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Poor wretch!  who once hath paced that dolent city 
  Shall pace it often, doomed beyond all pity,                 

    With horror ever deepening from the first... 
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A local community leader pauses from discussion with a trainee Robocop to 
look suspiciously towards the photographer. 

Abbeyfield Park is in Burngreave, Sheffield and the festival was an attempt at 
promoting community cohesion in a multicultural area of the city characterised 
by high levels of unemployment and poverty. 

It was a pleasant day and a substantial crowd had gathered to smoke dope, 
drink Special Brew, graze on street food and enjoy a programme of second rate 
music. Zion Train were the headlining act, but they didn’t manage to make it 
on stage due to a bomb scare bringing the event to a premature end. 

The festival was held just a few days after the murderous outrage perpetrated 
on the citizens of London by a nihilistic death squad protesting global injustice 
in the name of Islam. Despite the atmosphere of fear and paranoia that reigned 
throughout England at the time, the evacuation of the festival was calm and 
orderly. The legacy of kowtowing to paternalistic authority that marks the post-
industrial cities of Britain has its virtues. 

The cancelled event was restaged in September. 
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There seem to be a lot of hairdressing salons in the English-speaking world 
that refer to the Acropolis in their business names. I don’t know why. Maybe 
the caryatids of the Porch of the Maidens on the Erechtheion are renowned for 
their quality hair-dos? 

Langsett Road in Sheffield seems to have little in common with Athens. It leads 
from some nameless place a short distance from the city centre into Hillsbor-
ough. It looks like it’s seen better days, but I can’t find any documentary evi-
dence to describe what they might have been like. The area around here is 
known as Primrose Hill, but I’ve never seen a primrose growing in the vicinity. 

The hill indicated at the right of the picture is Burgoyne Road, which leads up 
to Walkley. 

Although it sounds like an Evangelical Christian shindig, the #Back2Life poster 
is advertising a club night in the city centre. It probably represents a waste of 
paper and glue, as hardly anyone walks past here, although the Hillsborough 
Hotel, a renowned real ale pub, is just over the road. 

I wonder who lives above the abandoned shop? I wonder if their living space 

extends to the open window top left or if that’s a separate dwelling? 
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This monstrous image is not a still from a horror film or macabre murder mys-
tery flick; it’s a delivery being made to the nearby ASK Italian Restaurant, or 
perhaps the Tap and Tankard pub. It’s the kind of obscenity that’s usually hid-
den from view. Think yourself lucky that a scratch and sniff version isn’t avail-
able. 

Backfields barely exists. A community art space called the Art House was 
opened a few years ago and I think it’s the only place with a front door entrance 
on the street. 

The vision of the Art House “is to create artists, to find hidden artists, to enable 
people from all backgrounds to develop their ability and enjoyment, perhaps 
for the first time.” 

This photograph is not an Art House project. At the time it was taken, there 
was a children’s event on at the venue. Every child that passed the hooked-up 
animal corpses on their way to their fun day out expressed awestruck horror, 
disgust and fascination at what they saw. 

Why are we so fascinated by the horrific and disgusting? 
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A scrapped BMW in an overgrown wilderness of garden brings down the 
tone of a residential street in Walkley. 

Most of the references to Hadfield in Sheffield relate to Robert Hadfield, who 
discovered manganese steel in 1882 and invented silicon steel shortly after-
wards. His father, also named Robert, owned Hadfield’s steel foundry and 
Robert the younger built the firm into one of the largest foundries in the world. 

Through diligent exploitation of his impoverished, slum dwelling work force, 
Hadfield became a scion of the local establishment, being made Master Cutler 
in 1899. He was knighted in 1908 and made a baronet in 1917. 

The Sir Robert Hadfield Building on Mappin Street forms part of the Univer-
sity of Sheffield and the Hadfield Wing forms part of the massive Northern 
General Hospital complex. 

There was a pub called the Hadfield on Barber Road, Crookesmoor, which was 
briefly a live music venue and a destination for discreet, low level drug dealing. 
The pub closed several years ago, and the building now houses a Sainsbury’s 
Local. 

Doubtlessly, this Sainsbury’s Local will go the way of the car in this picture and 

the industrialist-inventor bigwig the street that it blights is named after. 
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Memorial stone of George Shaw, a Quaker who died at the age of 74 in 1708. 

Bowcroft Cemetery is a small Quaker burial ground situated just off Riggs High 
Road in Stannington on the outskirts of Sheffield. It’s enclosed by a dry-stone 
wall and overlooks the Loxley and Rivelin valleys. The burial ground was pur-
chased by the Shaw family in 1675 and it also contains the graves of George’s 
brother William and the brothers’ wives, Fines and Frances. It’s believed that it 
could also house several unmarked graves. The Shaw family were farmers on 
the slopes of the hill leading down to the River Loxley. 

George and William were imprisoned at Derby in 1661 for attending a Quaker 
meeting in the plague village of Eyam in Derbyshire and William arranged a 
meeting at his farm for George Fox, the Quaker founder, in 1678. Fox was a 
man of conviction, but he was also a self-righteous bore. 

As they believed that the path to God is not dependent on the ministrations of a 
paid priest, Quakers refused to pay tithes to support the church and clergy and 
were not allowed to be buried in Church of England parish graveyards. George 
and William were prosecuted by the Prior of Ecclesfield for non-payment of 
tithes and imprisoned in York Castle prison in 1698 for five years and five 
months. 

