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into a Victorian concert hall and had my robot feed all]
of the cats". What I cannot let fall foul in any

bereavement is that I no longer need to feel ashamed
during sex, with everything coming quicker it seems only

My generation, more so my kids generation if I had any,
but alas, are subject to a culture of great complacency
and impatience., Oven? Microwave! Doctorate? Call
centre! Walk? Taxi! Romance? Wank! Why pay for more when
less is already on your plate, and it's free? We live
in a fast paced world where we don't have time for
trivial commodities such as exercise. Why do something
when you can do nothing and if that isn't causing each
of us to inheritably implode at the implausibility of
the impartial desire in each of us to fill our minds with
scmecthing imminently indifferent to the infinite ways
of not participating (that task itself is a trick our
minds have learnt through evolution as to think of a way
of entertaining itself which in practice Yentertains
1tself", it's a common but underrated means of passing
time) we often fall foul of time to shit, shower or
shave.

With means of cutting time there are nowmeans of filling
that new spare time with a sense that there was never
any time gained at all. "Instead of washing the dishes
in the sink when [ ammicrowaving my beans this afternocon
[ think I'1]1 order some crackers from Morrisons on the
net, should be here by the time I've converted the house

natural that I should too.

Lately I've taken to watching trailers, reading
blurbs, smelling fine wine and briefly ogling a young
lady and qualifying myself as " experienced them to
modern standards". My mother, the dear that she is,
will spend 2 hours to make the dinner, 5 hours preparing
for a birthday, 30 hours knitting a garment and
anywhere up to 25 years raising a child, obviocusly
there 15 something amiss with the lessons two different
cultures teach us. Perhaps we have intellectually
moved on where time can't afford trivial matters, or
maybe we've forgotten?

I work, yes, that's a true statement! I used to get
by on minimum wage, then I got by on little more than
minimum wage, now [ get by on near double minimum wage,
doe I feel more comfortable? No! I consume more, I eat
pricier food, I drink better rum, I smoke velvet lined
cigarettes, I was just as well off when I was on minimum
wage, Yyou consume what you are given, my house mate
makes what I make in a month in a week, he is none the
richer. Are we happy like this? Are we content with
always having needs, is it our needs that drive us
motivationally. Maybe this is the reason we cannot find
comfort in settling for the achievements we strive, for
without setting another. Our ancestors would kill for
a cushy environment like ours and they would swear that
it would be paradise, only paradise is a constant far
off dream, it is the carrot to the donkey, it the dragon
of life, and we're all chasing it.
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Falface

TOUCHING***
THE***
CLOTH***

“Lets have a look, then shall we?”

| pity the fool that puts on my jewels. But anyway. These groups
are ear-cuisine for your high-fi delight. Music can make or
break any situation so STOP. LOOK. LISTEN. The old met the
new and they got along fine. A quasi top ten for audio-geeks.

1/

First up! Its stuff to have your birthday cake to. Bristol
based "RatFace’ have been out there for a mission now,
peddling bedroom punk-hop. Toured NYC so they must
be cool. But seriously check out www.myspace.com/
ratfacemuzak— no he don’t have the face of a rat.
Then it’s straight over to finland for the real stuff,
‘Deep Turtle' kick tits. go on you tube and type in
‘Deep Turtle’ the magic beholds. Frisky fidget punk
funk with a chorus of black-thrash. (Make up genres) ? |
Next is an obvious one, but I reckon *Sonic Youth's’
new album The Eternal is a total megatron of riffage.
Sounding a lot like they did on Nurse it’s verging on
mathcore in places. Any way blah blah blah. Ipso fac-
tum huh? Thurston!

