time, the next 
thing to do was to find a home for it. Which is 
why Soul 2 Soul went into the African centre 
and a few other places found homes for these 
events, but I wasn’t ready to do a regular club 
thing. I wanted to stick true to the ethos of 
putting on a party, you know under the arches 
in Paddington or in another place in Lambeth 
and keep moving it around and just keep 
pioneering the word of mouth underground 
theme, which Acid House took up so 
successfully because they saw it worked.

Did you really coin the term Rare Groove

Yeah, that was deliberate as well. I’ll tell you 
why I coined the term, because you know I 
never did marketing but I understood how to 

market myself and how to protect what we’d 
created, as so many of our generations never 
get fully acknowledged for the creative ideas 
they come up with. Someone’s come there, 
seen it, hijacked the whole lot, taken the credit 
for it and I was very on it about making sure 
that never happened to me. So I just said when 
we started up Kiss I’m just going to name my 
thing, and I pre-staged it by calling it The 
Original Rare Groove Show, not just the Rare 
Groove Show but The Original Rare Groove 
Show and after a while you know it takes on 
a life of its own and becomes entirely self 
fulfilling. My thing was if anybody imitated 
this they could only call it Rare Groove, they 
couldn’t call it The Original.

.

Tell us a little bit about the coming about of 
Kiss, which of course was a pirate station 
at the time. 

It actually wasn’t my idea in the beginning.
Gordon Mac and a guy called Tosca 
approached me about starting a station, and 
at first I was quite reluctant. Even then I had 



offers from another few pirates who’d just 
started up at a similar time. I didn’t want to 
join because I just felt like I’d be giving away 
all my music secrets to these guys, I really 
felt that way. You know you’ve done all the 
research for them then all they got to do is just 
copy what you do. No. No No. I had to make 
sure my situation was secure first, and then I 
thought well you know what, I’ll get involved 
in starting this station and I helped choose the 
initial DJs because I knew Coldcut and Giles 
Peterson and Trevor Nelson before these guys 
went on to be massive. I’d only just got to know 
Jazzy in those days, and we’d get these guys 
on, because nobody may have heard of them 
but when you went to their parties they were 
rammed full of new, different people, not your 
regular West End boogie boy just wandering 
around. None of that lot, but a whole new 
group of people who were up for what these 
guys were doing. 

I heard through the vine that Jonathan Moore 
was doing this underground party opposite 
Goldsmith College on a Saturday night called 
Meltdown and I was curious so I thought I’d 
go down and have a look. In those days you 
didn’t, you stayed in your manor and I’m a 

Westie.. So I go down and there’s a massive 
queue to get in and at this time people didn’t 
queue at clubs and I’m like Wow! I get in there 
walked into a complete melange of people 
which is what I always loved -  a complete mix 
mash of people, travellers, all sorts of scruffs, 
soap dodgers, hippies, all manner of people 
and Jonathan was mixing the music up and I 
thought this guy’s just like me, that’s exactly 
where I’m coming from. He was a bit more 
leftfield than me and I thought this guy would 
be great. So I went up, introduced myself to 
him and told him I’m starting a radio station 
,did he want to be involved, and though I 
didn’t know it, at that time Jonathan was a 
lecturer at Goldsmiths, looking to leave the 
profession and he was quite the anarchist like 
me. Got speaking to him, shared the same 
vision of challenging authority because we’re 
both quite left wing and there was always a 
bit of politics in what we were doing as well, 
which is why later on, I got really involved in 
the anti-apartheid protest movement and the 
Free Nelson Mandela campaign. We were all 
into that, we did all of those - our heads were 
politically motivated and the music was the 
platform. 



So it was never just a money thing, because 
if we had set out to make money we wouldn’t 
have. The fact that we thought like that meant 
a lot of people rallied to the cause. So we’d 
get thousands, literally thousands of people 
coming as opposed to the hard sell promotors, 
because ultimately what you’re trying to do 
is separate people from their money, which 
is not easy, but that’s how business works. 
So we’d invite as many kids as possible to 
contribute, which is why at one of my early 
warehouse parties, faced with an empty floor, 
we gave that floor to the kids that turned out 
to be The Brand New Heavies. They did their 
first gig there, they brought all their kit, you 
know we couldn’t pay you but we’ll give you 
space to come and play. What we can do is 
get a crowd, we’ll have a crowd there for you. 
When we did the one in Camden we had the 
Cool Town Boys - they were all sort of artists 
studying, so we gave them a floor and we let 
them do their exhibition, and people would 
come down, step out, smoke a spliff, wander 
round look at their stuff and look at their 
paintings. We always added that edge to it and 
then the media obviously picked up on that. 
OK we might have not been acknowledged 
by Mixmag which we didn’t really care about, 
but we would be in The Times, we would 
be in The Guardian, we would be in serious 
publications.

And I guess a lot of this built up to that 
commercial acceptability. Because there 
you are creating pirate radio stations, 
doing illegal warehouse parties. I mean 
even for a second did you think then that 
years from now, you know that you’d be 
honoured by the Queen for a services to 
music 

No. Not at all. Not ever. It hit me like a bolt out 
of the blue! I had no inclination, no idea, it 
came as a total shock and even then I didn’t 
take it seriously. 

I was on a DJ tour in Scandinavia and I’d just 
got in from a gig about 5 – 6 in the morning - 
just got to bed. An hour or two later you know 
when you just fall into a deep sleep? The 
phone rings waking me up and I was really 
pissed off, I picked the phone up and said who 
is it? They said excuse me, 10 Downing Street 
calling. I thought this is no time for stupidness, 
so I said listen.. Later, and I put the phone 

down and thinking idiot. Then mid-morning 
I’m at breakfast and the phone rings again. 
It’s my manager Dan. Dan says ‘did you get a 
call this morning?’ I said ‘yeah some joker, I 
didn’t even answer I put the phone down’. He 
goes, ‘I’ve just given your number to a director 
at the BBC, because BBC London are trying 
to reach you. He’s going to call you now, put 
the phone down. So I put the phone down two 
seconds later I get a call from  BBC London, 
he’s my boss at the radio, but I don’t even 
know him, never see him, and I’m like what the 
fuck are you up to. I was fully expecting to get 
the sack and he just rang up like he was my 
best mate. Saying that we’ve had some calls 
that 10 Downing Street have called you two or 
three times trying to contact you, and I’m like, 
10 Downing Street…. Why? And still even then 
the penny didn’t drop.

He asks me when I’ll be back, so I said well, 
I’m coming back later today, tonight. He says 
OK, come in and see me first thing on Monday 
morning and then you can perhaps tell me 
what 10 Downing Street are calling you for. So 
I think fine, fair enough and I go downstairs to 
checkmy pigeonhole and there’s a telegram 
waiting with the Royal Crest on it. I never 
check my mails - I’m useless at that. And I’m 
thinking Royal Crest? Even I know no one 
fakes the Royal Crest, and if you do that it’s a 
criminal offence. Even no game show would 
do that. So I opened it up and there’s a letter 



from Blair’s office telling me, not that I have 
been selected but I have been awarded an 
MBE.

It was a done thing, and then all it comes 
down to is your formal acceptance or refusal. 
And I’m like Wow! It tells me not to speak to 
anybody until it’s officially published in The 
Times on the Saturday morning. But all they do 
is alert you two or three weeks in advance so 
if you’re really somebody famous you can get 
your publicity off to a press officer to place the 
thank you ads, but it’s not to come out before 
it’s officially done in the Times. Even then I 
was still unsure. So Saturday morning 7am I’m 
down the road dread, get a copy of The Times 
and there it is in black and white.

I called my brother Joe, and then I told my 
parents, I told my immediate family, my girl 
and my kids. It was just a shock. 

So you go down to Buckingham Palace

Yeah six months later.

And what did the Queen say to you?

I can’t really remember. I did remember at the 
time, because I transcribed our conversation 
for my website, . I didn’t do Facebook or 
anything like that, but we’ve got it archived 
somewhere.

Why it was so particular special and pertinent 
to me, was it was in 2002, it was her Diamond 
Jubilee so that made it extra special. And 
sometimes Prince Charles or the Duke of 
Edinburgh does it, so when I learned it was 
going to be the Queen and it was her Diamond 
Jubilee year, that was really symbolic and 
special . And on the same day Mick Jagger got 
his Knighthood after being politically denied 
for so many years. So obviously the press 
made the connection because I DJ’d at Mick’s 
50th birthday party, so once they’d established 
that, there was a story which was great. But the 
cool thing was, the BBC made such a big deal 
of it as it was the first year they were actually 
allowed in to film it. It went out all day on the 
news and obviously working for the BBC they 
made a meal of it you know and I wasn’t going 
to complain as it was great for me.

And boy my phone went into meltdown 
because as it went out on the 3 O’clock, 6 
O’clock & 9 O’clock News it went into proper 
overdrive, That night I did a party dressed in 
a morning suit, DJ ing in top hat and tails and I 
raised about £2500 for a sickle cell charity on 
the night. So yeah it was special. 



Really special! And so Good Times at 
Carnival, you’ve been doing that for about 
20 years haven’t you? 

Bit longer, the year just gone is our 28th year.

How does it compare now?

Well for me I think its better now, safer now. 
Has more universal international appeal, for 
us it’s an event that’s grown up. I’m playing 
to grandfathers, who brought their kids and 
brought their kids before them. I’m that old 
actually, I watched the generations from they 
were my age you know, I’m 52 next birthday.

And I’ve watched this guy who comes down 
from Derby every year, he actually used to 
run a club in Derby in the late 80’s, and I 
remember him when he first brought his son 
down and now his son comes with his son on 
his shoulders, and that’s just incredible.

They must be the moments that really 
touch you

It is, and it’s my way of thanking everyone for 
consistently supporting what we do. That’s why 
I’m so glad it’s free. That’s what my original 
ethos was for doing parties for free.

Again, Good Times are famous at Carnival 
for playing all types of music, and that’s 
what makes it so universal

Well we can get away with that. We’re the 
original ipod sound. It makes sense to a lot 
of people now, thanks to the ipod shuffle. For 
years our music media conditioned a whole 
generation of people into a single genre of 
music. Like if you were into House, the House 
kids wasn’t really tolerant of anything else, 
if you were into Hip Hop that’s all you would 
hear all night. You wouldn’t hear a rap record 
at a R’n’B gig. Well those rules don’t apply to 
me because I was around doing what we’re 
doing before they made these rules and we’re 
certainly not going to subscribe to them, it 
doesn’t make sense to us. So like you said you 
know, I’ll play the Specials, I’ll play the latest 
cheesy House tune because I like cheesy 
House. I’ll play an obscure James Brown tune 
that cost £500. That’s what it’s about

I know that when House first came 
around, you’d get a lot of stick from the 
black crowds. So for you playing all these 
different types of music how did black 
people respond to you?

They were slow, they were very slow. 
Notoriously conservative our people, last to 
get into anything and last to let it go. But that’s 
changed dramatically in the last 10 – 15 years. 
As a people here we have come on leaps and 
bounds -  the creativity’s never been in doubt 
but it’s the opportunity, and now the playing 
field is level. For our pioneering generation 
it wasn’t - we had to kick down ‘nuff doors. 



Literally! 

And so for example if the carnival now 
moves to Hyde Park do you feel that will 
change the vibe in any way?

It would change the dynamic of it, but people 
will have to understand you know, black 
people need to understand. It’s like tough 
love, It ain’t their carnival. London is a multi-
cultural city now. When my parents first came 
here in the 50’s we were a little black ghetto 
and we lived within 200 yards of this space 
(Portobello Road) and it has now evolved into 
everyone’s carnival who lives in, works in and 
visits London. It’s still underpinned by the 
Afro Caribbean experience which is right and 
proper, but it’s great that we got input from 
the Portuguese community here now, Brazilian 
samba and all that going on, indigenous 
African costumes and dance going on. Again, 
it plays truth to my philosophy about mixing 
up performing arts. 

It sometimes seems like less black people 
are going to Carnival.

There’s not less black people going. If you go 
down the Southern end it’s spot the white face. 
Come up our end to Good Times and it’s more 
international and mixed, which took a long 
time to generate. It’s safer, we’ve got more 

girls, It’s less intimidating, and I’ve known for 
years people wanted to come to carnival but 
the negative publicity that surrounds it and 
the stigma that is attached to it, you think, 
hmm nah I don’t think so. Even now because 
middle England and the media do enough to 
scare people away. They’ve invested interest 
in trying to close it by scare mongering.

Every year we hear Carnival’s closing 
down, it’s the last carnival. You must hear 
that quite often. 

There’s an element of truth to that. Carnival 
seems to muddle its way through and go on 
with the event, even though there’s no money, 
no resources and every year the funding gets 
reduced or cut, I don’t know how we go on but 
we do. 

It’s the only place on the Earth that allows 
a festival this size to take place in what are 
essentially Victorian streets. When other 
countries don’t have one, don’t allow that, 
can’t cope. When it was 100 people in 1959 
they hired one little truck, because carnival 
has been going on since 1959 not 1964, 1964 
was kind of like the first street procession 
here, carnival has been going since 1959 in 
Camden Town Hall. Don Letts has just made a 
wicked documentary about Carnival’s history, 
and the story he tells gives due credit to all 
the original people that started it, the black 
lawyer that gave her name to it, who sadly 



died in 1964, the same year that Carnival 
came onto the streets – there truly is this 
incredibly rich history,  and here we ar 50 
years living the official 50th anniversary.

So when you look back over the decades, 
are there any moments that stand out?

Yeah there’s been loads, I’ve been lucky. I 
concentrate more on the good times, there’s 
barely been bad times worth remembering. 
It’s never easy but unlike the younger 
generation, not to blight them, we were never 
in a hurry for success. This was something we 
were doing anyway, whatever comes our way 
then yeah great but we were driven, it’s was 
more passion, I wouldn’t dream of not doing 
Carnival, although this year came very close 
because now it is down to finance. People 
don’t know, 
we kept 
it from 
the crowd 
for years 
because 
it really 
ain’t their 
business.

It’s just incredible to think that such a 
successful carnival would need funding

No, it always has done, there’s always a cost. 
I understand the world of sponsorship and 
no one gives you something for nothing. In 
return for their money you have to guarantee 
the media. You’ve got to guarantee television, 
you’ve got to guarantee giving all the right 
publications in the right magazines, so if 
you can guarantee all that or at least deliver 
it, then you’ve got a chance. But if you think 
people are just going hand you hundreds 
or thousands of pounds to stick up a banner 
while kids jump up and down in what’s 
essentially a Londoncentric thing -  no way.  
We were the first sound, and fortunately for 
us we have been groundbreaking all the way 
and though being a Spurs fan I hate using this 
analogy, we were the Man United of sound 
systems long before all the rest,. But you know, 
we did our first streaming at the beginning 
of the 90’s, first to stream it on the net when 
most didn’t even know what the internet was. 
I mean we had live people watching it all up 
and down America and this is what, well over 
10 years ago now. I means it seems like normal 
now.



So what made you decide to come back 
again with your New Years Eve parties?

Sign of the times, it’s almost like we’ve gone 
full circle. It’s hard times, people are feeling 
the pinch and it’s just like back in the 80’s 
under Thatcher. Again time to take ownership 
back, do it as cheap and cheerful as possible, 
no hi-tech -  low-tech, low vibe, new art and 
creation. Move away from the superstar on 
his pedestal which is the logical conclusion to 
the years and years doing what we’ve done 
and we think it will work now, strike a chord. 
For me I didn’t begin in clubs, clubs were like 
a default. And remember for this generation 
they won’t have experienced anything like 
that. It maybe a bit too rough for some but 
guys like yourselves will come.