Bowcroft Cemetery, Quakers and Stannington (renamed Satan Town) feature 
in the writings of the Sheffield based Cross of Light Temple. The following ex-
tract is taken from ‘Cross of Light Temple presents Luminaries ov the Lodge ov 
Middle Aged Mediums’, a series of interviews conducted with representatives 
of the Temple in 2011: 

“Satan Town is Stannington. Not too long ago, Stannington would have been a 
moorland village, and before that a settlement of widely separated farms, but 
it’s been swallowed up by the expansion of Sheffield and become an uninspir-
ing sprawl of social and private housing estates. The place has retained some-
thing of its former character and was famous for its celebrations of Beltane and 
Samhain into the early years of the 21st century. This nonconformist heritage is 
reinforced by the presence of Bowcroft Cemetery, which indicates that Stan-
nington was an early Quaker stronghold.” 
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A determined backpacked fitness freak glances towards the University of Shef-
field Arts Tower as he runs towards the kingdom of light in three miles distant 
Fulwood. 

He’s just passed the University Arms, which became a real ale pub in 2007, 
having previously operated as the University’s staff social club. 

The University’s 10-year Campus Masterplan launched in 2014 proposes to es-
tablish better links with the wider community by demolishing the pub, which 
represents one of the only (theoretically) accessible University owned proper-
ties in the area. 

I think the University has struck up a deal with the manufacturers of colourful 
building cladding panels to transform this part of the city into a vapid techni-
colour dream world that will shine brightly for a few years before fading. 

It also runs a side operation featuring inane poems by world renowned authors 

on 20 metre banners temporarily displayed on buildings that are less easy to 

do away with. 
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“In the spring of 1887 a baked cinerary urn containing human bones, a small 
cup, and a damaged bronze knife was found at Crookes…These ancient remains 
were discovered, as is usual in such cases, on the highest point of a hill. They 
were not covered by a mound, and they lay from six to eight inches below the 
natural surface, or what appeared to be the natural surface, of the ground. The 
remains lay within two feet of the boundary of an old lane called Tinker Lane 
or Cocked Hat Lane leading at right angles from the top of the village street at 
Crookes and pointing towards the Rivelin valley…It is, of course, impossible to 
say positively whether the urn at Crookes was purposely deposited by the side 
of the highway, or whether the highway existed so long ago. But it is remark-
able that it should have been found within two feet of its boundary, and there 
can be no doubt that, as I shall show in a subsequent chapter, Tinker Lane is an 
old highway. 

…what is most remarkable about this bronze knife is that it was purposely 
damaged before it was put into the urn…Recent investigations…in the burial 
mounds of the Northmen in Sweden and Norway…enable us to see…that the 
religious practice of purposely damaging the articles which were buried with 
the dead…was common at a certain period amongst the Northmen. 

I think we may say that the inhabitants of Hallamshire who burnt their dead on 
the funeral pyre, who pierced the cup, and twisted the poniard were of the 
same race as those dwellers in Scandinavia, or on the shores of the Baltic, who, 
in obedience to religious custom damaged the weapons and broke the cups 
which they laid in the grave mound. 

The evidence shows that the interment at Crookes took place in the early 
Bronze Age. 

…a piece of bone taken from a sheep’s tongue and called the “lucky bone” is 
still worn in the neighbourhood of Sheffield as an amulet. 

The urn…is now deposited in the Weston Park Museum.” 

from ‘The Hall of Waltheof, or the Early Condition and Settlement of Hallam-

shire’, 1893, by Sidney Oldall Addy. 
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I used to end up at this bus stop following carefully controlled mini-pub crawls 
that took in the Kelham Island Tavern, the Fat Cat on Alma Street and the 
Harlequin on Nursery Street. 

The Kebabish restaurant, which featured in the 2010 film ‘Four Lions’, where 
it masqueraded as a place in London, was just across the road. 

If you take a 30 second walk towards the Wicker Arches, you come to SA-
DACCA (named after the Sheffield and District African Caribbean Community 
Association, which owns the building) where I saw Ali Farka Touré play in the 
early 1990s. 

Martin’s Good to Go, which is said to be ‘the biggest Afro-Caribbean food store 
in Sheffield’ can be seen just to the left of the bus stop. 

The area was seriously affected by the Sheffield flood of June 2007. 

This is what Sidney Oldall Addy has to say about the origin of the place name 
in ‘The Hall of Waltheof or the Early Condition and Settlement of Hallam-
shire’ (1893): 

The Wicker—This word has been a stumbling-block to all who have been in-

terested in the antiquities of Sheffield. Originally it was the name not of a 

street but of a piece of flat land, afterwards forming a sort of village green, ly-

ing in a bend or angle formed by the winding of the Don. This will be readily 

seen by a reference to Gosling’s plan. I formerly suggested that it might be de-

rived from the Old English wíc, a creek, or angle, and ker, Old Norse kiarr, a 

car or marshy place. But the Old Norse vík, genitive víkr, cognate with the Old 

English wíc, a creek or inlet, would make the best sense, if we may believe that 

the oblique case víkr is the older form of the word and remains here. If that 

were so the word simply means inlet or creek. Vík and Víkr are frequent 

amongst Icelandic local names. The Old Norse vík is derived from the 

verb víkja, to turn or recede. We may compare víkr-hvarf, a creek. It is less 

likely that the word means marshland, though in Old English nomencla-

ture wic appears occasionally to have that meaning. 
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“To be modern… is to experience personal and social life as a maelstrom, to 
find one’s world and oneself in perpetual disintegration and renewal, trouble 
and anguish, ambiguity and contradiction: to be part of a universe in which all 
that is solid melts into air.” 

Castle Market closed in 2013 and demolition began in 2015. The indoor market 
has relocated to The Moor, on the other side of the city centre. 