Now, without a doubt it's worth mentioning that ‘Pere
Ubu® are playing in London in a months time. The thing
is they’ll be playing all the songs (in order) from their
seminal post-punk beast The Modern Dance. Just google,
David Thomas is getting quite porky these days and
might not shuffle off stage in time resulting in lack of
food and water. Whatever,

“Rock mUSIc I8 mostly about maving big black boxes from one side of fown to the ather In e back of
your car.™

The Deadstock's demo sped through 4 tracks in about 6 mj
utes. This is great, frenetic, falling-over-itself post-punk

splurge, with every second feeling utterly vital and no time
wastage. Awesome stuff! They're from tokyo .

d That’s right. tokvo.
#This page wouldn't be
complete (and neither
would I) If *Mission Of Burma’ didn't get 2 men-
tion. Apart from every album being an uber-
fuck, the new one (the sound the speed the light)
is pants shittingly 1978. 1 mean roger miller still
uses that vari fuzz vibra tone thing.
Woooonnggeg. Wooooonnngegg, Wooooonng,
Yep. Look at their faces; they’re smug. And they've every
reason to be... www.missionofburma.com

Frightened Rabbit! Aaagh. Bedroom
° post-indie. Another wee beastie. It
s SOUNDS like 2 one man show (his
bedroom may smell odd.) check out a
tune call “the greys” - its what the new
vinyls have been wanting to do for a
long time, but didn’t quite get it. Heres a picture of them/him/it.
FEEEREaEErra>>>S0me Young Pedro are a band from Glasgow with a big fuzz
wryeeveypy 'cdil and drumsticks and a shout to match. Check out the
"'E"Llifr;ﬂ:; epic Steve Jones it's a beast. Psychedelic post-punk woop.
IR ONTHEOTHERHAND... '
= Death.Pool and their awesome
declaration of pussy warfare are
very sharp indeedy. It's like Joe's
impression of jazz when we go to
first ave and practice which is hi-
larious if you ask me. It must get Youtubed at somepoint
(not gunpoint as Joe won't like this) Now imagine Dino-
saur JR gotin a fight the other day. Johnny Marr was their. He felt marred, They
were fighting a backwards lo-fi screamo-indie-shmindy outfit call boringly enough.
ALPHABET. No but seriously a total beast of a feast for your treat. l'[ﬂlip} o lucky
verses met by a pure barrage of hate-noise-bitch-rid. On myspace! And finally there
no 10th place. In fact the 10th place is the first one of the next TURPS!!!

We won' sleep on floors, we won't lour endlessly and we're embarrassed by self-
Promotion!

R Siddahl pygmu@hotmail co uyk
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Pt. 2

The room now empty again seemed smaller, somehow I

had missed how the others had left. Then I started to .

think of the pain in my neck, it felt tight, suddenly
a volce said to me,

“Do you know what it feels like to be searching for
something that you know you can never find?"

I locked to my left and was shocked to see a short
overweight man with large jowls that looked as if
he'd been stained red, I wondered how long he’d been
there without me knowing, it was a daunting thought,
where had my mind been wandering not to have noticed
this large man slug past me.

“Well?" he slurped, He almost looked like he was
melting, his wheole face drooped into one flabby lump.
His breathing was very heavy so it was hard to make
out a lot of what he was saying.

“Well what?” I asked
"Do you know how it feels!?"

He seemed unsure, he fidgeted arcund uncomfortably,
he was slightly too big for the chair he was sat in
and the arms pushed parts of his body out.

I locked at him vacantly,

"I know I never will. I don't even know what it is!
Do you know how that feels fella?”

He paused for a second, and wiped his face with a
scrunched up handkerchief he took from his sleeve.
Then he turned to me for an answer, his small eyes
glared into me, I swallowed hard, but before I could
say anything the bird like man calmly walked into the
room and started the kettle. The overweight man
Straightened his posture and seemed to transform his
face from the a one of doom to something else and he

smiled exposing tiny stained teeth, this made his
eyes disappear into folds of skin, the bird like man
smiled awkwardly back, he looked nervous and so did
the overweight man, there was an uncomfortable
feeling in the room as we waited for his kettle to
boil, they seemed fearful of breaking the silence.
Suddenly the door burst open and in rushed a young
woman who gquickly sat down at the other side of the
room before the door had shut, she didn’t make eye
contact with anyone. The man with the jowls turned
his huge body sleowly and stretched open one of his
eyes to lock at her, exhaled loudly then turned back
towards the bird like man who was finished making his
tea and he slipped out of the room.