The amount of interest I’ve had from the older 
lot is amazing. I don’t want to turn it into an 
over 35’s reunion club and relive the 1980’s, 
and while that may be an easy perception to 
jump to, it ain’t gonna be that. Good Times has 
quite a young demographic following which is 
great for us -  again we never lost our student 
roots, and they are all sort of my son’s age 
basically 25 years old.

Are you making music? Remixing?

Yeah I do one or two a year. I tend to just 
do my own mixing and editing for myself. 
Because in this competitive age now, I’ve no 
interest in putting records out. You know I ain’t 
Mozart and I’ve always said that. Any tricks 
I do now are for me. My own signatures are 
what separates me from the rest. 

How do you feel about the new wave of 
technology

You know you can stand still but the clock still 
ticks. From you understand that there’s no 
point in standing still. All you do is make your 
decision and make a choice, and my choice 
was you’ll never keep up with everything 
anyway, and everything has a kind of built in 
obsolescence, as you’ve bought it its already 
out, like a new tune once you’ve heard it, it’s 
already out. So it’s like running with the hare 
or hunting with the hound - take your time like 
a chess player, every move is strategic you 
don’t need to be on top. I don’t slavishly follow 
technology, technology to me is something 
you use to enhance what you do. I mean I’d 
never use a computer to DJ, even though I 



bought all of that kit to learn it because what 
I’ve learnt is, only do it if you feel you need it 
or circumstances push you that way then be 
in a position to use it, don’t be in a position 
where you can’t use it. That’s what I’ve always 
learnt and I teach my kids that, rather than 
you can’t and you lose out. So the choice is 
always with you, you know I choose not to use 
technology, don’t mean that I can’t. Listen I’d 
scare people if I really wanted to show off, but 
no, I don’t have to so I won’t use it. 

What advice would you give to future 
aspiring DJs and entrepreneurial cats like 
you?

Learn all you can but don’t teach all 
you know. 

www.normanjay.com
www.facebook.com/pages/Norman-

Jay-MBE/35157317661?ref=ts





Shamanic 
Stutterings
Parched reality whispers Bacchalian bliss

Rattlesnake rhythms wither into an agonized kiss

Electric sun burns through weathered memory’s tale

Mis spent conformity’s agonised wail

Rolling imagination’s stage into a subversive rage

Feeling nature’s beat and tearing open the cage

Glorious dreams of tribal wonder

Society’s lies torn bitterly asunder

Nomadic rivers wash through our veins

The archetypal journey of spirituality reigns

Apocalypse tommorow for tonight we may

Let rip a pirate world and let the music play

Crimson dawn swallows Jupiter’s crown

Patriarchal energies beginning slowly to drown

A lone shadow on a disappearing dream

Neither man nor god but such a noble gleam

40 days and 40 nights

But Jesus never reached quite such dizzying heights

As we gathered round the wilderness prophet

Drinking cactus milk and getting transcendentally off it

Reality’s fabric tore through the fold 

Time and space lost their once inevitable hold

The shaman revealed himself as a turbulent snake

Preconceptions faltered. Was he Eden’s fake?



The unconscious projected our answer on his wizened eye

Terrifying echoes yet we cast the die

And the harmonies rang out through the fiery sky

To such lonely wisdom we had no adequate reply

Humbled prostrate before nature’s awe

A split second journey to the universal core

And back in a flash clinging fevered to our heap

A shimmering faith but spellbinding leap

Through the net of perceptions so intrinsically fragile

Coiled in our own DNA and sub atomically agile

The bond we forged of infinite inter stellar weight

Unity and understanding bypassing love and hate  

And as the wind blew colour into an abstract sky

We locked our eyes and dissolved the I
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Chor Boogie 
Stabbed

Chor Boogie is a beacon of transcendental 
positivity in the streets and public spaces 
of our world, tirelessly offering up his soul 
and his talent to inspire harmony, creativity, 
insight and reflection. His astonishing 
creations have woven a world of healing 
colour and soaring imagery on all four 
corners of the globe and you would think, 
sown respect and wonder in the hearts of 
those lucky enough to engage with his work. 
You’d think…Chor Boogie was stabbed 
recently while painting a 100 foot mural in 
San Francisco. This interview was published 
on our blog immediately afterwards

So what happened

I was working on a 100 foot mural on Market 
Street, one of the main roads in downtown 
San Francisco, painting hard at around 7:15 
in the evening, and I had my paints stacked 
up in the middle of the project wall so I could 
jump back and forth to grab cans when I 
needed them. Usually, it’s a busy street and 
so I generally keep an eye out as people 
are passing in case any of them tries to take 
anything, and so that night as a large group of 
people were forming near the middle I looked 
over to check everything was cool. I saw this 
girl scampering behind everyone else there 
like a little cockroach, grab a can and put it 
in her bag and I’m like ‘Whoooaa’. At first I 
thought it was just her, and I jumped off the 
ladder, stopped her and confronted her, but it 
turns out that she had three guys with her who 
I think were in some way related to ‘graffiti’.  
So as I pulled her up on it, she tries to deny 
it, so I grabbed her bag and that was when it 

started to escalate drastically. She hit me while 
I’m trying to wrestle the can away and then 
the guys piled in so it’s me trying to fight the 
four of them and as I say, it just escalated and 
turned seriously nasty and the next thing I 
know I’ve been stabbed twice….. deep..

Have you ever encountered anything like 
this before

No, this is the first time that something like this 
has happened to me, and I’ve painted in some 
CRAZY places all around the world  - favelas 
in Brazil which get a pretty bad press and I tell 
you – the vibe was far cooler there .





Are you disappointed that they simply 
could not see the beauty and the love in the 
art

I truly am disappointed that there was no 
respect and appreciation for the art. But you 
know, I don’t think they even cared about that 
– it simply was not relevant to their reality 
and I think they were far more focused on 
the spray paint itself rather than what the 
spray paint can create. The thing is, it is pretty 
common for graffiti writers and taggers to 
have this kind of mercenary attraction to 
spray paint – it’s like candy to them and they 
are going try and steal it – that’s their whole 
motto. 

Do you see this as the dark side of some 
people’s conception of what street art is all 
about

It is the dark side, but in some ways, it’s 
what graffiti is all about. There’s a balance to 
everything – a positive and a negative side, 
and I believe that I represent and energise 
the positive side of this medium. Saying that 
though, I don’t go by the term graffiti at all, I 
consider it spray paint art, because that is my 
tool just like oils or acrylics, but I do see that 
other s can blur the lines and what happened 
is the grimy street side to it which some 
people may want to glorify, but I’ve got a very 
different perspective on it with 2 stab wounds 
to prove it. These are my different perspective 
right here.

Do you feel in any way betrayed as all you 
were doing was giving to a community

I wouldn’t say that, no. I’m not going to play 
the blame game and I am most definitely 

going back to finish the project, but I do feel 
disrespected. And don’t forget, these guys 
were at least 20 – 25 years old, so we’re not 
talking about young kids here. They were 
grown adults, so they know better – or at least 
they should.

Do you wonder why, if these guys were into 
spray paint, they didn’t just come, watch 
and learn

Bottom line – they’re miseducated. I don’t 
think they have that mentality. I don’t even 
think that they paint with spray, create 
anything. I think they just go out and scrawl 
their name on walls and the creative process 
is just alien to them

Do you see this as an escalation of someone 
tagging badly over a beautiful piece?

Well that’s already happened to this piece 
and I fixed it, and I think that the word was 
put out by some of the locals on the street, 
but nothing else happened until now, and this 
was early on in the project. But what’s crazy, 
is that they intentionally, purposefully tagged 
an area that I’d put a lot of detail into - one of 
the retinas in the eyes, while there was all this 
other space around that they could have had 
their moment in and would have been far less 
destructive and far easier to retouch. But this 
was unquestionably the deliberate destruction 
of beautiful artwork…..so what can you say.





Can you even begin to understand that 
mentality

No. I don’t. If someone could explain the 
philosophy behind it to me, I might just at 
least see their perspective, but everything 
I’ve heard, everything I’ve seen points to 
destruction for destructions sake – plain and 
simple. But going back to core philosophy, 
there is a balance within everything, and 
this might just be the element of negativity 
that exists to anchor the positive side of this 
medium. But if you’re going to go out and 
intentionally destroy someone’s beautiful 
creation, well you’ve got some problems – 
some REAL problems. No matter what the 
medium is, spray, oil, acrylic, sculpture, if 
you’re going to go out and destroy something 
just because you can’t do it, or just because 
you have some searing negativity inside….
there is definitely something wrong with any 
individual who is doing that. If you cannot 
find it within your basic world view to respect 
someone’s artwork, you are deeply lost. 
Whoever is out there damaging the work 
of others, whether it be through intrinsic 
human jealousy or ANY reason whatsoever– 
they need to take a good long look within 
themselves.

What has the support been like

Oh WOW. The support has been amazing. An 
outpouring of love from around the world and 
a lot of Facebook comments on stuff that I’ve 

been posting about what happened. People 
have been putting it up on their blogs and it 
was on the news the other day so it reached 
out to a lot of people. There’s going to be a 
press conference at the mural site on Saturday, 
bringing me back to the community, and 
sending out the message that I am coming 
back and I am still going to putting the love 
and the beauty into the community. The 
response has been wonderful – there’s a lot of 
love out there for the Boogie!!

Can something positive come out of this

Yeah absolutely – finishing the project despite 
the circumstances will be the ultimate positive. 
And I suppose if these guys get caught – they 
will suffer the consequences, learn their 
lesson and not be in a position to inflict their 
negativity on anyone or anything else for a 
while. Personally, I’m going to embrace what 
happened here and make sure that I take a lot 
of safety precautions the next time I work on 
a project like this. I’ve generally worked on 
my own up until now, but when I take my next 
steps – I will have someone there – either a 
friend or someone from the Arts Commission 
who backed this project from the start. 
They’ve offered me security if I want to work 
at night, but I’m thinking more toward starting 
early in the morning, putting in 8 – 10 hours 
and breaking for the day when it gets dark.



Will this change you or your art in any way

Definitely……. Crisis precipitates change….. 
I’ll only really know about the deeper impact 
and the influence it may have on my work 
when I start painting. I’m still running with the 
colour therapy aspect, and all my other styles, 
but I believe that it will have an effect on my 
style

It may sound strange, but are you feeling 
positive

Yes I’m feeling positive…with a little bit of 
anger… It’s something that I forgive, but that 
forgiveness and the healing process is going 
to take some time. I’ve got two holes in my 
body, so every time I look at them…….it’s 
emotional. But you know – I’m taking it good, 
taking it good, and I just want to get back out 
there and paint..

www.chorboogie.com







The Case for 
Monetary Reform

The development of the global market, 
particularly in the spheres of free trade, the 
instantaneous movement of capital and the 
trading of currencies, means that to a very 
great extent national governments have lost 
the power to control their economies. These 
developments have come about because 
most governments have accepted the 
theory that they should not interfere in the 
running of the economy but should leave it 
to business men and financiers. The handing 
over of control of interest rates to central 
banks is confirmation that politicians have 
surrendered the economic field to financiers. 
Further confirmation is in the almost 
wholesale deregulation of financial markets. 
Governments have the same attitude to the 
global markets. Around $2 trillion are traded 
daily on global currency markets purely for 
speculative reasons – to make profits, not to 
finance legitimate trade – and governments 
do nothing about it despite the damage 
caused to the value of their currencies and to 
their economies. 

Further proof that financiers are in the driving 
seat is that they can make profit by buying 
majority shareholdings in companies. Then, 
using borrowed money, they can strip the 
assets – that is, sell off anything of value – 
sack thousands of employees and destroy 
whole sections of industries in order to pay 
good returns to shareholders and those 
who lent money. The market value of shares 
and the dividends paid are all that matter to 
them. The pivotal role of bankers and other 
financial institutions confirms that money 
and the pursuit of profit are the determining 
factors of economic activity. The financiers 
and the multinationals are in power, not the 
politicians. We are at the mercy of profiteers 
who determine what shall be done and not 
done, and governments which stand aside and 
do nothing to protect the jobs or the well-
being of the people. In effect, governments 

have surrendered the interests and welfare 
of the people to the not-so tender mercies of 
financiers and tycoons. This should be seen as 
a dereliction of duty on the part of politicians 
who are there to serve the people. 

LEARNING ABOUT MONEY 

An essential part of this financially-dominated 
economy is the way money is created. Despite, 
the central role that money plays in all our 
lives, there is an appalling ignorance about 
it. This ignorance is caused by the mystique 
which has been fostered by bankers and 
financiers that money matters are far too 
difficult for ordinary people to understand. 
They have spread the idea, aided and abetted 
by economists, that understanding and 
controlling money should, therefore, be left 
to the experts. The truth is that the essential 
facts about money are simple. When they 
are known by the general public they will 
start asking questions and demanding that 
the government should do something about 
reforming the injustices which bankers are 



allowed to perpetrate. There will be a demand 
for governments to right the wrongs which 
banker control of money is causing. 

5 WAYS THE MAN-IN-THE-STREET IS 
BAMBOOZLED 

1. HE THINKS THAT MONEY IS CREATED 
BY THE GOVERNMENT, THROUGH THE 
MINT AND THE BANK OF ENGLAND, AND IT 
CONSISTS LARGELY OF NOTES AND COINS. 

FACT – Only 3% of money is in the form of 
notes and coins created by the government. 

2. HE BELIEVES THAT WHEN BANKS LEND 
MONEY THEN THE MONEY WHICH IS 
BORROWED IS THAT WHICH OTHER BANK 
CUSTOMERS HAVE DEPOSITED. 

FACT – The money one borrows from a bank 
is not depositors’ money at all. It is new money 
created by the simple process of writing the 
amount of the loan on the credit side of the 
borrower’s account. Ninety seven percent of 
all money in circulation originates in this way. 
If banks actually lent their depositors’ money 
it would not be available when they wanted 
it. If someone wanted to draw out money and 
was told, “Sorry, we’ve lent it to Joe Blow,” he 
would be justifiably annoyed.                       

In other words, 97% of money is not “real” 
money at all but credit, just figures in a 
bank’s ledger or computer. It is created out 
of nothing. Yet is used and accepted as real 
money. To all intents and purposes it is money. 
Borrowers buy houses with it, pay wages 
and buy raw materials with it, and spend it 
in many ways. Yet it is just figures in a ledger 
transferred from one account to another. It is 
called various things -- credit, bank-money, 
number-money, cheque-money, debt-money, 
electronic money. Whatever it is called, it is 
used and trusted because people know they 
can obtain real money, notes and coins, if they 
want. 

3. HE BELIEVES THAT THERE IS STRICT 
CONTROL AND REGULATION BY THE 
GOVERNMENT, OF BANKS AND BUILDING 
SOCIETIES. 

FACT – The belief that there are strict controls 
over what banks and building societies can 
and cannot do is also false. There are no 
statutory deposits which banks at one time 
had to lodge with the Bank of England. There 

are no fractional reserves of currency to be 
held by a bank as security for loans. All that 
has gone in the deregulation so beloved 
by financiers and, now, politicians. The only 
stipulation now is that banks must deposit with 
the Bank of England, 0.35% of their assets, 
which consist mainly of the loans they have 
made. This paltry percentage shows that 
borrowers have no real security, no proper 
regulations to protect them. The banks, 
however, have the property of borrowers, 
pledged as collateral, as security. 

4. HE BELIEVES THAT THE INTEREST HE PAYS 
FOR THE LOAN IS A LEGITIMATE CHARGE 
BECAUSE IT IS OTHER PEOPLE’S MONEY HE 
IS BORROWING. 