The area around the former market (branded the Castlegate Quarter in the 
laughable newspeak of Sheffield City Council) is currently a fenced off waste-
land although the vague and stuttering Castlegate Regeneration Project would 
have us believe that we will be privileged to witness “one of the most ambitious 
and visionary urban transformation projects in the country, further boosting 
Sheffield’s credentials as a green city,” which will “transform 1.3 kilometres of 
redundant roads into an attractive new linear public space incorporating per-
ennial meadows, sustainable drainage, rain gardens, walking and cycling 
routes that will improve the setting for a number of development sites in the 
area.” 

I’m sure that the citizens of Sheffield will be comforted to learn that the coun-

cil’s ‘Streets Ahead partner Amey’ will be a key partner in the ‘Grey to Green’ 

project and that we can rest assured that Waingate will soon be turned into 

paradise. 
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Is she a Jesus and Mary Chain fan, or the drummer in a Velvet Underground 
tribute band? Come to think of it, weren’t the Jesus and Mary Chain a kind of 
Velvet Underground tribute band, like 90% of the groups praised by the NME 
and Sounds in the early to mid-1980s? 

This complex readymade featured in the window of the SAFAR shop, one of 
many charity shops in Crookes. They can still be quite good for books but the 
quality of their clothing has fallen since the invention and marketing of the 
idea of ‘vintage’ stole away most of the good stuff and hiked up prices. 

Sumer is icumen in and the community artists responsible for dressing charity 

shop windows respond to the theme of the day. I like their work. It makes me 

feel happier than I would be otherwise walking down the street. 
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The entrance to an allotment at the Crookes Quarry site, near Crookes Ceme-
tery. There’s a four-year waiting list for a space at this and the neighbouring 
Marsh Lane complex. 

Observe the notices to the right of the door, which are signs of a pernicious au-
thoritarianism within the allotment society that has taken on the task of con-
trolling the idea of joy in growing things with rules and regulations. 

This addiction to control has extended into the public sphere, resulting in the 
erection of huge and hideous green metal fences to prevent public entry to the 
paths that lead between the allotment plots. 

There have been isolated cases of petty theft, vandalism and even arson at al-
lotments in Sheffield, but does this justify the antisocial appropriation of public 
space for de facto private ownership? 

I don’t think so, but my opinion counts for nothing in the light of facts on the 

ground 
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Crookes Cemetery chapel, shrouded in fog on a late spring day, looking like a 
set for the opening of a suburban horror film before the action really gets go-
ing. 

The cemetery is a pleasant enough location. You can enjoy views towards Stan-
nington from the heights of the burial ground and look out over vast swathes of 
moorland from benches further down towards the chapel. 

It’s a moderately large but generally unremarkable site. It contains 70 plots of 
First and Second World War casualties, which are maintained by the Common-
wealth War Graves Commission, and there are several graves housing Chinese 
born people, which are notable for the portraits of their inhabitants displayed 
on the gravestones. The most immediately striking memorial in the cemetery is 
a wooden animal carving, which is situated near the Mulehouse Road entrance 
and has a pagan feel about it. 

The Grade II listed chapel was constructed in 1908 from locally quarried 
Rivelin Valley stone. I’ve never seen or heard mention of services taking place 
there in the past 20 years. The building is closed and considered unfit for use 
due to damp and dry rot. It has been surveyed for renovation, but funding has 
not been forthcoming from Sheffield City Council, which operates the ceme-
tery. 

As everyone knows by now, Sheffield City Council prefers destruction (of street 

trees… of markets… of Little Mesters’ workshops… of the city’s later industrial 

heritage…) to renovation. 
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The house was unoccupied at the time the photograph was taken. The garden 
was overgrown, and the building was in a state of disrepair but some attempts 
at superficial tidying up had been made in advance of putting the place up for 
sale by auction. 

The grounds were evocative, enabling an imaginative visitor to feel as if they 
were being transported back in time to the early 19th century. 

Crookes House was occupied by a solicitor in 1836 and was operating as a 
boarding school for girls, or ‘Young Ladies’, in 1838. 

Today, it’s the registered office of Phoenix Business Development Ltd, a private 
limited company in sole ownership established in 2013, which has also been 
known as Internet Angels and Highly Inventive People. 

Internet Angels is still operating from Crookes House as an internet marketing 
company and the proprietor of this business advertises herself on LinkedIn as 
the owner of HIGHLY INVENTIVE PEOPLE LTD, a (former) director of Pia-
getti Ltd, who are “agents involved in the sale of textiles, clothing, fur, footwear 
and leather goods”, and Operations Director for Arcadia Alive, which is “an es-
tablished human factors and behavioural change consultancy.” 

As well as being a registered business address, the house is also a family dwell-
ing, the owner of which stated on the Sheffield History Forum in December 
2012: 

“I am extremely lucky to live at Crookes House with my family and would love 
to compile a comprehensive record of its History. I am no historian however, 
and wondered if anyone would like to help/show me the ropes or just contrib-
ute what they know?” 

This woman has more names and roles than Aleister Crowley. As I’m not a self-
interested bourgeois or an egomaniacal magician, I can’t comment on the 
benefits that accrue from adopting a multi-name, multi-occupation strategy 
beyond assuming that it’s to do with maximising income. 
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Crosspool Police Station photographed during a 90-minute walk around 
Crookes and environs, which took in the Bole Hills (‘England’s premier dog sa-
fari park’, according to the Outsider P. Hutchinson), the field of the Crookes 
Ash Tree (the local version of Yggdrasil), the fancifully named Mound ov 
Krekja (supposedly the burial ground of the Norse magician who gave Crookes 
its name) and Crookes Cemetery. 