I looked back te the man with the jowls who had
dropped his smile and his pendulous face was back and
he looked the same as before, He leaned towards me,
and slowly said,

“Are you going to give me an answer? Do you know how
it feels?"™

He seemed so determined for me to give him an answer
to this guestion I didn’t really understand, I
wondered if he did himself.

“I'm not sure I understand what you’re asking me™

His face drew back into itself and his eyebrows
lowered, he looked more intense than before,

“It's a pretty simple question™ he burped

*ﬂ






Lipstick Pr.l

Sunlight sidled tirrouwoh the growing void between the eroded cuctains.
gom=thing on Lhe bed movud. Tt thoew 105elf a couple of centimetzes away.
The light returnsg onte the persons face, He moved, but couldn®t evade thE
streak of naussating brightnssz, An 2y2 unssalad itzalf, followad
automatically by the nther. Ha was awake and awkwald, Maybe ashamed. He
regrétted propelling himsell upwatd s¢ hastily. When =at upright, he felt
as LE his stomach was bBaing punched upwarda thooilgh his throat. His brain
ricachet around the gaping poundaries of hin skull. Fing and negedles in 'his
ayos, ditt inNhis Fingernalls. Light headedness coerced him lnto the martre=s
again. He landod toc hard. One of the colls from inside busrst oot Ln fuont
of his syes,

He gprung gracalsssly cut of bed, catapulting himself snts the nearest wall .
Ewvery step was punctuated with 2 wounded sigh. He bulldozed his way through
the corridor, stepping on painful but undistinguishable ¢bjects. He elutched
a4t the bathroom déor handle, moving into the room a2 the door dictaced. He
tripped, but managed to harness the edge of the sink with ongé hand. The body
Wag Limp, bub still the sink couldn"t help edging away fzom the wall slightly.
He saw himself. The mirror didn"t provide anything lifs affirming. His
complesion was comatose, Haic was entwined with twigs , leaves and tiny
Eragments of vomit. dis eyes wars grey. His testh were blackenad. His lips
wote stain=d, The horrible assorument of features on his facé needed to be
gorted. He brushed his testh. The blackness remained. Fucking rad wine. Never
a-focking-gein. The lips really bothered him, Wine stains weren’t vecy
healthy logking. Hore than anything they ware a testament towhy be cursently
falt #¢ shit. He attacked the stains, Picking at acme locsze skin on his= lip,
he grabbed and ripped downwards. Too much. Blogd aeeped fzom the opening.
He swung for the cotton bods.

The ketils boiled. It rattlad about oo 1es base; liks Graham®= brain rattleao
arcund in fts head. Evervthing in thisz kitchen wasz contaminated. A thick
layer of syzupy Filth consomed the workiops. The cooker was an ccean of pould.
Tin and glass carpeted the floor. Graham stared at the steam ascending From
the kettla. He prered in closer. Steam crashed inko his &yes. Blind., For
a - oouple of sedonds. HE couldn”t walt for this cup of tea to be made. Beling
ingide this place was just inciting evarything. His mind tried to pieace
togethers what he had dona last night. This was a taxing endesvour. HLg memacy
WiE like a jigsaw, that Had the shit kickead cut of it, He remembarsd the
8TArt At the pub. Everything else was blank. This was an unaccustomed stake
of being for Graham. Hothing gave him a hangover, except red wine. He drank
the cup of tea frepetically, enveloped some plain bread through hiz mouth:
ond stumbled out the door, atcempting ©o adopt a facada of nurmality as he
idd.