FACT – Interest is considered to be a 
recompense for lenders giving up the use of 
their money, for the sacrifice they make by not 
spending it on satisfying immediate needs or 
pleasures. 

This may be so for depositors but it is not so 
for banks which create money out of thin air 
when they make a loan. They are charging a 
tribute – interest – for money which did not 
exist before the loan was made. So they are 
getting money, in the form of interest, for 
nothing. It would be legitimate for them to 



charge a fee for administering the loan but 
that would be far smaller than the interest they 
charge. 

5. HE IS PERSUADED THAT IF HE CANNOT 
PAY BACK HIS DEBT THEN IT IS RIGHT THAT 
THE BANK SHOULD TAKE HIS PROPERTY TO 
REIMBURSE ITSELF. 

FACT – The borrower owes a debt which has 
to be paid, in regular installments, plus the 
interest, or legal penalties come into force. 
If the borrower defaults – cannot pay – then 
his property which he put up as security for 
the loan is legally confiscated and used to 
reimburse the bank, no matter what distress 
and hardship is suffered by the borrower, be 
it the loss of a home or a business. Whatever 
the reason, debts must be paid, and on time. 
Remember, though, this money was created 
out of thin air. It was debt-money. 

REMEMBER – 97% OF ALL MONEY STARTS AS 
DEBT 

Most people, however, are in debt. The total 
amount owed is greater than the total money 
supply. Sixty per cent of debt is for mortgages. 
Business debt is increasing as more is 
borrowed to keep enterprises afloat with the 
intensification of competition caused by the 
global market.There is a chronic shortage 
of ready money, which means there is not 
sufficient purchasing power to buy all the 
goods and services on offer. This endemic 
shortage of spending money is brought about 
because of the debt burden that most people 
have. 

If they want to keep their homes and 
businesses they must make regular payments 
to service their debts. 

This is the basic reason that governments 
are loath to raise direct taxes. It reduces still 
further people’s spending money and the total 
demand for goods and services. As a result 
not enough government revenue is raised 
from taxation to meet essential services. 

THE NATIONAL DEBT 

The amount of the taxation shortfall is called 
the budget deficit and is compensated for 
by government borrowing from the private 
sector, mainly from banks.The total of this 
debt is called the national debt. It has to be 
paid back, eventually, by the taxpayers. In 

practice, when the Treasury Bonds, which the 
government sells as a means of borrowing 
money from the private sector, are due to 
be paid, the government issues new bonds 
– borrows new money – to pay back the old 
ones plus interest. 

Let us consider the money which the 
government obtains from banks buying 
Treasury Bonds. Where does it come from? 
You’ve guessed it. It is created out of thin 
air, in the same way as the money for your 
mortgage was. It isn’t real money. It’s credit, 
debt-money. When financial enterprises such 
as pension funds or insurance companies buy 
Treasury Bonds, also called gilts, the money 
used is the savings of their customers so it is 
money already in existence being recycled, 
used again. The money banks use to buy gilts 
is not. It’s created on the spot, out of nothing. 
So the government is in hock to the banks 
for money which did not exist until it was 
borrowed. 

At this point you are most likely asking 
the same question which many people are 
now asking. If the banks can create money 
out of nothing to lend to the government 
as debt, with all the burdens that places 
on the taxpayer, why on earth doesn’t the 
government create money for itself, at least 
for public services, and remove the burden of 
having to borrow money? 

GOVERNMENT-CREATED MONEY 

If the government funded its budget deficits 
by creating money (instead of the banks doing 
if for them, at a high cost to the taxpayer) it 
would not be debt-money and no interest 
would be paid. It would be money for the 
essential public services to spend. It would 



not have to be paid back. 

The cry which we hear so often these days 
from the government, economists, bankers 
and other “experts” is, “There is not enough 
money. Government and council services 
have to be cut.” So nurses are sacked, old 
people’s homes closed, schoolteachers 
made redundant, the London underground 
allowed to fall into disrepair, and so on. All 
this is brought about because not enough is 
raised in taxes, for the reasons outlined above, 
and because the government is reluctant to 
increase the national debt. In fact, it is trying 
to cut it down. So there is a chronic shortage of 
money for public services. 

If the government created the money it needs, 
many of these problems would disappear. 
Why doesn’t it do it? 

EXCUSES, EXCUSES, EXCUSES 

Again, the “experts” are brought in. 
Remember, these people are the bankers, 
financiers, economists, all with a vested 
interest in things financial staying as they 
are. They say, “Government can’t just print 
money for what it needs. It would increase 
the amount of money in circulation, prices 
would rise and the value of money fall. In 
other words, it would cause inflation with all its 
subsequent woes, which we are desperately 
trying to offset. The Bank of England Monetary 
Committee is regulating the interest rate 
in order to stop inflation. We can’t have the 
government creating money and adding to 
their problems.” Are these “experts” right? 

THE WAY TO PREVENT INFLATION 

They are only telling half the story. Remember 
how we pointed out that a mystique has been 
created around money to the effect that it must 
be left to the experts? Part of this mystique 
is based upon not revealing the facts about 
money, about who is really in control of it 
and who mainly benefits from the status quo. 
When they are forced to do some explaining, 
they muddy the water, and tell only part of 
the story. They say that government-created 
money would be inflationary but they don’t 
say the same about bank-created money. They 
don’t tell us that governments, if they want to, 
can regulate the amount of bank lending, as 
they used to do.

The “experts” remain silent on these matters 

because they don’t want a public discussion 
of them. They don’t want ordinary people 
hearing the idea that we can have debt-free 
money, with all its benefits. This would lead 
to a popular demand for government debt-
free money and for banks to be regulated. No 
wonder the bankers, and the media in which 
they have investments, don’t want it discussed. 
The least said about it the better, for them. 

Monetary reformers want to spill the beans, 
let the cat out of the bag, reveal the true state 
of affairs. Bank lending can be controlled by 
several methods: statutory deposits can be re-
introduced, whereby an effective proportion 
of a bank’s assets must be lodged with the 
Bank of England. The fractional reserve can 
be brought back, whereby banks must keep 
in cash a fraction of the loans they make. 
Bank-created credits can also be reduced by 
regulating the terms and conditions under 
which they are made. 

THE REAL REASON FOR GOVERNMENT NOT 
CREATING MONEY 

So the “inflation” bogey is just an excuse 
especially if legislation to control bank 
lending were to be put into place. What then 
is the real reason for government failing to 
provide adequate essential services which the 
people need? The continuation of the system 
which puts government, and consequently, the 
nation, in hock to the banks and other private 
financial institutions gives the government 
more political power. It can push through 
policies which are unpopular by using the “No 



money, we must cut back” excuse. It can use 
the same excuse to stand by and see basic 
industries destroyed and workers put out of 
work. 

We are not told that money is a man-made 
device by which to finance the exchange of 
goods and service and should be used as 
man’s servant instead of his master. We are 
kept in the dark about the fact that when 
something is socially desirable, such as a 
new hospital or a new school, and when 
the materials and unemployed builders 
are available, and when only the shortage 
of money is stopping the project, then 
debt-free money could be created by the 
government and the project could go ahead 
with the consequent benefits for all. There is 
a conspiracy of silence shrouding monetary 
reform. It is never raised in Parliament, never 
discussed in the media. The whole topic of 
government-created money is taboo. 

We are trapped in the hidebound thinking 
of those in favour of the status quo. It is 
understandable that bankers and those who 
profit from the present system want to keep 
quiet about it. However, it is inexcusable for 
politicians and the media to go along with it. 

Why do they do so? Largely, the media is in 
hock to the bankers and financial tycoons. 
The politicians have swallowed the bankers’ 
theory that money matters are best left in the 
hands of financiers. We have to force them into 
debate and show that the theory is false. 

MOBILISING OPINION FOR FAIR AND 
SENSIBLE MONEY 

So it is unlikely that our Parliamentary 
representatives, the people with the political 
power to change the present system of 
creating money, are going to do anything to 
put things right without pressure from the 
general public, from the electorate. People 
have to be informed as to the true state of 
affairs so that public opinion will change and 
monetary reform can be put on the political 
agenda. If they can see that they are going to 
lose votes then politicians will start to listen. 

We need much more public discussion of 
these vital matters.

Bill Clarke

www.ProsperityUK.com







MEAT KATIE
Lot 49

Mark ‘Meat Katie’ Pember has been 
slamming dancefloors, decks, studios and 
spirits for nearly 20 years, rolling out a non 
stop sucession of absolute humdingers 
guaranteed to get ya deep, down, dark and 
dirty as the basslines kick. Now heading 
up the label Lot 49 with Dylan Rhymes, he 
is overseeing an eclectic blend of techno, 
breakbeat and funk flowing through 
an awesome yet select stable of artists 
united by their ability to absolutely rock a 
dancefloor. Mark spoke to us

What first got you on the dancefloor

I was taken to a warehouse party on a trading 
estate in battersea when I was about 18, it 
was the start of Acid House, it had a profound 
effect on me, I pretty much made up my mind 
that night what I was going to do for the rest of 
my life….. although I didn’t have a game plan 
;-)

How did you end up behind the decks and 
in the studio

I started off playing in bands as a bassplayer, 
I slowly got into sampling as I had a large 
record collection of funk soul & hip hop, from 
when I was into Hip Hop and just ended up 
writing tracks on my own, learnt how to use 
bits of equipment beg borrow and stole to 
build a little studio, and now I’m here ;-)

Do you feel that after 15 years of narrow, 
genre led scenes we might be approaching 
real fusion.

I cant talk for anyone else, but for me  it has 
always been that way, if anything I have always 

found it weird people not connecting the dots, 
I cant understand people that only listen to 
one genre, there is a whole world of music to 
explore!

What does the dancefloor mean to you

As a Dj I look at it as an opportunity to do 
something special with the people wanting 
to dancefloor, my ultimate goal is to tear the 
roof off, but its not as simple as ust throwing 
a load of big tunes at them, its more of a 
development ending with a whole room of 
complete strangers with their arms in the air 
losing it ;-)

As a clubber, im looking for someone to do 
that to me.



How did you end up starting Lot 49

I ran another label called Whole 9 Yards 
for 6 years and my partner with that label 
emmigrated to Sweden and didn’t want to 
sell his share of the label, so it left me in an 
awkward situation,  do 100% of the work for 
50% share….?
I decided to leave that attractive offer and 
start a new label, Lot49, and I’m pleased I did 
now, although it was an insane amount of work 
to get it off the ground.

Can you tell us about the label and the 
artists on the firm

We only have a few artists, Myself, Dylan 
Rhymes (whom is also a Co-owner), Lee 
Coombs, Vandal, Dopamine and Elite 
Force occasionally as he run his own U&A 
recordings

What is the connection between music and 
freedom

I don’t know, I suppose that’s in the mind,  
nobody can tell you if what your listening to is 
good or bad that is  a personal taste, I guess 
that’s freedom of choice….. erm.. no idea how 
to answer that really ;-)

How has your style developed over the 
years

I think I have the same end goal, ‘anything 
goes’, 
I just think im getting better at delivering my 
insanely broad ideas, as a producer & Dj and 
also as an A&R for Lot49.

Influences???

Religion & porn.

Talk to us about Tech Funk

An hybrid of many styles, techno, electro, 
breaks & tech-house,  its almost an anti-genre.

Do you think that mixing up 4 beat with 
breakbeat has a special something to it

I don’t really think of it like that, I just play 
stuff I like and do my best to make it work as 
a single piece of music (or as a set)  the drum 
pattern are almost irrelevant, 

Tell us about the Lot 49 competitions that 
you run
We still have till the 1st of December, we  are 
running a producer based competition,  called 
The New Lot full details are at www.Lot49.
co.uk  we have a panel made up of James 
Zabiela, Timo Maas, Orbital, D.Ramirez & Steve 
Mac, we will choose 14 finalists and they will 
pick a winner, who will give a 3 EP deal to, but 
the 14 Finalist will have their tracks featured 
on a compilation called …. The New Lot , we 
also have prizes from Loopmasters, Native 



Instruments & soundcloud 
so it’s a pretty big deal to 
us.

Where do you stand on 
vinyl – both from the DJ 
perspective and the label 
perspective

We still release some Vinyl 
but its more for collectors 
these days, I don’t really 
have an opinion on it 
anymore.

Are you into street art 

I still follow certain artists 
but do I do graffiti anymore, no!

Is running a label more constrictive than being a straight up artist or more liberating in 
the freedom to influence a movement

I think labels have a role to play in influencing people, there is certainly strength in numbers 
for us, I’m sure people would not notice Lot49 if we only had 1 or 2 artists releasing 4-6 singles 
a year, but because we relaase 12-16 singles and normally a few albums, its hard to ignore us!

What is the underground and what does it represent to you

The word Underground gets thrown around a lot normally by acts that are not doing so well,  
for me Underground is an artistic statement.

What can we expect at Lot 49 over the coming months

Myself & Dylan Rhymes are releasing a single on the first Monday of every month next year, We 
have a Vandal album in the works, I have a remix package in Dec, with mixes from Presslaboys, 
Tom Hades, Vent, Jade, Tony Senghore,  Dylan Rhymes & Tom Real have a single called Godzilla 
with remixes from Fussy Boy, Dopamine, Canine Sounds, we have loads of stuff, if people wish 
to know more just go to www.lot49.co.uk and sign up to our mailing list to receive newsletters, 
we give away all sorts of things Guest list, t-shirts, mixes and tracks so its well worth doing …… 
but I would say that.

FREE MIX

http://soundcloud.com/meat-katie/meat-katies-dirty-stop-out-mix-nov-
2009-free-download

www.myspace.com/meatkatie1

WWW.LOT49.CO.UK







Paint My
Panda

Bringing together Old Skool flavours, a 
joyous use of colour and fat designs that 
radiate happiness, Paint my Panda from the 
Girlz On Top crew is bringing colour and 
life flooding into the customised fashion 
world. Keeping her hand in on the murals, 
Claire is sowing the seeds of painting in 
the community for the next generation, 
nurturing creativity and positivity and 
throwing up some spectacularly quirky, 
wallstorming works. She spoke to us

What made you choose this art form and 
how long have you been doing it?

I have been writing for 12 years, and though 
I’ve always been involved in the creative 
process, I turned to spray paint for it’s speed 
and the scale you can paint in.
I did a Fine Art degree at university and 
made  installations with lights and big mobiles 
but turned back to painting after I left as it 

was generally easier for me to do. I kept on 
writing graffiti the whole time as it keeps 
my attention more than other art forms - as 
I see it, it makes the city breathe Graffiti is 
a constantly changing representation of the 
people who live within that city and helps 
erase the loneliness of being a stranger in 
that place. I am influenced by the old New 
York graffiti writers ... the legends. There is 
something about that time, they were doing all 
this before I could walk, and everything seems 
so much freer than it is today. I hate the control 
that surrounds us now from the government, 
the media the police force -  we dont need 
this much to keep us safe! We aren’t children. 
I paint these jackets as it takes me back to a 
freer more fun time in my head. 

Are you still active on the streets?

Here and there :)
 





Do you roll with a crew or are you a lone 
wolf?

I am a  member of GOT with Akit Sabe and 
Luna along with THC and BRS with Akel and 
Skyhigh but I also paint alone. GOT: Girls on 
Top is a female crew I started with another girl 
writer while at university. I carried it on after I 
left and expanded it, theres some pretty cool 
girls in it Akit, Sabe, Luna, Julie... big up to all 
of em! It was important to me to know other 
girls in the same field as I felt overwhelmed 
by the men at times so I love this crew as it 
allows for the feminine side to come through.
Respect to female writers like Lady Pink, 
Mickey, Mad C,  Phemme 9, Rosy and any girl 
who is out painting graff -  it’s not as easy as it 
looks to keep going!.