Crosspool Babylon Shack is located in one of the highest places for miles 
around. The mast behind the building can be clearly seen from trains as they 
approach Sheffield city centre after passing through Meadowhall. Despite the 
proudly fluttering (tawdry tattered) flag, the station has been closed for many 
years. Local residents were outraged by the closure, oppressed as they are by 
the grievous crimes of garden and allotment burglary, traffic congestion, noise 
and graffiti. If some visiting emissary of the lower orders is bold enough to 
steal the barbecue from your garden, murder is sure to follow. 

Most disused buildings of this size in south west Sheffield (usually former pub-

lic toilets) are turned into restaurants. It would make a fitting and refreshing 

change to see this place transformed into public conveniences for the benefit of 

local alternative historians, parents and children visiting the small playground 

directly opposite the building, and grandparents caught short on their way to 

pick up their children’s offspring from the neighbouring Lydgate Infant School, 

thereby enabling their sons and daughters to get on with the important busi-

ness of making money. 
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The Dram Shop is not a run of the mill off-licence. It offers a wide selection of 
craft beers, interesting wines and unusual spirits, aimed at the discerning func-
tioning alcoholic. The people who work there are knowledgeable and helpful. It 
can be a bit pricey but not everything is prohibitively expensive. 

Commonside is not as interesting as it used to be. The Springvale Tavern has 
changed hands on several occasions during the past few years and that’s gener-
ally associated with places that are going downhill. The pub suffers in compari-
son with the Closed Shop and Hallamshire Hotel, which face each other a two 
minute walk up the hill on the part of Commonside that becomes School Road 
and leads up to Crookes. 

There was a second-hand book and record shop next door but one to the 
Springvale that operated for decades but that building now houses an office ad-
vertising ‘quality student accommodation’ (a major growth area in the 
Crookesmoor and adjoining districts of Sheffield). 

The ‘notorious graffiti artist’ referred to in the poster from the Sheffield Star is 
Simon Sunderland, who was 41 when he was jailed for 18 months by a judge at 
Sheffield Crown Court for causing more than £90,000 of damage to the rail 
network in Sheffield, Rotherham and Chesterfield. His crime consisted of tag-
ging ‘Bloodaxe’ and ‘Eric Bloodaxe’ on rail equipment and walls. 

Sunderland was described as an odd and reclusive loner by his defence team. 
He had six previous convictions for similar offences dating from 1990 to 2004. 
In 1996 he was jailed for five years for criminal damage using the tag ‘Fista’, 
although this sentence was reduced to 21 months on appeal following a cam-
paign to Free Fista. 

Sunderland has a long history of mental health problems, which were triggered 

by his first experience of imprisonment, and he was diagnosed with paranoid 

schizophrenia in 2003. 
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The Elim Pentecostal Church provides opportunities for more than 550 sup-
posedly Christian congregations in the UK and Ireland to bask in smug, self-
satisfied complacency enlivened by absurdity and lies. 

Elim was founded in Monaghan in 1915 by a young man from Maesteg in South 
Wales as a means of escaping service in the First World War. The Elim Evan-
gelistic Band (as it was originally known) spread through the north of Ireland 
and on to Essex and London before commencing on a 10 year tour of the UK 
that started in 1924. 

It’s claimed that ‘miraculous healings became almost commonplace instead of 
occasional’ at EEB meetings; at an early gathering in Cardiff, which was at-
tended by only a dozen credulous dupes, two people were allegedly healed of 
cancer, resulting in the establishment of the Cardiff City Temple that flourishes 
to this day. 

I don’t know what these people think they are doing but their ridiculous claims 
make my blood boil. 

My advice to people experiencing the physical and psychological trauma asso-
ciated with cancer is to refrain from seeking out the company of these most ac-
complished surgeons of moral deformity in favour of making contact with the 
specialist cancer teams employed by the NHS. 
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The Farfield Inn is situated by Hillfoot Bridge in the soon to be post-industrial 
area of Neepsend in Sheffield. It was originally built in 1753 as a ‘gentleman’s 
residence’ for an officer from Hillsborough Barracks, and it became a public 
house in the 19th century. It survived the Sheffield floods of 1864 (and 2007) 
and it has also been known as The Owl and The Muff Inn. 

The Farfield has been used as a halfway home for people released from prison 
and a temporary B&B for homeless people. It was sold at auction in January 
2018 and there are plans to reopen the building as a pub, although no reopen-
ing date has been fixed. 

Farfield was the name of a hamlet adjoining Neepsend in the Wapentake of 
Strafforth and Tickhill (corresponding to Doncaster, Rotherham and Sheffield) 
in the West Riding of Yorkshire. Wapentake was the term used to define a sub-
division of the northern and midland English counties situated in the Danelaw, 
corresponding to a hundred in the counties of the Anglo-Saxon kingdoms. 

The Wapentake was the name of a rock bar on Wellington Street in Sheffield 

city centre, which is surely a most fitting name, for as everyone knows Heavy 

Metal fans are the not so modern-day sons of Odin and Thor. 
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A photograph of the view from Nursery Street, from the heights of the opposite 
side of the road to the Harlequin pub and Aizlewood’s Mill, above part of the 
river that has been developed to form the Upper Don Trail. 

That gas holder was a beautiful site, a deeply impressive riot of colour with 
greens and russets predominant. The Neepsend gasworks site was developed in 
1852, but it became a disused industrial artefact that went the way of most of 
Sheffield’s industrial heritage and was finally cleared in 2015 and 2016 to make 
way for the expansion of Arthur’s Skips, a family concern that also specialises 
in waste management. 