The constal air was plercing. Hedidn't feel refreshed, more assaulted. Wind
blew and caused eruptions of pnoumonla @uross his body. His stoest was
littered with entratls of degenorecy. Empty cans of sconomy lager. Swirls
f deied blood, seasonsd with slek. A trodden on tcoth. He walked over the
battlarfield, met only by clossd curtains, He turned cnto the desolate high
stréek, and walked aleng until he reached his favourits bench. He sat down
and reclined tensely. He watched the lack of cars for a geod ten minutes,
He really nesded & smoke, Something t0 appeass the man who doesn't have
anything. He checked hiz pocket#. Torn up cacdboard, pannies, willet. Ho
tobacea. e Lifted hlmsgly up snd headed to the shop.

The flucreacant lights melted Graham's retipas, Prickly heat raised to his

head.JHe want=d tc be sick. He walted but chly A grotesgue hurp WMy
He ah-ftafl h':.\r?hl: to tha espty counter, and waited for somenne to QoCUpPY i--'
EEE 1:#.-:_.:.1-!:!:1 ¢ stand still. He would fall at any Second. Sranham let out .;h
:::-nr,nwd cough. & world weary amployee moodily meanderad avar,

'ﬁliﬁ:at can I gat you?* the waman dully ssked. Craham hadr't said a word aig
day. He had fourgotten how tc fFalk. He ateed theps and triad to wrestle s
words out his mouch, ' e

r-m;hﬂ There. Ehh, what do [ ¥8nt?" The woman was bored with his indecisic
and tacgeted him with a condescending face, So puch tobaczo. Thay m.r.mj
have hj: usual brand. He didn't want to ask if there Was any in the :u:c.a-i
room. This eplaode couldn’t be prolonged. The woman’s condescending '[a:"_e
;r:: :;ﬁi&;cdtulth ona of jrritation. It was too much of an Easy victory fap

. JUust wantad Lo get back to her Heat magarire, A
s i garine, Gel Chia over with
TI'1) taks tha:_{mel* Graham emphatically pointed to 3 pouch. The woman
E.lwl;.r rnrritv&E it from the display and scanned it theough the till.

That’ll be £2.93." the woman sneered at hinm. Grahap wWent for his wallat
and libezated it from his pockers. '
"What the fuck?” Graham’'s wallet was filled with b

f t bewr bottle caps. He
?:n:c.h:::! inside, but only found I2p. 4
"I'm sorgy, I can't afford this., I'm Feally sorry™ Graham said
1 as it he 1
.j1usr_ run over her dog. He svormed out the shap. "

Till 3.‘r:an I have a VOID!" the woman screeched through the spsaker ser
:H:ﬂ hnnd;; Tutside Sandra’s house. He pelted the door with pelits, I.‘_hm-'[
ostils knocks. Jesus, its Freezing aut hore, Neise epilled d
The door cpened. ) RS
":e-.-. ;r:.«u alrighe?” Fandza asbed in a subdusd manner.

“AyeE, B protty swael. A bit worse for wear though.” Sandra si
. th ' silently
corcurred and ushesed him in. They went to the Living rocm. Graham sat :im-n
immediatély, while Sandra hovered.
"I fesl like absolute shit, Last night wa=
A : 5 pretiy heavy wasn'e ft9v
Aye 1 can't remember barley anything” Graham replisd.
":unh g-‘m were pratty off it last Night.*
“Waz 17 1 didn"t s&y anything bad did 17" Sandra used £ ome
looked up at the ceiling. el
“Hah, d?n"t_LH.m'. 50" Graham was relieved., He remsmbered whiy he cama.
"Hew; I'we just been to Ehe shops but I didn't have encugh money for any
tabs. Do you reckon I could nick ome off e .
“¥eah two secs; they're in my bedrocm.”
Sandra lefr the room, whils Graham trisd to gat comfartable, Ha did feal
br—:t_ter. This was d:r_!i.lntly 4 Nilcer anviranment, than his house ar the harsh
Sutticors. The cushions svallowed his= limbs. Sanpdrg glided through. Grahan
petthed on che adge of the sofa, .
"Here you go” sald Sandra brandisfing & sigacetts. Graham
: > la

Ris lips then stared into the distapce. et
"Lighter?” Sandra asked.
“Oh yesh, chesrs.” Graham 1it the tube and fale dissarisia