What’s Paint my Panda about?

Paint My Panda is my company name, I love 
painting pandas as they were my favourite 
animal when I was a kid. I was looking for 
a memorable name for the company and a 
friend came up with that.

I run youth club and school graffiti projects I 
also customise clothes and paint commissions. 
I paint live at people parties and things like 
barmitzvas and weddings and draw on hats 
and tshirts for them. It is damn good fun, it has 
to be said.

Do you use cans or pens on fashion items?

Both and acrylics too

What items are you willing to customise? 

I paint denim jackets, jeans, tracksuits, bags, 
hats, shoes, t-shirts not so much as I don’t have 
an airbrush 

How long does the average item take to 
complete?

On average about a day 

Do they wash well? 
 
I would advise treating them with care, they 
cannot be machine washed, handwash only 
in cool water. I seal the jackets and while 
they withstand the rain they are not 100% 
permanent. They are a walking piece of 
graffiti.

 





We know you do youth work, how’s that 
going 

It’s going really well. I have regular clients 
in London and Surrey and also Manchester 
and Salford. I encourage kids to move away 
from tagging as that is only going to end up 
in prison sentences and try to steer them 
towards being more creative and get them 
to have fun designing letters, characters and 
backgrounds for bigger murals, - at which 
point they can move onto working on their 
own pieces or canvases and sometimes 
clothes. I have painted a few vehicles for 
Richmond Youth Partnership, their youth bus 
and a tuk-tuk which drives around handing out 
coffee and advice. I also have a large public 
mural being mounted in Warrington soon 
which was painted with a group of school kids 
and some people from a homeleess shelter.

Have you spotted the next graff prodigy 
yet?

Mmm still looking. I like seeing a real 
character emerging which shows in someones 
work. I’m not just bowled over by techniques 
and I think lots of the younger generation 
have gone too far into the world of cut backs, 
I prefer the older 80s writers by miles 
generally. I think good artwork comes with 

age. Having said that there are some really 
good younger writers such as Choe from 
RT who is young but has been around for 
years and has a great style and Manic from 
Souls on Fire who is painting some really big 
prouctions. There are also alot more girls 
doing their thing which is good to see and 
some doing really well like Mad C, Motel and 
Rabodiga

What would you like to be doing more of in 
the future?

Bigger, better murals with teenage groups, I 
love their reactions when they see what they 
have painted come to life with a bit of help - 
lots more denim jackets and kids bedrooms.

www.myspace.com/girlsontopgraff 







Belief Systems

Do You Believe In ________?

“Belief drives behavior, but often belief is not 
based on experience and so does not reach 
or reflect the intimately lived dimension of 
human existence. Indeed, the very nature of 
belief precludes the necessity of experience. 
Belief does not merely dispense with the 
evidence of experience, it can go further and 
deny the evidence of experience. And it often 
does. Therein lies the power of belief. Belief is 
motivation by reliance on an assigned version of 
reality or an assigned version of what might be 
imagined. Ultimately, the problem introduced 
by belief is not a matter of believing versus 
non-believing, because annulment of the will 
to believe is not possible. The true conflict 
here is between believing and learning. “The 
unexamined belief is not worth holding.” True 
enough, but the examined belief may not be 
worth holding, either. A great many beliefs, once 
they are examined, may prove to be worthless 
as indicators of truth or guides to experience, 
although they may serve to define identity and 
confer a sense of belonging.” 

“Some things are proposed to have 
certain properties which may be  logically 

inconsistent, and hence these things can be 
proved not to exist .” 

Dr. Niclas Berggren from “A Note on the 
Concept of Belief”

“I know what I believe. I will continue to 
articulate what I believe  and what I believe — 
I believe what I believe is right.” —George W. 
Bush, in Rome, July 22, 2001

Belief  - ‘mental acceptance of a proposition, 
statement, or fact, as true, on the ground of 
apparent authority, which does not have to be 
based on actual fact. ”  Assent to a proposition or 
affirmation, or the acceptance of a fact, opinion, 
or assertion as real or true, without immediate 
personal knowledge; reliance upon word or 
testimony; partial or full assurance without 
positive knowledge or absolute certainty; 
persuasion; conviction; confidence; as, belief 
of a witness; the belief of our senses a religious 
doctrine that is proclaimed as true without 
proof [syn: dogma, tenet]

“A Note on The Concept of Belief”

“We may choose in any evaluative process of 
thought to adopt the set of criteria which we 



later use to judge fact claims. But the central 
thing to note here is that by rational people 
these criteria  are not chosen to correspond 
to what beliefs they wish to hold. They choose 
the criteria a priori  that in some sense fulfill 
their need to know things about the world 
in the best manner. They do not choose the 
criteria a priori that lead to certain, specific 
beliefs: the criteria are general and universal 
and are adopted to be applicable to all 
judgments of fact claims. Being able to choose 
irrationally is not the same as wanting to do 
so ... the criterion of faith is about accepting 
fact claims without or even in opposition to 
available evidence.

In short, it is an irrational criterion to use for 
gathering knowledge.”

Why is it irrational? The reason is that this 
criterion for judging fact claims is unable to 
discriminate between competing fact claims 
in a rational manner (i.e., by discussing 
evidence pro et con). In other words, it leads 
to un-falsifiable fact claims. 

If you accept the fact claim “God exists” 
without or even in opposition to evidence, 
then how can you then demonstrate that the 
mutually exclusive fact claims “Allah exists”, 

“Zeus exists”, “Krishna exists” and “Thor 
exists” are false? You cannot. The general 
problem with choosing to use an irrational 
criterion for assessing fact claims is that one 
is not concerned with the issue of truth but 
rather some other issues, such as feeling 
good. This is not done on a conscious level of 
thought.

A related problem with the Christian process 
of belief formation is the tendency to 
disregard all evidence which is contrary to the 
desired belief. In other words, it is not just that 
the criterion for judging facts accepts beliefs 
without or even in opposition to all available 
evidence, it is also the case that all available 
evidence is not taken into consideration. The 
wish to retain a certain belief - that an external 
God exists - for pragmatic reasons, rather 
than truth reasons, is evidently so strong as to 
override all rationality concerns.”

Dr. Niclas Berggren from “A Note on the 
Concept of Belief”

Creation of Belief Systems

“Within social structures, social interaction 
takes place. This social interaction is presented 
in the form of text/discourse, which is then 



cognizized according to a cognitive system/
memory. This “system/memory” consists 
of short-term memory, in which “strategic 
process,” or decoding and interpretation takes 
place. Long-term memory, however, serves as 
a holder of “socio-cultural knowledge,” which 
consists of knowledge of language, discourse, 
communication, persons, groups and events-
existing in the form of “scripts.” “Social (group) 
attitudes” also reside within long-term memory 
and provide further decoding guides. Each of 
these “group attitudes” can represent an array 
of ideologies which combine to create one’s 
own personal ideology which conforms to 
one’s identity, goals, social position, values and 
resources.

This “process” of framing “beliefs and opinions,” 
say Van Djik, that benefit one particular group, 
is not final. “Some people may be forced or 
persuaded, socially or economically” to go 
against their “best interests”

-from Critical Discourse Analysis,  ©1995 Brett 
Dellinger 

Credibility Trust conferred on the source of 
a belief, rather than in the substance of the 
belief itself. Assigned belief A belief acquired 
from one’s familial, cultural and religious 
background and accepted like a task or role 
assigned to the believer, rather than chosen 
on a voluntary basis. Blind belief: refuses to 
be questioned or examined. Contrast to open 
belief. Compound belief: combines various 
modes of belief in the same syndrome. conflicted 
belief: contains contradictory and opposing 
elements that confuse the believer. conflictual 
belief: compels the believer into antagonism 
toward others. Consensual belief: held by 
consent rather than chosen with deliberation. 
We consent to believe what others believe. 
Here the primary appeal of the belief may 
consist in the fact that many others hold it. 
The mainstream religions of the world depend 
on consensus rather than upon invididual 
deliberation and choice. To consent to believe 
something is not to choose to believe it, rather 
the join company with those who believe it. 
The primary accent of consensual belief is 
inclusion in a group. corporate belief: belongs 
to a program or agenda and serves the ends 
proposed in that program or agenda. default 
belief: held due to lack of considering any 

alternatives. deliberated belief: chosen by a 
process of considering and evaluating options. 
Synonymous with aligned belief.

Dereasoning: The process separating the 
reasons and conditions for adopting a belief from 
its truth value. Dereasoned belief: deprived 
of its original properties by the process of 
dereasoning, i.e., isolating the conditions and 
reasons for holding a belief and thus reducing it 
to its inherent truth value, if it has any. dissenting 
belief: deliberately opposed to conventional 
and established beliefs. Doctrinal belief: 
based on predefined dogmas or doctrines. 
Contrast to intuitive belief. Ethical belief: 
relates to a way of behaving or prescribes a 
code of behavior. Extremist belief: enacted in 
uncompromising or fanatical behavior. Often 
associated with violence, if not directly used 
as a justification for violence. Fundamentalist 
belief: received from a tradition and not 
allowed to be altered or questioned. heretic 
belief: chosen in direct opposition to a widely 
accepted belief. Humanist belief: based on 
assumptions that assume human intelligence 
as the best author of convictions, without need 
of attributing beliefs and rules for living to 
a superhuman agency. Ideological belief: 
expressed in ideological form, that is, in a 
systematic body of abstractions or formal 
ideas. Imperative belief: stated in a flat non-
narrative form. Latent belief: held but not 
enacted. Ludic belief: able to be modified by 
playing with it.

http://www.trufax.org







Sclater Street
End of an Era

The hoardings surrounding the development 
site in Sclater Street has been painted by 
hundreds of international graffiti writers and 
street artists. The Brick Lane area is a hive of 
artistic creativity in all formats. It’s no surprise 
artists from overseas were lined up almost 
daily to paint the walls and hoardings.  You’d 
find someone painting the space everyday so 
no matter when you went they’d be something 
bright, colorful and feral. Sclater Street is a 
regular feature in the magazine we have had 
dozens of pages dedicated to this hotspot. 
The array of graffiti styles on the street is 
legendary amongst writers. Indeed the 
photographs we have of that area will grace 
the pages of street art history books for eons. 
Amongst the database are works of art which 
barely felt the sunrays of one day before 
disappearing forever.  We could publish a 
book on photographs taken on this road alone. 
Sometimes you’d see a full crew of ten / fifteen 
writers transforming the entire space. 

We’re sure the corporation that owns the site 
wouldn’t endorse the randomly uncensored 
artwork and lets be honest what public 
company would champion unspecified 
slogans dubbed by street urchins. A blind 
eye may be turned allowing hotspots such 
as Sclater Street, Leake Street or basketball 

courts off Portobello to flourish, thus providing 
a creative outlet for artists that wish to 
brighten up an otherwise dead spot in the 
area. No matter your preference we think 
graffiti art on hoardings gave a warmth to 
that cold quiet street. Tourist piled into the 
manor digital cameras at the ready hoping to 
capture something edgy about London. The 
revenue generated from visitors to the area 
benefits everyone involved least all the artists 
providing such splendor. 

In October events took a turn for the worse 
as a convoy of trucks and personnel rolled 
onto the street with strict orders to remove all 



painted hoardings. At the end of the working 
day a new barrier stood between them and 
art. CCTV trained onto the fences and dire 
warnings of legal consequences if caught 
painting. Artists, writers, locals and visitors 
alike are disappointed at the corporations 
decision to ban creativity on their side of the 
street. The hoardings have been up for months 
and will be for a considerable time to come. 
The site isn’t within the city limits so until the 
buildings are completed the artists bring 
color to an otherwise dull lonely road.

Look at those hoardings now and they’re 
spluttered with low level street tags that are 
painted out two or three times a week. CCTV 
is placed all round the hoardings protected 
by a team of over-eager, under-trained 
and low-paid workers keen to please their 
masters. Young workers forced to paint over 
the tags say they heard whispers that graffiti 
writers were fighting over the space so the 
corporation decided to end it. Now they have 
their own paint crew who are inadvertently 
creating another form of art themselves. 
Granted, graffiti makes better eye-candy but 
you can’t take anything away from randomly 
generated wipe overs. Today, writers are still 
painting the concrete walls of Sclater Street 

with high grade work and some tagging. 
Restrictions in the workspace has seen the 
main volume of artists moving on to other 
walls. Just after the graffiti hoardings were 
replaced someone sprayed a very fitting 
message ‘This was art you Fascists’







Please Give 
Generously

The candles crackled against the sheen 
black marble walls of The Banqueting Hall 
as the tailcoated waiters shimmered gently 
through the hazy salon. In each white gloved 
hand was a menu embossed with a motif of 
2 crossed UN grain bags nestled on a bed of 
Kalashnikovs, and a biometric lock that only 
a verified fingerprint could open. Indeed the 
waiters themselves had no idea what subtle 
delicacies lay within the hallowed carte, 
no way of opening them, and a guaranteed 
appointment with oblivion were they to 
try. Across the banqueting suite, teams of 
international art curators were busily ferrying 
in the evening’s decoration from the Securicor 
vans outside. Lifted from the Guggenheim, the 
Louvre, the Uffizi and the Prado for the soiree, 
the walls rapidly took a shade of Baroque 
before whisking the room back into the 
classical dreamscapes of the Renaissance and 
out the other side into Gaugin’s earth mother 
sexual fantasies. Deep reds pervaded every 
flush of shadow, luxuriating in the subtle glow 
of luminescent romance and regaling the eye 
with the warm opulence of self satisfaction.

As Peter looked around himself with wonder, 
he began to develop some inkling into why 
his job interview for the temp agency had 
seemed so surreal.  Mrs Shelley’s Employment 
Emporium had been far from his expectations 
of linoleum floors and chubby, matronly 
employment advisors. He had pictured Mrs 
Shelley as a sort of Mary Poppins meets 
forbidding aristocratic aunt, stern and upright 
and yet with a mild twinkle that reassured you 
that you were in safe hands. So it had come 
as a bit of a surprise to find that Mrs Shelly 
was in fact an Armani clad, six foot ex KGB 
officer with an unsettling lisp and the general 
air of a homicidal fish that had escaped the 



slab and acquired missile technology . Still 
more unusual had been the series of cavity 
searches, blood tests, retina scans, isolation 
units and waterboarding. In fact, if Peter hadn’t 
known better, he might have wondered if 
the new employment laws passed by Prime 
Minister Nick Spiffing hadn’t gone a tad too 
far. This was only a waiter gig after all. But as 
he continued to scan the room, he began to 
puff out his chest ever so slightly with pride at 
having been hand picked by Major General 
Mrs Shelley for a post of such obvious status 
and responsibility. 

As he cast his eyes westwards, Peter nodded 
with a new found seigniorial approval at the 
industrious way in which the stage and the 
lectern for the charity auction were being set 
up. This would be the crowning event of the 
evening before the banquet began in earnest, 
and amongst the various 6 figure prizes 
was the trophy all the ladies and most of the 
men had their immaculate little eyes on..an 
evening in the company of the world’s richest 
man… Prince Igor Limbless von Chernobyl. 

Prince Igor had but 10 years ago been what 
was politely known as a concrete subsistence 
farmer (or beggar in cruder terminology). 
When his village and the surrounding 
area had been decimated by the complete 
meltdown of its nuclear reactor, Russia had 
swiftly declared it an independent state to 
preclude any kind of lawsuits, and appointed 
Igor as Crown Prince through a drunken raffle 
at the Kremlin. Taking advantage of Igor’s 
political naiveté, the Russian president had 
proposed to him that as you could already see 
his new kingdom glowing green from Mars, 
why did he not use his economic prospects in 
an ingenious fashion and become the world’s 
sole repository of nuclear waste. This struck 

President Stolichnaya of Russia as pure genius, 
and he congratulated himself warmly with a 
naked rendition of the national anthem. Not 
only would Russia solve its waste problem 
in one fell swoop, but gain extraordinary 
leverage with the rest of the world for being 
the man who had solved all of their waste 
issues. 