The train track that the gas holder towers over has been a mere thoroughfare 

for years, whereas it used to house several stations near the area pictured that 

conveyed workers to within striking distance of their places of poorly re-

warded, back breaking labour. They were closed long before the gas holder was 

demolished. Is that a cause for celebration? Or an affront to the memory of the 

people that toiled there? I don’t know. It means nothing definite to me. What’s 

a job worth, beyond oppressive necessity? 
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The proud residents of Broomhill are forever bigging up the place they live in 
by referring to the praise heaped upon it by John Betjeman, as illustrated by 
this extract from an article he produced in 1961: 

“I thought of the leafy district of Broomhill on the western heights of Sheffield, 
where gabled black stone houses rise above the ponticums and holly, and pri-
vate cast-iron lamp-posts light the gravelled drives. 

Greek, Italian, Gothic, they stand in winding tree-shaded roads, these hand-
some mansions of the Victorian industrialists who made their pile from steel 
and cutlery in the crowded mills below. They lived in what is still the prettiest 
suburb in England.” 

Ashdell Lane is a small thoroughfare that links Ashgate Road and Ashdell Road 
in the prosperous suburb, which has been demeaned in the past few decades by 
the growing prevalence of student housing (six bedroomed houses charging 
£87 per person per week bring in a lot of liquid cash for industrial scale prop-
erty owners). Cobbles emerge through ancient tarmac that hasn’t been tended 
in years. I think this artless image was a sign claiming temporary ownership of 
the building it’s painted on when it served as a gloomy squat. 

Squat dwelling drinkers and drug takers can be likened to religious practitio-

ners in that they aim for transcendence but the wine that is dispensed by the 

saqi to the drinkers in the tavern is not the stuff you buy from Bargain Booze 

for £3.99 a bottle and the acid consumed by the shaman of the parish does not 

immediately confer wisdom or artistic brilliance on the person who takes it. 
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Walking along Neepsend Lane from the Farfield Inn to Mowbray Street on a 
Saturday or Sunday afternoon makes me think of ‘Heart of Darkness’ and 
‘Journey to the End of the Night’. It’s an experience of the sublime. There’s 
something about the scale of the industrial and post-industrial landscape, 
something about the unnatural width of the road that makes the journey of less 
than a mile deeply uncomfortable, but it also represents the epitome of Shef-
field, the essence of the city, replete with beauty and fascination, as well as 
desolation and dread. 

Neepsend Lane is a death haunted place. 52 of the 213 bodies recovered after 

the Sheffield flood of 1864 were found in Neepsend. This catastrophe explains 

the later development of the area for industrial use rather than residential set-

tlement. 
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After placing the hamlets of Neepsend and Farfield along the banks of the river 
at the foot of the hill on which Shiercliffe (later Shirecliffe) Hall stands and 
mentioning that the word is written ‘Neepesend’ in 1365 and ‘Neepsende’ (as in 
‘Neepsende greene’) in 1637, the solipsistic fantasist Sidney Oldall Addy waxes 
lyrical on the derivation of the place name in the sometimes entertaining com-
pendium of fairy tales that he produced under the title ‘The Hall of Waltheof or 
The Early Condition and Settlement of Hallamshire’ in 1893: 

The English word “gnipe” meaning a peak, or hill, Old Norse gnipa, or nipr is 
not applicable to this place, which is flat land lying by the banks of the river 
Don. The Middle English neep, which occurs in neap-tide, low tide, comes 
nearer, and it may be connected, but the Don is not a tidal river. There seems 
to be no way of explaining the word unless we take Nepe (1365) or Neep 
(1637) either as a personal, or a mythological, name. In the belief of our an-
cestors, the woods, fields, and rivers were peopled with spirits, just as they 
are now in the belief of savage nations. In the Edda we read of “Neps dóttir,” 
i.e., the daughter of Nepr, who was the son of Odin. The nickname Nefja (Neb) 
occurs in a Wicking song. “Nippen” and “Number Nip” are names of goblins. 
Henderson mentions “the Nick or Nippen.” In the words Neeps-end and 
Wards-end, the termination “end” means land, mark, district. Neepsend, 
therefore, may be the piece of land which was believed to be haunted by a lo-
cal genius or spirit, probably a river sprite, and possibly the name of this 
sprite may be connected with Neptune, who was god of the fresh, as well as of 
the salt, waters. Hunter has preserved the following local rime: 

The shelving, slimy river Dun / Each year a daughter or a son. 

There can be no doubt that these lines point back to a time when human sacri-
fices were offered to the god or goddess of the river. In mediaeval times there 
was a chapel of “Our Lady” on the bridge which crosses the Don between 
Waingate and the Wicker, and which still retains the name of Lady’s Bridge. 
There is a similar chapel on the bridge at Rotherham. The worship of “Our 
Lady” on the bridge is merely the substitution of a Christian saint for a pagan 
god or goddess of the river. Is it too much to say that Nepr, Nip, or Nippen 
was the being who was once here worshipped as the river god, and to whom, 
in the words of the old local saw, “a daughter or a son” was offered “each 
year”? 
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In 1822, Joseph Hunter records Neepsend as “…a hamlet in the township of 
Brightside Bierlow, and parish of Sheffield, 1 mile NW. of Sheffield.” ‘Bierlow’ 
is the name used to describe an old administrative area, forming the basic unit 
of local government, and is derived from the Norse term ‘byjar-log’, meaning 
‘the law of the village’. 