HE ction dissalvae,
This was the best thirg tha: had happened te him all cay.
*Cheers Sandra, T r2ally nesdad rhis.™
"It's aleights,. You want g Cuppa?
Yoah that'd bé great” Sraham replisd. Ha wan ilocking forvard tc 4 mere
rtelszed cup of caa. The smoky gylindar had mads evatyrhing becrar
‘En hites whesu IEEill'l'E tetay?® Graham emitted a deflating sound, .
Wor so greal, I°Ve 96t the worse ploody hangover, my place ls g tip, and



I ean’t remembar anything from last niaht. That's always really worcying.
I'm always huunted for dl'l":'-'ﬂ by who I I.'I'I1'-'|]:IL have offendod.®

“rt's cush, I don't remember you offending anyone® Sandis shouted from Lhe
kitchen. She came through with two cups of tea,

»and 17 vou did, they would have been too drunk to remember. Frobably." Sandsa
sat naxt to Graham.

“Bo you remember how you got homel™ Jandra looked quite concerned.
“Hg'[dnn'?EFMEth[dhythmHTat&11-"Saﬁararec&1:&¢and1¢3¥Eﬂ[hcuqhtﬂﬂd
“oh it's JuEL Ehat "™

wyghat did I do?” Graham asked knowingly.
mgall do vou not remember storming out the pub.
you had run off by the time I'd got up, and you weren' b answer ing youl phone.
Graham had an uneasy feeling lo his stemach,

ezhit. Do you remember why T did that2”

ngall, thers ware six of us to start with, then me and you started talking.
We'd been talking for ages, 3¢ lang we didn’ © notice that everyone #lse had
1eft. I don't even know if we sald goodbye to them.” Bandra forced Jut a
laugh, then waited to continus.

wehen we starbied talking about & certain someone: Then after a while You
started crying, and that’s when vou ran off, I was worrlied about you."™ WMhy
doss this kesp Bappening?

“I, 1. 1 qjust can't believe I'm still 11X+ this. I m=2an it's besn 2 couple
of monthz. I'm naver going to get hetter am I?”

wpe things will gét better, It"s Jrat it takes a while.”

"t guess sa. Tall you what, T know T say this a lot but I'm never drimking
ced wine again. I get Far too emotlanal on it." Eandra looked cornfused.
e didn't drink red wins last night.”

wae we must have done, I've got this terrible hangover® Graham plesded.
"what so voo don’t get hangovers of1 anythling slas?”

wysah T de. byt they only last an hHour at the moat. Only & red wine hangover
stavs with me this long. Anyway what about these stain on oy t=ath and lips?”
“punno, must have been off something slea.” Sandra replied vaguely.

I tried to g0 after you but
ré
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GINE HM?
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My favourite person would be someone that never gets mad,
even when I°m really frustrated and acting really pissy
they would be really cool and good at almost everything
bhut they would be modest and would make me think I could
do some things that I couldn’t do better than him, better
than him, he would also let me help out when I'm actually
causing more of a hindrance than helping out but makes
me feel like I'm helping. My favourite person would be
able to teach me what I needed to know, anything I needed
they would be able or teach me but it wouldn’t be what
they loved doing all of the time so it could be my
“thing”, they would also love it when I taught them
things even if they already knew what 1 was teaching
them, they would pretend that they didn’t. They would
say things that made me feel confident about myself and
my decisions, when I felt low they would tell me why I
should be lifted back up and I would be. When I am sick
they would look after me and immediately I would forget
the pain and even 1f 1t was really nice outside orI
everybody is going on a trip to the park they wouldn’t
leave me. They would share everything with me and give
me my favourite stuff, we would have jokes that only we
understood and sometimes we would be able to look at each
other and we would start to laugh and we would continue
to laugh until we needed te sStOp otherwise we might
probably die. My favourite person would always be there
and would never die, never get ill, never lie, never be
wrong, never let me down. My favourite person isn’t real.
I've settled with less.

p—
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