His waste storage fees built Igor up some 
considerable wealth, not least because within 
5 years everyone else in Shitholeistan was 
dead from radiation poisoning. But 2 years 
earlier, scientists at MIT had finally found the 
green energy that would solve the problem 
of carbon emissions and climate change for 
ever. The irony that the raw ingredient was 
nuclear waste which they would then convert 
to a harmless organic compound was not 
lost on them. Well, with his monopoly on all 
things hazardously radioactive, Igor found 
himself wined and dined by the most powerful 
people on earth, and within 6 months had 
become the worlds richest man while his old 
sparring partner President Stolichnaya cursed 
incoherently and drowned himself in cheap 
caviar. And here he was today, rich, 3 heads, 
6 penises and radiating (chuckle chuckle) 
attraction and power, first prize at the most 
exclusive auction in the world.



As Master of Ceremonies His Holiness Pope 
Phoney Flair the First put the finishing touches 
to his teeth whitening, the first guests were 
ushered in. The largest donors to charities in 
the world today had arrived. 

The agencies were all there too, Toxfam, 
Inaction Aid, Save a Couple of Children 
and Goldman Sachs all formed a line to 
clap in their investors. The women led the 
way, resplendent in conflict free diamonds, 
uniquely found on UN enclaves where 
children mined stones in return for a nightly 
Happy Meal and an hour in front of Hannah 
Monrovia, a white blonde Liberian girl with a 
cheeky smile and a pop career. Their clothes 
glistened elegantly in the candlelight, all 
proudly marked with the ‘Bare Trade’ label. 
Far from being manufactured in sweatshops, 
every single thread of the haute couture on 
show were from one of their own initiatives, 
where women were paid in generic HIV drugs 
which would otherwise have been withheld 
by those damn mercenary drug companies 
(3 of whose CEO’s were part of the initiative). 
The gentlemen were all wearing black tie with 
an endangered species of medicinal flower 
tucked suavely into their lapels and as they 
followed the ladies in, they were met by the 
first of the evenings entertainment.

Madonna’s new troupe of travelling children, 
the Family Von Shut Your Trapp dove into 
their interpretative modern dance routine 

of looking tragic while gliding across the 
floor waving the odd leg. Only the finest flies 
had been selected to sit on their faces, and 
the rags were of course Vivienne Westwood. 
As they wept and raised their begging 
bowls in a harmonic crescendo, the Wall 
Street Symphony orchestra exploded into 
a rhapsody of heavy handed emotion. The 
classical hors d’oeuvre over, His Holiness 
gave a nod to the DJ, Sir Simon Trowel, who 
pressed the play button, and as if by magic, 
the doors beneath his booth flew open and in 
a theatrical frenzy of dry ice, out waddled his 
newest sensation, Jailbait…2 six year old twins 
in bras and suspenders singing Wishing upon 
the Daily Star. 

As Jailbait retired with questionable dignity 
for their eighth costume change, some of 
the ladies began tittering at the simulated 
Bangladeshi Monsoon installed in the north 
corner of the ballroom. They squeaked with 
glee as the murky water lapped threateningly 
against their hemlines, and as they were 
forced to take their heels off, they felt a wave 
of empathy for the Bangladeshi flood victims 
wash over them. And they probably didn’t 
have dry cleaners out there either, the poor 
unfortunates. As the scene transformed into 
volcanoes dissolving villages in their molten 
wake they howled at the ingenuity of master 
craftsman Eduardo Geppetto in spelling the 
words God Woz Ere out of destroyed model 
houses and rings of charred plastic bodies.



As the winner of the One Legged African 
Child Race stepped up to claim his prosthetic 
prize while the losers hopped back off to 
oblivion, a gong sounded and all eyes turned 
to the prize giving ceremony. The Services 
To Emotive Advertising trophy was snapped 
up for the ninth year running  by the famous 
City PR firm Amoral Solutions for their 2009 
campaign showing starving bankers wide 
eyed and withering in the litter strewn streets 
of the Golden Mile. Best Dressed Donor was 
shared between Lady Pharonic-Gorilla of 
Weston Super Mare and Her Royal Highness 
Katie Price whose recent acceptance into 
the fold had been facilitated by her socially 
shrewd decision to share her plastic surgeons 
number with some of the ladies who lunch at 
the Manicured Earlobe Club. Most Exclusive 
Charity Function went to the genius event 
planner behind Prince Cosmo van Tightarse’s 
Charity Ball – guest list limited to the Prince 
himself who lavishly donated half his fortune 
to the Prince van Tightarse’s Charity Trust. 
And as the rapturous applause began to fade, 
the winner of the Lifetime Achievement Award 
was announced.  

A worthy winner. A worthy winner. Pass  the 
port.

Edward Stifflevy had been an arms 
dealer in Central Africa since the chaos 
of independence had offered golden 
opportunities to sow dissent and sell weapons 
to both sides. In the last decade, with business 
booming he had decided to give something 
back to the broken communities and had 
begun to smuggle child soldiers his company 
had drugged and armed into the UK for a 
chance at Western values and a better life. 
Setting them to work in his abattoirs, he 
paid them well above the minimum wage 
(although his dual role as their landlord 
somehow left them owing him money at the 
end of every week). Occasionally the boys in 
the project were even gifted exotic holidays 
to Afghanistan and Colombia – something 
to do with the Poppy Appeal and some were 
even sent to Princes of Arabia, to keep those 
esteemed gentlemen ‘company’.

As the chorus of self congratulation lingered 
sweetly in the air, dinner was served. Each 

guest passed their fingerprint through the 
scanner and gasped with gastronomic wonder
.
Entrée – Carpaccio of Child Soldier, served 
with Ivory Oil, pan fried tiger claw and a hint 
of citrus foam.

Main– Lightly Roasted free range Ethiopian, 
hand fattened on other Ethiopians, lightly 
salted with maternal tears and stuffed with 
Ecuadorian orphan. Served on a bed of 100 
dollar bills with a Monsanto coulis

Dessert – 3 day old white baby’s buttock, 
hand reared on Shropshire Farms, 
accompanied by Vice Cream and a Despair 
Mousse.

The chefs had really outdone themselves 
this time. Better donate some more money to 
themselves sharpish. 
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Mankinds Golden 
Plaque

The Pioneer 10 spacecraft, destined to be the 
first man-made object to escape our solar 
system, carries this plaque. It is designed to 
show scientifically educated inhabitants of 
some other star system-who might intercept 
it millions of years from now-when Pioneer 
was launched, from where, and by what 
kind of beings. The design is engraved into 
a gold-anodized aluminum plate, 152 by 
229 millimeters (6 by 9 inches), attached to 
the spacecraft’s antenna support struts in 
a position to help shield it from erosion by 
interstellar dust. 

Note: The numerals 1 through 6 depicted in 
below graphic are not included in plaques 
on the Pioneer spacecraft, but are identifying 
note references for below text denoted in 
‘red’. 

As it is inferred that ETI which would be 
viewing the plaque also have the Pioneer 
spacecraft on which the plaque is afixed and 
therefore know the size of the spacecraft, 
at the far right, the bracketing bars (1) 
show the height of the woman compared 
to the spacecraft. The figure indicated by 
(2) represents a reverse in the direction of 



spin of the electron in a hydrogen atom. This 
transition puts out a characteristic radio wave 
21 cm (centimeters) long, so we are indicating 
that 21 cm is our base length. The horizontal 
and vertical ticks (3) are arepresentation of 
the number 8 in binary form. Therefore, the 
woman is 8 x 21 cm = 168 cm, or about 5 feet 
5 inches tall. The human figures represent 
the type of creature that created Pioneer. The 
man’s hand is raised in a gesture of good will. 

The radial pattern (4) will help other scientists 
locate our solar system in the galaxy. The solid 
bars indicate distance, with the horizontal 
bar (5), denoting the distance from the Sun 
to the galactic center. The shorter solid bars 
represent directions and distances to various 
pulsars from our Sun, and the ticks following 
them are the periods of the pulsars in binary 
form. Pulsars are known to be slowing down 
and if the rate of slowing is constant, an other-
world scientist should be able to roughly 
deduce the time Pioneer was launched. Thus, 
we have placed ourselves approximately 
in both space and time. The drawing at the 
bottom (6) indicates our solar system. The 
ticks accompanying each planet are the 
relative distance in binary form of that planet 
to the Sun. Pioneer’s trajectory is shown as 

starting from the third planet, Earth. 

When signals from the two Pioneers can 
no longer be received at Earth, they will 
have another mission as they continue into 
interstellar space. This final mission began 
when, in a high vacuum, Pioneer 10 gleamed 
under the harsh lights of an artificial sun 
in the space simulator at TRW Systems, 
California. The final test was underway 
before the spacecraft was to be shipped to 
Kennedy Space Center. A group of science 
correspondents from the national press were 
at TRW Systems for a briefing on Pioneer and 
had been invited to see the spacecraft under 
test.

Looking at Pioneer through the portholes 
of the simulator, one of the correspondents, 
Eric Burgess, then with The Christian Science 
Monitor, visualized Pioneer 10 as mankind’s 
first emissary beyond our Solar System. This 
spacecraft should carry a special message 
from mankind, he thought, a message that 
would tell any finder of the spacecraft a 
million or even a billion years hence that 
planet Earth had evolved an intelligent 
species that could think beyond its own time 
and beyond its own Solar System.



He mentioned this idea to Richard Hoagland, 
a freelance writer, and to Don Bane, then 
with the Los Angeles Herald-Examiner, and 
they enthusiastically agreed. The result was 
that Burgess and Hoagland approached Dr. 
Carl Sagan, Director of the Laboratory of 
Planetary Studies, Cornell University, who was 
then visiting the Jet Propulsion Laboratory, 
Pasadena, in connection with Mariner 9’s 
mission to Mars. A short while earlier, Dr. 
Sagan had been involved in a conference 
in the Crimea devoted to the problems 
of communicating with extraterrestrial 
intelligences and, together with Dr. Frank 
Drake, Director of the National Astronomy 
and Ionosphere Center, Cornell University, 
had designed one type of message that 
might be used to communicate with an alien 
intelligence.

Dr. Sagan was enthusiastic about the idea of a 
message on the Pioneer spacecraft. He and Dr. 
Drake designed a plaque, and Linda Salzman 
Sagan prepared the artwork. The design was 
presented to the National Aeronautics and 
Space Administration; they accepted it for this 
first Pioneer from our Solar System into the 
Galaxy.

The plaque design was etched into a gold- 
anodized aluminum plate 15.25 by 22.8 cm 
(6 by 9 in.) and 0.127 cm (0.05 in.) thick. This 
plate was attached to the antenna support 
struts of the spacecraft in a position where it 
would be shielded from erosion by interstellar 
dust.

When Pioneer 10 flew by Jupiter, the 
spacecraft acquired sufficient kinetic energy 
to carry it completely out of our Solar System. 
In about 100,000 years, it will have coasted to 
the distance of the nearest star, in the direction 
of the constellation Taurus. Sometime, perhaps 
many billions of years from now, it may pass 
through the planetary system of a remote 
stellar neighbor, one of whose planets may 
have evolved intelligent life.

If that life possesses sufficient capability to 
detect the Pioneer spacecraft - needing a 
higher technology than mankind possesses 
today - it may also have the curiosity and the 
technical ability to pick up the spacecraft and 
take it into a laboratory to inspect it. Then the 
plaque with its message from Earth should be 
found and possibly deciphered.









#codefc

#CodeFC’s weird and wonderful world of 
mutant camera headed figures explore 
the modern realities of cinematic capture, 
tangible memory and surveillance, opening 
up a an entirely new perception on how we 
view consciousness in today’s eternal world 
of technology. He spoke to us 

Tell us a bit about yourself
 
I started as Code and this is how most graffiti 
writers know me as .I  altered it into #CodeFC 
10/11ish years ago. after writing the same 
letters I thought about writing real codes 
(#c0defc is a code for a colour in hexadecimal 
ciphers used in computers)  . I’m based 
between London and Rome  but I tend to be 
more active when traveling (I do it often)

How long you been placing art on streets? 

Since 89

How did the idea come about for combining 
animals with electronics?

I don’t combine just animals with electronics 
[  in fact I just finished a t-rex ( animal again ) 
with 35mm cam instead of the head for Mutate 
Britain !! ] and it s usually super 8 cinecams or 
camcorders due to my motion graphics / vjing 
work

Some of your work is very political, do you 
have a message?

I have a lot of messages! I respond to outside 
inputs as everyone else maybe I make it more 
into ideas for my work than others





You travel round the world placing art, 
what kind of response do you get abroad 
from locals?

Depending on where I go I usually get a 
good response  from locals and  non locals 
apart from some stuff I did in  the Tuol Sleng 
Museum /S-21 in Phnom Penh (Cambodia) 
where some people got a bit offended and 
found it out of place ( planning more like this 
in places like  Auschwitz ) in any case art 
is supposed to create a response from the 
audience whether that is  good or bad doesn 
t really matter as long as  you get a reaction  
otherwise the work is non existent .

How do you think people respond to your 
art?

Mostly in a positive way

Is there a connection between Big Brother 
Watching us and your cyborg creations?

No, my cameras are memories capture 
devices not security cams

Do you have a film / photography 
background?

The logo I use is my dad’s super 8 cinecam 
I use that and some other canon cinecam  to 
shoot  s8 films. I also shoot a lot of dv /hdv 
footage. I use the footage for  vjing in festivals 
like  Gatecrasher and Big Chill or clubs

What’s your motivation?

We could go on forever here ..the main reason 
is to  leave a visible sign of my presence . I 
hate leaving countries without painting , it 
feels to me like I have not been there and  also 
to entertain myself 

What and who influences your work?

My work needs to represent who I am and 
include a certain degree of information about 
what I do ( eg: when I see the toaster... in east 
london...I think he  makes  sandwiches ...!) 
computers had  an influence in my name  , 
film cameras  in my logo, when it comes to 
my work I try to be  site specific  including 
certain elements that represent me  . Places I 





visit have a main influence on the work and I 
always do a bit of research before and come 
out with designs that are pertinent or related 
to the places  .Other influences come from 
oil painting  and other graffiti writers/ street 
artists 

If you weren’t doing this, what would you 
be doing?

More filming more, compositing, more editing 
,more projections

Are you self taught – and if so where would 
I start?

There is no school for graffiti . I was visiting 
relatives in south London and saw tags and 
some graffiti that s when I started .  I Then 
embraced other media  and went to college ...

Do you worry about ever increasing 
surveillance?
Yes I am very paranoid about painting in 
Britain in fact most of my activity is done 
abroad 

How important is placement to artists?

Well place matters ( the more people seethe 
work  the better otherwise  you end up doing 
stuff just to take pictures) just like size does

Do you live in fear of arrest?

If police wanted to arrest me it would have 
happened already , I just try to be cautious as 
much as I can

How would you define your style?

street art with a graffiti attitude...( a puzzling 
amount of street artists do not come from 
graffiti background .. how strange )

What should we expect from #CodeFC in 
2010?