The Kelham Island and Neepsend Action Plan produced by Sheffield City 
Council is a work of civically endorsed, EU funded fiction almost as fanciful as 
the wishful thinking of Sidney Oldall Addy. It describes Kelham Neepsend as a 
place unmistakably of Sheffield, a place that brings together both its proud his-
tory and forward-looking business, living and leisure. It looks forward to a pro-
spective Golden Age commencing in 2018 from the vantage point of ten years 
earlier. It places Neepsend Lane in the Core Neepsend area, where it forms 
part of the border with what it terms Kelham Riverside. 

Core Neepsend is described as predominantly industrial, containing a diverse 
mix of businesses, including scrap-yards, recording studios, software develop-
ers and a climbing centre. Although the area has valuable river frontage, there 
is limited interaction between riverside buildings and the river itself, and al-
though historically significant streetscapes remain largely intact and constitute 
one of the city’s most complete 19th century industrial areas still in active use, 
Neepsend “has seen little activity of any real quality in recent years.” 

There are a number buildings of character in Core Neepsend that are impor-
tant to Sheffield’s heritage, and some listed and unlisted buildings of character 
are identified on a diagram in the plan without naming them. Problems exist in 
terms of safety, anti-social behaviour and criminal activity associated with 
prostitution and drug abuse. There are also traffic and parking problems, a lack 
of open spaces, poor pedestrian and vehicle connection to the city centre and a 
perceived neglect of the public realm. 

The plan recognises the value of the historically overlooked frontage of the 

smaller Victorian steelworks along Neepsend Lane and by 2018, we are prom-

ised the streets of Kelham Neepsend will be well lit, attractively paved with 

gold and well managed by City Centre Management and Ambassadors and that 

all the area’s historic building stock will be restored and put to new uses. 
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One of three pubs I have been to in Sheffield called the Hallamshire Hotel. This 
one was situated at the junction of Cross Lane and Lydgate Lane in Crookes. It 
was demolished to make way for a small housing development, similar in look 
and feel to the flats just over the road, which were built on what was the site of 
a children’s home when I moved to the area in 1987. 

The most famous of these three Hallamshire Hotels was the one on West 
Street, for a time the alternative music fan’s pub of choice, with a good upstairs 
venue (capacity c.200), where I saw numerous bands, most of which I can no 
longer remember, but including The Nihilistics and Inspiral Carpets before 
they reached the modest heights of their fame. 

Old Phil Oakey used to swan into the place on his way to somewhere more 
glamorous, when he still had a bit of a striking hairdo, before his nut gave way 
to baldness, and the would be kool kidz nodded and simpered, and good old 
Phil was all nice and friendly in return. 

The West Street Hallamshire building remains, but it’s been known by a differ-
ent name for decades, and the character of the place bears no relationship to 
what it was. 

The only one of the Hallamshires to have retained its name is the one on Com-
monside, which I haven’t been in for years. Although it’s now a Thornbridge 
Brewery pub, it looks just the same from the outside as it did 30 years ago. 

I fleetingly think of Arthur Berry’s ‘Lament for the Lost Pubs of Burslem’. I re-
flect that the pubs of Crookes have fared better than the pubs of most districts 
of Sheffield, in that virtually all of the places I knew in my youth remain stand-
ing and fulfil their original function as I tread on into late middle-age. 

It’s a shame that the Hallamshire’s gone, but at least it offered up the spectacle 

of common, everyday destruction before passing away altogether. 
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This isn’t the kind of graffiti you’d expect to see on Heavygate Road, particu-
larly on this part of the street, which leads down past well kept lawns, spacious 
bungalows, and a form of gated mansion en route to the main road (turn left 
for South Road, or right for Commonside). 

There were a few strange signs in the immediate vicinity of this commentary or 
invocation, but they didn’t last very long. The residents aren’t prepared to 
stand for anything that detracts from their well-ordered and seemly neighbour-
hood. 

They’re a bit less fussy around the junction of Heavygate Road and Slinn 
Street, where an inscription reading ‘homo’ has adorned or besmirched the re-
cently repaired pavement for at least 6 months now. 

Based on a cursory analysis of style and content, I believe that all of these fun-
damentally meaningless interventions are the work of the same person. 

I’ve heard that it’s his intention to further his project by applying for a Crookes 

and Crosspool Ward Pot grant relating to Theme 5: Environment and Green 

Spaces – “continue to work on improving the local street scene”, but I fear the 

reactionary custodians of the fund will turn him down on the grounds that it’s 

unclear whether his proposed actions will take place in Crookes/Crosspool or 

Walkley. 
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A foggy winter’s night in Crookes, before the roads and pavements were re-
paired and the street lights were upgraded. 

The phone box is on Western Road. Bradley Street descends from that hide-
ously maimed tree. Northfield Road is the main road. Longfield Road is not 
shown, but it starts at the extreme left of the photograph and leads in a straight 
line to the Bole Hills. 

The building with the light shining above the phone box used to be an off-
licence, and then a hairdressing salon, before manifesting as a car repair cen-
tre, which once advertised itself with the slogan RITE SERVICE – RITE 
PRICES. 

The slogan acquires extra resonance when you know that Sheffield’s foremost 
student of the Hermetic arts and self-styled ‘Head of the OTO in Europe’ has 
lived for decades on Longfield Road, and that there are almost as many Chaos 
magicians as cats in residence on Bradley Street (you can tell who they are by 
that vacant look in their eyes as you pass them during your ascent to Bargain 
Booze on Crookes). 

There’s something comforting about the way that fog occupies its environment, 
something warm and homely, despite its dampness. And there’s something up-
lifting about the way that fog shrouds what is familiar with an air of mystery, a 
transforming power that reveals the depths of what is generally overlooked as 
commonplace reality. 

This photograph is a souvenir of those times when everything is cast in a numi-
nous glow and trembles with the power of immanent revelation that requires 
no analysis beyond being there, seeing, hearing and feeling in the moment. 

It’s a modest representation of the experience of the otherworld in this one. 
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I’m not a driver, so I have no idea what this sign means in the context it’s 
meant for. It seems to be forbidding something, but what it’s against, I don’t 
know. Entry into the otherworld? Consideration of the void? Obviously not. 

But someone’s making something of something. The sign is strongly illumi-
nated and casting a deep shadow. The red brick wall behind it is topped by 
barbed wire, but I don’t think the wall is enclosing a building. That doesn’t 
seem right, but I know the area very well, and supposing that something must 
serve a pragmatic purpose does not resolve the mystery of why it’s there. 

To the left of the frame, there’s a nondescript road that leads to the Kelham Is-
land Tavern, the best pub in Sheffield, winner of innumerable local, regional 
and national CAMRA awards, with a beautifully kept back garden to match the 
quality of its beer. 

I was probably on my way back from the pub when I was called by the light to 
take this photograph, although my return route usually saw me heading past 
the Fat Cat and the Harlequin on Nursery Street before cutting through to my 
bus stop on The Wicker, and this route wouldn’t have involved passing this 
sign. 

Perhaps I was on my way to the pub after work; March is still quite early in the 

year, the clocks wouldn’t have been put back, darkness might have descended 

before I reached the sign. But would I have even noticed it without the benefit 

of beer? 
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Late afternoon on the outskirts of Sheffield. I’ve just passed the Three Merry 
Lads. The sun sets towards Redmires. There’s not much in the way of habita-
tion on this road until you come to Hathersage, although there’s a travellers’ 
site just past the dark expanse of pine plantation to the left, and there are a few 
farmhouses and widely scattered dwellings to be seen as you tread on. 

This location is also near The Sportsman, the other pub in Lodge Moor, which 
features as the birthplace of Japheth the Last Laugh in ‘The Sons of Amos 
Brearley’: 

Jabez the Stupid made his way repeatedly to the field by The Sportsman in 
Lodge Moor intent on securing his stock of mushrooms for the 1985 season. 
His fieldwork commenced in late August of that year, continued throughout 
September and brought him to the last day of October. He had gathered a 
bountiful crop… He had eaten olive grey dainties fresh from the field. He had 
dried residual stock and used it to make gallons of refreshing tea, which he 
consumed steaming hot or decanted into cider bottles, for which he provided 
curious and entertaining labels. He had found that sufficient mushrooms re-
mained to provide a store out of season, to energise the celebrations of the fol-
lowing year. He placed his colourful collection in paper bags, which he 
checked frequently for signs of unwelcome mould until they were dried to the 
point of security. 

Jabez had been scouring the field for several hours… He was pleased with 
what he had gathered. A gentle rain was falling and sunset was coming on. 
The soft grey sky was fading gradually into the evening when Jabez turned 
his focus from the fertile ground to the far distance of the field, where he saw 
something glimmering, as if it were made of silver or pewter. Jabez made his 
way to the gloaming, which seemed to disappear, then reappear before him. 
He discovered a circle of enlivening fungi surrounding what he took to be the 
source of the light but there was nothing to be seen in the circle’s centre. He 
stooped to the ground to pluck, having decided to make for the pub once this 
circle of mushrooms had been gathered. 
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The terminating and starting point for the 51 from Lodge Moor to Charnock. 
The development of housing on the site of Lodge Moor hospital is just far away 
enough to mean that the character of the place has remained intact. The pat-
tern formed by countless buses setting off on their journeys reminds me of the 
rings of Saturn, surrounding the island-planet of grass and wildflowers that 
has probably reached its greatest height, following the end of summer. 

I would have followed the downward tending path opposite the terminus, tak-
ing care at times where the way was narrow and had been eroded by the count-
less feet that had passed before me, before arriving at a brief stretch of level, 
open meadow, that gives way in turn to sloping birch wood, which leads to a 
large reservoir, which I have never noted the name of (what does it matter?). 

There’s a large house by the reservoir, which always seems to be flying an Eng-
lish flag in a threatening manner. A rarely used road leads to Wyming Brook, 
surrounded by small but steep and forested hills, featuring the tallest tree in 
Sheffield, and the path by the water demands micro-ascents and descents as 
you pass on your way to the clearing by the road, overlooked by granite slabs, 
one of which features a representation of a magic mushroom etched into the 
bare rock. 

The return journey is made on the heights above the wood and the waters, fea-
tures one notable descent and ascent, passes stone walled fields, a badger sett, 
and the invisible back of the Three Merry Lads, and can involve battling 
through ferns, depending on the season. 

It’s wide gamer country, loved by walkers of vicious farm dogs, barbecue fiend 

strong lager drinkers, drug takers, and fugitives from the law. 
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Although it appears to be missing its clapper, this bell was fully functioning. 
Although the bell was capable of being used, it was never used in earnest. At 
times it was almost fully hidden by honeysuckle, slender branches of which can 
be seen caressing the cow that balances (seemingly precariously) above the 
rusting sounder. 

The cow looks out on roughly hewn stone paving slabs, a gravel square bor-
dered by lush greenery and fast spreading flowering plants, and a high hedge 
formed of privet and pine, which produced a delightful fragrance whenever it 
was trimmed by the man who lived two doors down, a keen gardener and a be-
nevolent soul with a somewhat unearthly air about him, although he prospered 
in business. 