2009 is coming to an end . I did some 
“installations” in and on German bunkers 
on the 5 beaches of the D-Day landing in  
Normandy and I have been involved  with 
Mutate Britain . 2010, planning more travel 
to Thailand to do more merchandise and 
stickers and possibly an anti-USA  government 
campaign ( never out of fashion ..amazing )  
in Vietnam called vietCode ( better late than 
never ..)

www.codefc.org      
www.myspace.com/codefc     

www.flickr.com/#codefc









Capitis Diminutio 
Maxima

Capitis Diminutio Maxima 
(Name in ALL CAPITALS)

For purposes of understanding one’s legal 
or commercial status under the Admiralty 
system (the law system used in England, 
Canada and much of the US), it is necessary to 
examine the curious use of all CAPS -Capitis 
Diminutio Maxima- in legal and domestic 
income tax forms, credit cards & statements, 
loans, mortgages, speeding & parking tickets, 
car documents, road tax, court summons 
etc. While seemingly a trite concern, this 
apparently small detail has extremely deep 
significance for all of us!

Gage Canadian Dictionary 1983 Sec. 4 defines 
Capitalize adj. as «To take advantage of -
To use to ones own advantage.»

Blacks Law Dictionary – Revised 4th Edition 
1968, provides a more comprehensive 
definition as follows …

Capitis Diminutio (meaning the diminishing 
of status through the use of capitalization) In 
Roman law. A diminishing or abridgment of 
personality; a loss or curtailment of a man’s 
status or aggregate of legal attributes and 
qualifications.

Capitis Diminutio Minima (meaning a 
minimum loss of status through the use of 
capitalization, e.g. John Doe) - The lowest or 
least comprehensive degree of loss of status. 
This occurred where a man’s family relations 
alone were changed. It happened upon the 
arrogation [pride] of a person who had been 
his own master, (sui juris,) [of his own right, 
not under any legal disability] or upon the 
emancipation of one who had been under the 
patria potestas. [Parental authority] It left the 
rights of liberty and citizenship unaltered. See 
Inst. 1, 16, pr.; 1, 2, 3; Dig. 4, 5, 11; Mackeld. 
Rom.Law, 144.

Capitis Diminutio Media (meaning a medium 
loss of status through the use of capitalization, 
e.g. John DOE) - A lessor or medium loss of 
status. This occurred where a man loses his 
rights of citizenship, but without losing his 
liberty. It carried away also the family rights.



Capitis Diminutio Maxima (meaning a 
maximum loss of status through the use of 
capitalization, e.g. JOHN DOE or DOE JOHN) 
- The highest or most comprehensive loss of 
status. This occurred when a man’s condition 
was changed from one of freedom to one of 
bondage, when he became a slave. It swept 
away with it all rights of citizenship and all 
family rights.

Diminutio. Lat. In civil law. Diminution; a taking 
away; loss or depravation.

Capite. - Lat. By the head.

As Black’s Law Dictionary explains, the full 
capitalization of the letters of one’s natural 
name, results in a diminishing or complete 
loss of legal or citizenship status, wherein 
one actually becomes a slave or an item of 
inventory. The method, by which the State 
causes a natural person to «volunteer» 
himself into slavery, is through forming legal 
joinder, implied or stated, with the entity or 
legal fiction (name all CAPS). Of course, most 
natural persons wouldn’t willingly form such 
an unlawful but legally reductionist joinder, 
so trickery and obfuscation are used; and this 
starts when our birth certificates are created.

Due to the UK, Canada and the US being 
bankrupt countries, yes all these countries 

have been bankrupt for some time now; 
they all have currencies that are known 
as FIAT currency. In other words, all our 
money is worthless! There is no big Gold or 
Silver reserves to back it up…look on any 
UK banknote and you will see the words, I 
promise to pay the bearer. It is a promissory 
note…nothing more. Worthless basically!
So when we are registered at birth, the 
government produces a corporation, a straw-
man, by placing our name in all capitals. But 
why I hear you ask? Well as we are a bankrupt 
country (just waiting to go into an economic 
fold – exactly what is about to happen in the 
US) the government needs collateral to invest 
and to receive loans on, so we, the people, 
become slaves in bondage to be used as 
collateral with lenders.
Do not make the mistake of thinking that still 
doesn’t apply! Do not make the mistake of 
taking advice from anyone who studies, or has 
studied orthodox law, as they especially will 
not know this…they were kept well away from 
this deliberately. Police do NOT know that us 
and them are slaves in bondage, solicitors & 
lawyers do NOT know that them and us are 
slaves in bondage, and most government 
agents do NOT know either.
But the great thing is we don’t have to be. It 
is as easy as being knowledgeable, aware 
and then just politely declining their offered 
contract!











Rob Jarvis

“Errmm... I’m actually not quite a 
professional... I’m working really hard at it 
though, what has been the usual fanatical 
hobby has started turning into a business. 
What does count in my heart is all of the 
critique that I have received, it truly does 
mean a lot to me… there’s some really nice 
work on here and I’m so glad I joined… keep 
the photo’s and comments coming. Kind 
regards, Rob Jarvis. London.”

24/06/2008 

This quote was posted on one of Robs’ sites 
(you can find him on Picture This, Flickr, 
Facebook and his own website robjarvis.
co.uk. A year on and I hope he’s realised 
what a true professional he has become.
He has kindly given us this interview but 
to truly understand him it is through the 
study of his work. 
As one of my favourite “London” 
photographers I feel he captures the edgy, 
raw and creatively beautiful nature that is 
London itself. Please check out the album 
“My London” and you’ll understand why I 
feel this way. 

Sometimes simple, sometimes intense, 
his images evoke those of a man who is 
genuinely moved by his surroundings, the 
photographic world and London itself is all 
the richer for him. 

Is urban life  art in itself?
All life is art. Urban life is particularly 
interesting to me because I live and 
experience it firsthand; I’m bombarded on a 
daily basis with images in this surrounding.
 





Is there something particularly powerful 
about capturing a transient, fleeting 
moment?

There is something particularly powerful 
because I can hide behind this black box 
while creating a visual composition that stands 
out in my mind. And since each moment 
changes, there is never boredom, I feel 
energized when recording a special moment, 

with the challenge of perfect framing while 
observing one sliver of life as it passes on by.

 
What do you look for in a moment to 
inspire you?
 
Daily life, perhaps an innocent form of 
voyeurism, if there is a good sense of this 
word. Being able to “hide” is my passion in 
photography. My focus is to take a slice of life 
and keep it as close to what it appears to be 
from my perspective without being noticed 
or interfering in the naturalness of the subject 
and the moment.

 
How does the intangible become visible in 
its capture?

Because the viewer has time to contemplate 
that decisive moment like pressing pause for 
a few seconds or however long an image is 
viewed 

 
What is the essence of a photographers 
interaction with his subject
 





By making my subject more meaningful 
by keeping them honest, and natural 
by engaging and allowing the subject’s 
expression to be honest, only then you get to 
see something unguarded and genuine.

 
Do you find photos or do photos find you?
 
I’m often out and about with some sort of 
camera. My eyes never stop creating scenes 
with or without a camera; of course those 
fleeting moments pass like a flash. But if I am 
really quick, I can capture it therefore photos 
often find me.

 
How important is juxtaposition of different 
ideas in the same shot

 
Capturing the relationship between subjects 
in a photo so that each part of the image has 
some bearing on and relativity to the other is 
, it creates an interesting image, it’s not always 
funny or witty it can be political or even 
disturbing.

How important is humour?

 
In life it’s invaluable, especially if one is 
English, irony and humour, are very English 
traits.

How important is the angle - both literally 
and metaphorically?

Composition is technically achieved not just 
by lateral thinking. 

 
What is it about London that inspires you as 
a photographer?
 
The great City of London has become very 
cosmopolitan there is always something to see 





it’s like a giant theatre. South bank is one of my 
favourite places to go to as well as Portobello 
(It’s right next to where I live). I am inspired by 
the crazy world we live in my desire to apply 
some order in my own head about this, I love 
London for the people, the sights and sounds 
and the architecture here.

 
Do you think London itself is conducive in 
producing worthy artists/photographers 
etc..?

 
Big city’s do inspire and often bread good 
artists but it’s not confined to those spaces.

Rob Jarvis 2009 
--- 

Rob Jarvis | photography BA (Hons)

www.robjarvis.co.uk

EMILY JANE BOND







Music And 
Consumerism

Industry Insight

“Music has long been an efficient and 
effective means for triggering moods and 
communicating non verbally. It is, therefore, 
not surprising that “music has become a 
major component of consumer marketing, 
both at the point of purchase and in 
advertising.” Bruner, 1990.

Did you know that currently 83% of all 
commercial communication appeals only to 
one sense – our eyes. That leaves 17% to cater 
for the other four senses. Quite extraordinary 
given that 75% of our day-to-day emotions 
are influenced by what we smell, and the fact 
that there is a 65% chance of a mood change 
when exposed to positive sound. In a world 
where the impact of traditional advertising 
is diminishing by the minute, brands need 
to start looking at a new form of messaging 
which encompasses more than just sight 
senses.

This will allow the potential to reach people 
on a more emotional level and build customer 
loyalty.Whether you are in the magazine, 
telco, or fashion retail industry it is always 
necessary to identify and capitalise on new 
market opportunities. New forms of broadcast 
media have emerged over the last decade 
offering advertisers and store owners new and 
exciting ways to reach their target consumers 
with a traditional broadcast-style message. 
This is where retail radio falls into the picture, 
fast becomingthe choice to take marketing 
opportunities and businesses to the next level.

From sights to sounds to scents, what people 
see, hear, and smell will impact how they 
act,how they feel, and most importantly how 
they connect with your brand. Understanding 
this science and influencing buyer behaviour 
is a crucial way to increase sales in retail. 

Ambient media has long thought to have 
positive impacts on consumers and their 
buying behaviour.Through research 
conducted worldwide theorists have been 
able to determine the effects of musicon 
consumer behaviour, business growth, etc…

Take a look at just some of the factual statistics 
which support the concept of in store radio.

Music is a positive addition to the 
consumer environment

Stemming from above, if a shopper feels they 
have spent less time waiting in queues in your 



shop, you are providing a positive experience 
which may influence future shopping 
decisions.Adding to the pleasant experience, 
shoppers like to listen to background music 
when they shop and feel that stores providing 
music care aboutheir customers.

Music can increase sales

“Music is likely to have its greatest effect 
where consumers have low cognitive 
involvement with the product” Bruner 1990

Nearly 70% of retailers believe that music 
increases sales. Background music can 
influence the amount of time and money, both 
real and/or perceived, that a shopper spends 
in a retail establishment. Regardless of the 
level of impact, atmosphere can help to define 
a retailer’s image, and background music 
can be an important component of the retail 
atmosphere.

Music affects shopper time perception

Several studies indicate that music can 
effectively reduce anxiety, increase positive 
mood ratings, alleviate depression, and 
decrease frustration. Music has also been 
seen to influence consumer’s time perception. 
Standing in queues listening to the right kind 
of music makes the waiting experience more 
pleasant and entertaining hence reducing the 
perception of time in store

Impulse purchases

Creating an impulsive environment can be 
extremely beneficial in the newsagency world 
as majority of your stock will be bought on 
impulse if the right message is portrayed. 
This is where retail radio can have an effect on 
impulse purchases.

The Arbitron study found that one in four 
shoppers think their purchases are influenced 
by retail radio advertising heard whilst in 
store and more than 40% of shoppers who 
heard a retail audio advertisement made an 
unplanned purchase. 37% of shoppers who 
recall hearing retail audio advertisements 
purchased a brand different from the one 
they originally intended after hearing a 
commercial or announcement in the store.

Increase brand loyalty

Whether it is your newsagency brand or 
product brands, corporate branding expert 
Martin Lindstrom research demonstrates that 
brand loyalty increases by 30% when more 
than one sense is used and a whopping 70% 
when three senses are integrated into the 
brand message.

Most retail outlets use sight as their one and 
only senses to attract customers into their 
store– imagine the experience when you add 
sound, smell, or touch to the equation.

Source - ACP Connections







Mother Knows 
Best

Gerald was a mummy’s boy. He always had 
been, always would be.Gerald’s mother was 
a bitch. Always had been, always would be, 
even after he staved her head in with the ivory 
elephant she’d always loved so much.
As he sat and remembered that night he 
smiled sadly at the freedom he’d so hoped for. 
The freedom that he thought he’d wanted so 
badly, but had been forced to realise he could 
never have.
“Bitch.” He threw the half empty glass of 
scotch onto the fire and the flames greedily 
ate the liquid fuel.
 “Now, now Gerald.” Her voice filled the room 
whenever she spoke. “That’s no way to talk 
about your mother.” Usually when he drank he 
didn’t hear her.
 “Piss Off,” he yelled into the empty study.
She had ruined everything between himself 
and Leanne once before. He wouldn’t allow 
her to do so again.
Not this time.
======
Leanne; his first love, his only love and Mother 
had managed to spoil his one and only chance 
at happiness. There had been others over the 
years, but none of the relationships had lasted. 
Not like Leanne.
They had first met at college when Gerald was 
eighteen. He was shy and hence always alone. 
He wanted friends, but found it impossible to 
make them. The successes he did have were 
never to Mother’s liking and so they never 
grew into real friendships. That was until he 
saw her for the first time.
She wasn’t beautiful, but to Gerald she was 
everything and a little bit more. Every time he 
saw her walk by his heart would skip a beat 
and then increase in speed until he was sure 
his chest would explode. He would always 
avert his gaze as she neared, scared to start a 

conversation for fear of saying anything that 
would make him sound like a fool.
 He thought about her every minute of every 
day, especially at night when mother would 
visit his room and ask him for his company. 
He would drift away from Mother’s stories of 
childhoods past, picturing himself with dear, 
sweet Leanne. On the nights that Mother had 
been drinking he would use Leanne’s image 
to shelter himself from the beatings that would 
come as the drink worked its evil magic.
 “But you know that mummy loves you.” Until 
the bruises faded she would pamper him like 
a spoilt pet and, during these short spells, he 



would feel more suffocated by her than ever.
‘No wonder Father ran away,’ he would think 
to himself, filled with loss for having never 
known the man he should have been calling 
Dad.
======
The happiest day of Gerald’s life had been 
when the lecturer had paired him with Leanne 
for the computer studies project. He hadn’t 
cared much for the lesson, but always looked 
forward to seeing her sat across the room, 
watching her from his place at the back of the 
class. Now he was filled with an all consuming 
dread.
He’d have to speak to her.
 “I’ve seen you around.” She broke the ice and 
her voice was the sweetest thing he’d ever 
heard. “You never say hello.” Her smile made 
her even more beautiful, in his eyes.
 “My name’s Gerald.” As the words passed his 
lips he cursed himself for sounding so dumb.  
“I know,” she giggled, resting a hand on his 
arm and he knew it was love.
======
Over the weeks that followed he worked on 
the project and Mother accepted the new 
friendship. Leanne looked like a good girl that 
worked hard and, more importantly, didn’t 
seem to show any romantic interest in her little 
boy.
With each day Gerald fell more and more in 
love and he was sure that Leanne felt the same 

way. She would frequently touch his arm or his 
hand as they studied and one night she even 
kissed him good night. It was only the briefest 
peck on the cheek, but it left him on a cloud 
that looked down on number nine.
And that was the last time he was allowed to 
see her.
Mother had seen the act of more than just 
friends and she did not approve one bit. She 
had been wrong about the girl. She was no 
more than a hussy; only a cheap slut could be 
so forward with a young man like her Gerald.
 “You’re never to see that girl again.” That 
night the beating came and Gerald felt hot 
tears burn his cheeks as mother towered 
above him.
 The next day he didn’t go to college. Instead 
he spent the day nursing his wounds and 
arranging a transfer to a college in the city. 
It was further to travel, but it made Mother 
happy.
======
Over the years he tried other girlfriends, but 
after meeting his Mother he never heard from 
them again. They promised to call, but Mother 
was a powerful woman and she used that 
power to keep Gerald to herself.
She ruled his life in every way, organised it 
from day to day and he began to hate her for 
it.
In the end he hated her so much that he killed 
her. He had to do it he told himself. It was the 



only way he’d ever have a life that he could 
call his own.
When the time came she had made it so easy 
for him.
The argument had started over dinner and 
came as a shock to Gerald as he never argued 
with mother. It was a first and, as it turned out, 
a last.
It started because mother didn’t like Jessica. 
She wasn’t a girlfriend, just an acquaintance 
from work; work that mother had arranged for 
him.
“I don’t like her,” she said as she dabbed at 
the corner of her mouth with a neatly folded 
napkin. “She’s no better than a whore.” Gerald 
had heard it all before so many times.
“You don’t like anyone, do you?” He shocked 
himself with the tone of his voice. “No wonder 
father left you.”
“How dare you!” She flung her chair back, the 
plate of food in front of her launched directly 
at him. “You ungrateful little bastard.” The 
plate smashed into his and roasted vegetables 
erupted over his shirt.
“I wish he’d taken me with him.” Gerald 
felt good, for the first time in his life he was 
standing up to the Matriarch. “Anything 
would be better than living with you.” His face 
reddened with anger. “You bitter, twisted cow.” 
Even in a state of such heated emotion he 

couldn’t bring himself to swear at mother.
 “He couldn’t have taken you anywhere.” She 
stormed across the room and made to slap her 
son.
 “Why’s that?” He caught her by the wrist and 
squeezed, satisfied to see her flinch.
 “Because I killed the bastard,” she spat the 
words in his face with spite. “He was weak, 
just like you,” she growled between clenched 
teeth that were yellow from years of nicotine 
abuse.
Gerald broke, decades of suppressed rage 
boiled forth and he slapped her hard, her 
head whiplashing to one side from the force 
of the blow. He released her wrist and she fell 
across the table, heavy breaths rasping from 
her chest.
 “You little shit.” She came up unexpectedly, 
nailed fingers at the ready as she lunged at 
Gerald.
And that was all it took. The elephant was 
within easy reach and, without thinking, he 
snatched it up and swung. It impacted with the 
side of her head with a sickening crack and 
she fell at his feet.
 She was still breathing, but the breaths were 
shallow as blood seeped from her nose and 
ears. One eye had swollen in the socket, 
the white now a deep crimson that bulged 
obscenely.



“Gerald,” she said his name, feeling around 
blindly with one hand.
 “Fuck you.” Before she could locate him he 
brought the elephant down on her face again 
and again, smashing bone and pulping tissue. 
“Fuck you.” He continued raining the blows 
down on her eradicated face long after she 
was dead.
======
 After that things were better; for a while 
anyway. It started to turn sour not long after 
Gerald and Jessica became more than friends.
He invited her around to his house for dinner, 
hoping for more. The freedom from mother 
finally allowed him to have hope and hope 
made him happy. The meal was a success, 
Jessica smiling throughout the main course 
and complimenting him on his skills as a chef.
 “Mother taught me,” he said it with a smile.
 “Where is she? I’d love to meet her.”
 “She’s gone away for a while,” he said it 
without guilt. “She’s visiting her sister in 
Wales.”
 “That’s a shame, but it has its advantages.” 
Her smile was cheeky and the glint in her eye 
excited Gerald.
 That night he got to make love to a woman 
without worrying about his mother.
======
 When he awoke the next morning the bed 

was empty and there was no sign of Jessica, no 
note, no nothing.
It saddened Gerald and after bathing, 
brushing his teeth and combing his hair he 
moped around the house in a bad mood.
 “She wasn’t good enough for my boy.” The 
voice of mother shook him to the core. “You 
deserve so much better.” Gerald stood frozen, 
his eyes wide and his jaw slack.
 “You’re not real.” With much effort he got his 
mouth to work, aiming for defiance, but failing.
 “You didn’t think you’d be rid of me that 
easily.” She teased him, her tone that of talking 
to a baby.
 “She was nice.” He went to the drinks cabinet 
and poured vodka into a tall glass.
 “She was a tramp,” she hissed her distaste. 
“And didn’t I always say that mother knows 
best?”
 He continued to drink until her nagging voice 
was no more than a whisper. It was then that 
the idea came to him.
 “You want a tramp?” Slamming down the 
glass he marched into the hallway. “I’ll show 
you a tramp.” He snatched the car keys from 
the hook on the wall and flung open the front 
door.
 “I’ll show you a fucking tramp,” he screamed 
at the empty house and banged the door shut 
behind him.
 “Mother knows best.” He heard her laugh 
from somewhere inside the house.
 “Bitch.” No way would she get the last word, 
not anymore.
======
He knew where to find prostitutes, his 
colleagues at work were always bragging 
about their use of the ladies services. Not that 
Gerald saw the point in bragging. He was only 



doing it to prove a point. He’d show Mothers 
memory that if he wanted a real whore then 
he’d have one.
   It was cold outside the car, but they lined 
the side of the street en masse, short tops 
and shorter skirts giving no protection from 
the weather. At the sight of them Gerald felt 
himself suddenly aroused, a burning heat that 
spread throughout his loins in anticipation of 
what he was about to do.
   The women he knew on a daily basis would 
never dress in such a way and if they did he 
doubted they would do the things that some 
of these girls were willing to do. He drove 
passed them three times, carefully eyeing 
them. He may have only been looking for a 
tramp, but he was still picky.
   She was wearing a pink top, cut high to show 
her belly button piercing and cut low to reveal 
her impressive cleavage. The skirt was short 
enough to reveal the soft flesh of her thighs 
and this excited Gerald. As did the black 
boots that held tightly to her legs, ending mid-
thigh and allowing a good view of the tattoo 
that highlighted the paleness of her skin.
 He pulled the car over slowly and rolled the 
window down as he came to stop in front of 
her.
“Hello.” Awkward as always, he smiled.
 “Hi Handsome.” He blushed at her reply; no 
one had ever called him handsome.
 “You look cold.” He couldn’t take his eyes off 
her breasts.
“Yeah, it’s fucking freezing,” she spoke and 
her breath misted on the air.
 “You fancy coming back to mine?” His smile 
broadened, but remained friendly.
 “It’ll cost you extra.”
 He told her that money wasn’t a problem and 
she jumped in.
======
Back home mother had decided to shut up 
which pleased Gerald as he was looking 
forward to his paid date more than he’d 
realised.
 “Drink?” he asked, pouring himself a large 
measure of vodka.
 “Gin and tonic.” No please or thank you, the 
lack of manners turned him on yet he couldn’t 
explain why.
 ‘Mother wouldn’t approve,’ he thought to 
himself.
She guzzled the drink greedily and looked 

around the room. “Nice place.” She moved 
towards the fire and warmed herself.
“It was my Mothers.” He stared at the bottom 
of his glass.
 “Very nice.” To be honest she didn’t care 
where she was as long as it got her out of the 
cold. “So, where do you want me?” She got 
down to business.
 “Here.” He needed to be naughty, needed to 
know that mother would be maddened by the 
act. “How long can you stay?”
 “All night if the money’s right.” She pulled 
off her top, exposing milky white breasts that 
hung large and heavy.
 “Money’s no problem.”
======
 The following morning he awoke to an empty 
house, his wallet open and empty, her white 
panties left on the floor next to his head as a 
reminder.
 “I didn’t even ask her name.” He picked 
up the knickers and grinned “See mother, 
that was a whore.” He tossed the flimsy 
undergarment to the floor.
 “Dirty boy,” mother scolded him. “You won’t 
be seeing that trollop again,” she screamed at 
him in disgust.



 “I’ll see her if I want,” he answered back, no 
longer afraid of her in death as he was in life.
 “We’ll see.” Her voice dropped, but the tone 
remained harsh. “Mother knows best.”
He tried to ignore her as he went through his 
morning ablutions, but she was incessant, 
constantly picking at his self esteem. Once 
again a day of drinking deadened her 
moaning until he could hardly hear it.
 “I’ll show you who knows best.” He may not 
have known her name, but he went out in 
search for his lady of the night.
======
And just as mother had predicated he didn’t 
find her. He did, however, find another. Not as 
pretty, but she had a dirty image and a dirtier 
mouth that was sure to annoy mother and in 
turn that would please Gerald.
 He took her home.
======
Just like the previous morning the house 
was empty when Gerald awoke from an 
undisturbed nights sleep, but this one hadn’t 
even bothered to leave him a keepsake on the 
vacated pillow.
 “My poor baby.” Mother was there to comfort 
him. “Did she leave you without saying 
goodbye?”
 “Yes.” He felt more alone than he’d ever done 
in his life and began to cry, great big howling 
sobs that racked his upper body.
   “You simpering fool.” Having lulled him 
into a false sense of security she was ready to 
begin tearing into him. “No better than your 
father.”
 “Don’t you dare mention my father.” He threw 
back the bed sheets and gagged.
 “Look at you,” she spoke down to him. “She let 
you rut her like a filthy beast.”
Gerald tried to block his ears, but Mother 
taunted away in his head.
“You are a dirty little boy,” she screamed after 
him as he ran to the bathroom.
After washing twice he dressed for work, 
checking himself in the mirror before leaving.
“I’m just glad we won’t be seeing that harlot 
again.” Mother hadn’t once let up with her 
badgering the whole morning.
“I’m off to work.” At least he could escape her 
for eight hours.
======
Leaving the house was a relief, but he knew 
he’d have to return at the end of the day and 

the thought left him filled with an empty 
sadness that bordered on depression. He 
wanted to pay her back; if he had to listen 
to her in a morning then he would make her 
suffer on a night. To this end he designed a 
game plan.
During the course of the following month 
he played out his idea just as he’d seen it in 
his head. Each day after work he didn’t go 
straight home, instead he’d stop at one of the 
many bars and drink. Once he thought he’d 
enough to dull the sound of Mother’s infernal 
wittering he’d chose a woman, any woman. It 
didn’t matter if he had to pay for their services 
or not, so long as they were willing he’d take 
them home. Anyway, they were always gone 
the next morning, so what did it matter?
It was a month of battling with Mother, a battle 
where neither of them gained any ground.
======
And then she walked back into his life and the 
status quo of living with his dead mother was 
shattered.
Leanne.
 Older, but still as beautiful as he remembered 
and her presence filled Gerald with hope. 
Hope that he could finally beat mother and 
have the happiness that he deserved.



“I didn’t like her back then.” Mother harassed 
him over the office phone. “And I don’t like 
her now.”
 “I don’t care what you think.” He kept his 
voice near the mouth piece and whispered. “I 
lost her once because of you. I won’t lose her 
again.” He slammed the phone down and took 
a deep breath.
Leanne.
He’d never expected to see her again, 
especially at his work. But there she’d been, 
smiling in recognition of her old friend.
“It’s only temp work, but I’ll be here for six 
months.” When she spoke he felt all the old 
feelings re-surface.
“Maybe we could get together and catch up.” 
He was rushing it, but he didn’t care. “Dinner 
at my place?” He’d ruined it.
“What about your mother?” The smile had left 
her face.
“She’s gone away.” He got the smile to return 
and sighed with relief. “She’s staying with her 
sister for a few months.” Her smile grew wider 
and she nodded.
“OK then, tomorrow night?” She sounded 
eager to see him privately.
   “Can I pick you up?” His smile was bigger 
than hers.
   “No, I know the house.” She touched his arm 
just like she’d used to and he nearly fainted 
away with joy.
===
 “I won’t have that hussy in my house.” Mother 
hadn’t taken the news well and hadn’t stopped 
moaning all afternoon.
 “It’s not your house anymore.” He tried to put 
her in her place as he shaved.
 “Don’t take that tone with me young man.” 
Even in death she knew how to make him feel 
small. “You should show me a little respect.”
 “Respect?” He threw the razor into the sink 
and turned to look at no one. “For fucks sake 
woman, you’re dead.”
 “That maybe the case, but I’m still your 
mother.” He shook his head.
He needed a drink.
As he headed down the stairs he buttoned up 
his shirt, no need for a tie tonight. He felt like 
being casual.
In the living room he poured his first Vodka of 
the night and downed it in one.
“Drink is a weak man’s escape.” She was 
insistent when she wanted to be.

In response he poured a scotch and drank it 
neat, the liquid burning his throat and rousing 
a cough.
“Not man enough?” She laughed.
“Bitch.” He tossed the half empty glass on the 
fire and the flames ate greedily at the amber 
fuel.
“Now, now Gerald that’s no way to talk to 
mother.” The drinking wasn’t dulling her voice 
as it usually did.
“Piss off.” She’d ruined everything between 
him and Leanne, but she wouldn’t do it again.
======
Leanne was more than a little bit nervous, 
stood at the end of the drive and considering 
whether she should walk away or go up to the 
door.
She had fond memories of Gerald, but he’d 
looked strange when she’d met him the other 
day. The years hadn’t been overly kind to 
him and he’d lost the freshness he’d had as a 
teenager. His hair was thin and wiry and his 
eyes had big black bags under bloodshot 
orbs.
She’d said yes to the date out of politeness, 
but now she had the feeling she’d made a 
terrible mistake. She shouldn’t have come; she 
should’ve stayed at home. With that in mind 



she walked up the drive, paused at the door 
and then knocked three times.
She saw his silhouette on the other side of 
the frosted glass and she felt the need to turn 
and run. On the other hand it was only a few 
hours, catch up on old times and then get a 
taxi home.
How hard could it be?
======
He opened the door and she was shocked to 
see that he looked even worse than he had 
at work. Sweat beaded on his brow and his 
cheeks were flushed a dark, unhealthy red.
 “Please come in,” he said, holding the door 
wide and greeting her with a smile that she 
found more menacing than welcoming.
 “Thank you.” Before she was in the door he 
was pulling at her coat.
“I can’t believe you’re here.” The sweat was 
flowing down his forehead and running into 
his eyes.
 “It’s wonderful to see you again,” she said, 
but her thoughts agreed with Gerald’s last 
statement.
 “Dinner’s nearly ready.” She followed him 
through to the kitchen. At least the smell of the 
cooking meal was inviting.
As soon as they entered the room he busied 
himself with preparing the finishing touches. 
He wanted it to be a perfect night for his 
Leanne and nothing would spoil it this time.
“Just look at her Gerald.” He tried to ignore 
mother, glancing at Leanne, relieved to see 
that she couldn’t hear. “She’s a slut, only here 

for one thing.”
Gerald wanted to tell mother to shut up; 
wanted to scream at her, but he couldn’t. If 
he did Leanne would think he’d gone insane. 
Worse than that, she would leave, probably 
forever.
“Slut.” Mother continued with a litany of 
descriptions for the interloper.
“Whore.”
“Hussy.”
 “Tart.”
 “Slag.”
“Prick teaser.” Between each word she 
laughed quietly.
======
“Are you alright?” Leanne rested a hand on 
Gerald’s arm.
He’d turned very pale and sickly looking and 
she was growing worried at the jittery way he 
was glancing around the room.
“Headache,” he snapped. “Sorry, I’ll be back 
in a mo.” He slammed the knife down on the 
chopping board and turned to leave the room. 
“Need an aspirin, help yourself to wine.” His 
smile was abnormal and ugly.
“Where’s the wine?” In truth she needed 
a drink. No, in truth she needed to make 
excuses to go home.
 “Pantry.” She heard his footsteps retreat 
upstairs.
======
 “I must be daft,” Leanne mumbled to herself 
as she searched for the wine. “What did I 
expect?” She was pretty certain that she’d 



made a mistake; fond memories or not, Gerald 
wasn’t the guy she’d once known.
She soon found the wine rack and was just 
wrapping her fingers around the neck of a 
bottle of white when she heard the noise, a 
panicked scratching from somewhere near the 
back of the huge pantry.
“If he’s got rats I’m gone.” Despite her fear of 
vermin she ducked down and peered under 
the shelves at the rear of the room.
“Oh my God.”
 What she saw was worse than any rat.
 Far worse.
 Eight bloodied fingers stuck up between 
the cellar wall and the floor. They wriggled 
franticly, nails broken back to the quick, flesh 
stripped to the bone in vicious gashes. Blood 
stained the wood around the lip of the hatch 
and Leanne froze.
“Mmmmm.” It was muffled, but it was a plea 
that Leanne couldn’t ignore no matter how 
much she wanted to.
 She knew she should leave now and go 
straight to the police, but she couldn’t leave 
whoever Gerald had down there. But what if 
he came back down stairs? She didn’t want 
to end up a prisoner below the hatch with his 
other captive.
“I’ll be back, I promise.” She took the bottle of 
wine and headed upstairs to find Gerald.
======
 “Gerald?” She stopped at the top of the stairs 
and called his name. “Are you OK?”
“I’ll be down in a minute,” he replied, the 
voice coming from the open door at the end of 
the narrow landing.
She moved quietly, wishing she’d paused to 
remove her shoes. As she neared the door 
she could hear him talking, fast and angry as 
if arguing. She edged closer, the neck of the 
bottle gripped tightly in her fist.
“You won’t stop me, Mother.” Leanne paused, 
was his Mother here after all?
 “I love her and we will be happy.” Gerald 
mumbled. “No she’s not like the others, they 
were whores.” More mumbling. “Yes mother, 
you were right about them.”
Two more steps and she was at the door and 
looking at Gerald. He was sat on the toilet, 
head in his hands and rambling to himself.
She didn’t wait, didn’t ask him to explain. She 
swung the bottle. It didn’t break, but hit his 
head with a solid thunk and he slumped from 

the seat without making a sound. On the way 
down his head smashed into the sink and he 
fell to the floor in a limp pile.
======
She dropped the makeshift weapon and ran, 
hoping he was dead, but doubting it. If he 
came around before she was done she was 
sure that he’d kill her.
She had to move fast.
She took the stairs two at a time and hit the 
hallway at a sprint.
“I’m coming.” The fingers wriggled a thank 
you and the muffled plea was repeated.
The hatch was held shut by a wooden peg, 
which Leanne had to wiggle from side to side, 
gradually working it loose.
“Come on you bastard,” she yelled and the 
threat worked, the peg coming free with a final 
tug.
She pulled the flap open with both hands and 
the stench hit her harder than any blow could 
have. She covered her nose and mouth with 
a shaking hand and tried to take in the scene 
laid out below her.
======
It was a woman who had been on the other 
side of the hatch, naked and covered in cuts 
and bruises. Her body was in a bad way, but 



it was nothing when compared to what the 
woman’s face had suffered. Leanne could only 
stand and stare in horror at what Gerald had 
done.
The face was black, grime encrusted and 
stained with dried blood. Her mouth had been 
roughly sewn shut with a fine wire and her 
eyelids top and bottom had been pulled wide 
and stapled to her face.
 The horror didn’t stop there.
 The basement was filled with twenty or 
more other bodies. Some were still alive and 
squirming around on the floor. Others were 
long dead, limp and rotting in small heaps of 
tangled flesh and bone.
 “Oh my God.” Leanne breathed through her 
mouth as her mind tried to comprehend what 
it was seeing.
In the centre of the room there was bed, floral 
sheets laid out neatly and, propped up on the 
pillows, there was a wizened body dressed in 
a pastel pink nightie.
 “I see you’ve met mother.” She heard his 
voice just before the blow connected with the 
back of her head.
Leanne didn’t lose consciousness straight 
away, but fell forward, her arms waving as the 
scream tried to escape from her throat. She 
collided with the tortured woman on the stairs 
and together they toppled to the bottom.
As they hit the concrete base, Leanne on the 
bottom, it went black.
======
Leanne’s body hurt from head to toe, 
especially the head. It throbbed and her eyes 
struggled to open, stuck together with blood 
that had run from the wound. She forced them 
to part, the lashes tearing from the lids as the 
red glue parted. Everything was blurry, but as 
the scene swam into focus she saw Gerald.
   He was huddled on the bed next to the 
leathery body of his mother and sucking his 
thumb as tears rolled down his cheeks.
Mother ran her bone like fingers through his 
hair and told him to hush.
 “I told you dear.” The voice was slurred by 
the shattered jaw and decaying vocal chords. 
“Mother knows best.”
Leanne tried to scream, but the wire holding 
her mouth shut sealed it in her throat.

Garry Charles

Mother Knows Best will feature as 
part of the movie anthology “The 
Horror Vault: Vol III” Directed by 

Kim Sonderholm.**

www.garrycharles.co.uk/

Death Tide can be downloaded from 
the website













Kate Magic

Ecstatic Beings

We’ve reached 999 on the cosmic timeline, 
the emergency call has been put out, and the 
Ecstasy Services have responded!

On 9th September 2009, my new book Ecstatic 
Beings is being published. Co-authored with 
my good friend Shazzie, it’s an outpouring of 
ecstatic bliss from the depths of our hearts, 
minds and souls.

Fed up of living in a world of repression, 
limitation and restriction, we set out to create 
our own realities and build our ecstatic bliss 
bubbles. Bored of the fear promoted by the 
mainstream media and the paranoia rife in the 
alternative media, we wanted to put a more 
positive message out into the world. Tired of 

being told what we can and can’t do by white 
men in suits we donned our frilly knickers and 
decided to tell it like it is. 

This is how we live our lives. With love, 
joy and gratitude. We eat organic, natural, 
unprocessed foods. We practice yoga and 
meditation. We spend time in nature. We 
spend tons of time with our children and loved 
ones. We work hard, but only doing what we 
love, only on projects that are actively seeking 
to create a better world for everyone. We 
dance and we dream.

We don’t wear what we are told, we don’t say 
only what we are allowed, we don’t think like 
we should. We don’t do a 9-5, we don’t put 
our children into sausage factory schools, 
we don’t have pensions, we don’t have TVs. 
We challenge, we question, we push people’s 



boundaries, we scream, wake the fuck up! 

Just because I wear a tutu doesn’t mean I’m 
not deadly serious. It’s time for a revolution. 
And such is the severity of our situation, just 
one revolution won’t do. We need multiple 
revolutions. We need every repressed 
minority to stand together and say, we won’t 
be a slave to the system anymore. Take your 
bullying, lying, greedy, selfish mentality and 
go away, because actually we have all the 
answers we need. We know how to love, how 
to dance, how to sing, we know how to take 
care of our planet and eachother, and we don’t 
need you bossing us all around and fucking it 
all up.

We need an Ecstatic Revolution. If we all make 
the commitment to live each day in ecstatic 
bliss, to accept all life throws at us with 
gratitude, to take every lesson and transform 
it into a beautiful life experience, to create 
wonder at every turn, then it’s easy. Say no 
to the fear, the lies, the cover-ups, the dirty 
dealings, the paranoia. Say yes to love and 
bliss and the ecstatic revolution. You always 
have a choice. Say yes.

If all this seems a little crazy, that’s because 
the times we live in are so insane, common 
sense seems ridiculous in the face of the 
madness of the world we currently inhabit. But 
look at it like this. Wouldn’t you love to feel 
bliss bubbling through your cells every day? 
Wouldn’t you adore living in a world where 
suffering no longer exists? What have we 
got to lose? Cos if we don’t change our ways 
radically right about now, we’ll be living in 
chronically sick bodies controlled by a police 
state on a dying planet.

So, are you ready? Are you ready to say yes, 
I commit to living my life in Ecstatic Bliss. I 
commit to creating a tidal wave of bliss that 
will sweep the world and create the revolution 
we are all yearning for. Let’s stop working for 
the machine and start living for the sunrise. 
Let’s all become Ecstatic Beings. Walking 
barefoot on the earth with our heads in the 
stars, loving every fleeting moment of our 
eternally crazy lives.

Because ready or not, here we come…

Ecstatic Beings is Kate’s fourth book. 
It’s published by Rawcreation, and 
is available to buy from “http://
rawliving.eu” http://rawliving.eu or 
Amazon. 

BE MY FRIEND

http://www.myspace.com/
katemagic



This is an extract from my as yet 
unpublished book, “88 – The untold story 
of a revolution” about the London acid 
house scene in 1988. I wanted to make 
a kind of tribute to the consciousness 
pioneers – people like Leary and McKenna 
and Kesey who had taken these journeys 
before us and tried to map their pathways, 
to begin to describe living at the frontiers 
of consciousness and translate their 
experiences into words that would make 
sense to us back home. The people who, 
when I discovered their work, helped me 
to feel I wasn’t crazy and irresponsible, but 
following an honourable and valid path. 

So I decided to take my cue from William 
Burroughs, the master of the cut-up. I took 
quotes from the mouths of those I was inspired 
by, and mashed them into a collage of 
psychedelic wisdom. 

Make no mistake – all intellectuals are 
deviants. The ones who are mad to live, mad to 
talk, mad to be saved, desirous of everything 
at the same time.

It’s the architecture of a synergy between 
electronic culture and Super Human Beings. 
In the province of the mind, destroyed by 
madness, starving hysterical naked, Tim Leary 
danced down the streets like dingledodies, 
opening doors that have never been opened 
before, to re-evaluate and value phenomena 
that appear to defy reason.

John Lilly, an easily controlled altered state of 
consciousness, could better be described as 
serendipity. It’s almost a suicidal technique. 
You have to be a deviant or exist in extreme 
boredom.

There’s no doubt that the classic spiritual 
experience, it’s fairly profound, it’s fairly 
apocalyptic. Being love is a supreme creative 
act, love is the law, in short we are living in 
a mental transformation space. All is well, 
practice kindness, heaven is  Alexander 
Shulgin .is the raw material of drastic change.

I am acting as a map maker, an explorer of 

psychic areas, to heal and re-integrate the 
human character. At the beginning of the 20th 
century, there were only two psychedelic 
compounds known to Western science: 
Aleister Crowley and there is no liberty in this 
world, just gilded cages.

It’s a very salutary thing to realize that in 
between are the doors of perception. Through 
my LSD experience and my new picture of 
reality, I became aware of the wonder of Ken 
Kesey. I therefore had to create new models 
and metaphors as I went along. 

Why haven’t we seen a photograph of the 
whole Earth yet? It teaches you disrespect 
for authority. Nothing is true, everything is 
permitted. That does not bother me, since I am 
at least as much an artist as a psychologist, but 
it does bother Neal Cassady.

So you see, the growth is exponential. Like in 
ancient civilizations the slave boatmen rowing 
galleys to a beat and servants spinning pottery 
to a beat. Turn on, tune in, drop out. There 
are things known and there are Terrence 
McKenna.

I think it’s healthy that people should have 
this experience. A little over 50 years later 
– with lsd, psilocybin, psilocin, tma, several 
compounds based on dmt and various other 
isomers – the number was up to almost Allen 
Ginsberg. It was so marvelous being 
expanded that way that I wanted a synergy 
between dance and idea.

Remember, we are all affecting the world 
every moment, whether we mean to or it’s 
an ancient human ritual that has usually 
been practiced in the context of this Gaian 
supermind by angelheaded hipsters burning 
for the ancient heavenly connection to the 
starry dynamo in the machinery of Albert 
Hofmann.

The rather dull universe in which most of 
us spend our time is not the only universe 
there is. Aldous Huxley was dealing with 
matters outside consensus reality-tunnels. 
The spiritual crisis pervading all spheres of 
Western in

Since we all create our habitual reality-
tunnels, either consciously and intelligently 
or unconsciously and mechanically, Richard 



Alpert sat up smoking in the supernatural 
darkness of cold-water flats floating across the 
tops of cities contemplating jazz.

 Robert Anton Wilson is etched into every 
molecule of DNA on the planet.

They said no, you must go back and learn what 
it is to be a human being, to push to thee edge 
and struggle to always feel and  express more. 
Every man and woman is a star which can be 
accessed through the use of psychedelics. 
And the electronic center of this halo of 
mentation is possibly  Jack Kerouac.

We shall have to shift from the materialistic, 
dualistic belief that people and their 
environment are separate, toward a new 
consciousness of an all-encompassing reality, 
which embraces Genesis P Orridge and only 
those who can leave behind everything they 
have ever believed in.

Smash the control images. Smash the control 
machine. burn, burn, burn like fabulous yellow 
roman candles exploding like spiders across 
the stars and in the middle you see the blue 
centerlight pop and everybody goes “Awww!” 
Stewart Brand didn’t feel any masochistic duty 
to share their misery.

Nicholas Saunders, a cosmonaunt of inner 
space, with radiant cool eyes hallucinating 
Arkansas and blake-light tragedy became very 
sensitive to what will happen to all this and all 
of us. It’s the beat  generation, it be-at, it’s the 
beat to keep, it’s the beat of the heart, it’s being 
beat and down in the world and there is no way 
out now but some kind of journey down the 
very frightening birth-canal of experience.

It’s going to happen – the egg shell is 
breaking. Working on our own consciousness 
is the most important thing that we are doing 
at any moment, and there are no limits.  In the 
context of religion or of worship or of  William 
burroughs.



Matrix Tart
from Raw Magic by Kate Magic, published by Rawcreation 2008

 
Serves 12

1 hr, 3 hrs setting
Blender

 
OK, so this is like a deviant mincemeat tart. And when Zachary was only three years old he got 
The Matrix and mincemeat confused, as you do when you’re three. But it actually fits because 

the apples and berries do make a kind of criss-cross matrix pattern. So see? Sometimes things 
that seem really silly at the time end up making perfect sense. Or sometimes the things that you 

thought made sense are actually nonsense.
 

Crust:
125 g or 1¼ cups gojis

60 g or ½ cup cacao powder
125 g or 1¼ cups almonds

60 g or ½ cup lucuma powder
125 ml or ½ cup water

 
500 g or 1 lb apples

250 g or 2 ½ cups gojis
50 g or ½ cup cranberries
50 g or ½ cup barberries
50 g or ½ cup mulberries
100 g or 1 cup pine nuts

500 g or 2 avocadoes
2 tbsp flax oil

1 lemon, juiced
1 tbsp honey

1 tbsp cinnamon
1 tbsp psyllium

 
To make the crust, grind the gojis into flour in a high power blender or grinder. Transfer them 

to a mixing bowl, and add in the cacao powder, almonds, and lucuma. Roll up your sleeves, and 
mix it up with your hands. Add in the water a little at a time, kneading as you go, so you end up 
with a firm ball of dough. Press it into your flan tin, lining the sides and the bottom with a  layer 

about ½ cm (1/4”) thick. Any leftovers you can eat!
 

To make the filling, grate the apples and put them in a large mixing bowl with the gojis, 
cranberries, barberries, mulberries, and pine nuts. If you can’t get hold of one or more of these 

berries, you can always substitute raisins or chopped dried apricots or dates. Put everything 
else in a blender: the avocado flesh, lemon juice, flax oil, honey, and cinnamon. Blend to a thick 

cream, then add in the psyllium and give it another quick blitz. Spoon your avocado mix into 
your apple mix and stir it all together, making sure all your apple is coated in avocado. Spoon it 
into your flan tin and press it down. Pop in the fridge for a couple of hours to firm up. Serve with 

cream – whatever sort you like as long as it doesn’t have cows in.

EAT MY CAKE
http://www.rawliving.eu 