To the right of the cow-bell, luxuriant ivy covered the dividing wall between 
this house (styled a cottage) and the house next door, reaching upwards and 
spreading to frame the first floor window. 

A dwelling of considerable charm, although somewhat troubled by damp, an 

antiquated boiler, and problematic wiring. 
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This photograph shows the end of a terrace of three storey houses that curve in 
a rightward tending arch down to the Parish Church of St. Thomas, Crookes, 
the birthplace of the evangelical Christian movement that was known as the 
Nine O’ Clock Service, or NOS. 

NOS was preceded by a group known as the Nairn Street Community, which 
was located in the large house bordering the church, at the other end of the 
street from where the picture was taken. 

Here’s an extract from ‘NOS: An Exercise in Power and Control’, originally 
published in 2007, which mentions the Nairn Street Community: 

NOS was insular, close knit and defensive. It operated in accordance with a 
rigid, dogmatic structure characterised by unequal power relationships, se-
crecy and privilege. The Nairn Street Community, which morphed into NOS, 
stated explicitly: “There should be genuine submission to the authority of the 
leaders.” The strict bureaucracy of NOS contributed to undermining person-
ality and reinforcing group dependence. It divided people into ‘us’ and ‘them’, 
the saved and unsaved, and presented NOS as the legion of the saved on a 
holy mission from God. The intensive socialisation process within NOS was 
based on constant reinforcement through group activity, designed to result in 
intense out of the ordinary experiences. Commitment to the group was also 
reinforced by the requirement that NOS members should make substantial 
financial donations in support of the organisation’s mission.  

The public image of the group was carefully controlled by its leaders. The uni-

form black clothing and deliberate engagement with cutting edge subculture 

is reminiscent of tactics employed by The Process Church of the Final Judg-

ment. Internally, Chris Brain – the priest – was presented as the ideal man 

and the mysterious Lori Camm, the unofficial priestess, was presented as the 

ideal woman, and by and large the lesser leaders, members and congregation 

were happy to aspire to these ideals. 
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This building has always struck me as the headquarters or temple of an occult 
organisation. I don’t think it’s anything of the sort, but if it’s that much of a se-
cret, you wouldn’t know anyway, would you? 

The place goes by the name of West Royd Lodge, which is suggestive, but ap-
parently, it’s subdivided into flats or apartments, one of which houses Hawk-
ridge Books, dealers in fine and antiquarian stock, specialising in natural his-
tory, particularly ornithology. 

Zoopla values the Hawkridge flat at £771,000, and there seem to be three sepa-
rate dwellings in the building. Big money for Sheffield… big money by most 
people’s standards. And the stretch of Manchester Road that runs between 
Broomhill and Crosspool is characterised by similarly imposing dream homes, 
or robber baron’s mansions. 

It’s interesting to note that the sun shines on Manchester Road, as it shines on 
Attercliffe and Darnall and other parts of Sheffield, but it never seems to hit the 
ground, such is the lushness of the canopy that it has to make its way through. 

It seems that millionaires control even the stars, preferring to count their 

money in shady arbours, away from the prying eyes of the hoi-polloi. 
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Sometimes, place names seem like accurate descriptions of the areas they’re 
ascribed to. Grimesthorpe in Sheffield conjures up the day to day reality of the 
place quite well, as does Crackley, bordering Chesterton in Newcastle-under-
Lyme. I could think of numerous other examples if I put my mind to it, but 
these two serve to illustrate the point. 

Many people outside Sheffield hearing the place name ‘Manor’ would think of a 
pleasant, well-to-do location. As this characteristic photograph indicates, they 
would be mistaken. It’s an example of the progress of history obliterating what 
went before it, a phenomenon that seems notable in former industrial cities. 
The Manor neighbourhood takes its name from Manor Lodge, known locally as 
Manor Castle, a 16th century building set in a Tudor deer park, and famous for 
‘imprisoning’ Mary Queen of Scots for 11 years. 

Today, Manor and Castle is the most deprived of the 28 wards in Sheffield and 
Manor has the highest deprivation score of any neighbourhood in the city. It 
has a high crime level, low school attendance rates, low life expectancy, and 
high A&E attendance and emergency hospital admission rates. 

It has significantly elevated levels of alcohol consumption, smoking (and smok-
ing related deaths), adult obesity, overweight and obese children, and a high 
teenage conception rate. It has low levels of fruit and veg consumption, exer-
cise and breastfeeding. It is strongly marked by chronic disease, circulatory 
disease, coronary heart disease, stroke, chronic obstructive pulmonary disease 
and injuries in children aged under 18 years. 

It has the highest Sheffield neighbourhood rate of ‘common mental health dis-
orders’ and of all types of anxiety and depression. It has high rates of referral to 
mental health services, high rates of admission to mental health hospitals, and 
high rates of emergency hospital admission due to deliberate self-harm. 

The Manor and Castle Development Trust was set up in 1997 ‘to work with lo-

cal people to regenerate the neighbourhoods in the Manor and Castle ward’ but 

it doesn’t seem to have done very well. 
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This is a striking image, but it’s deeply unpleasant. It’s an act of violence pre-
sented as a work of art by someone who has no love for art. It’s fundamentally 
derivative, a meaningless gesture promoted as an act of rebellion. 

The influences are obvious: ‘Hellraiser’ and ‘Modern Primitives’. ‘Hellraiser’ 
seemed quite innovative on first viewing, a radical departure from the horror 
films that preceded it, but like most works from the genre, its apparent virtue 
soon diminishes, until there’s nothing worth watching at all. It’s the same with 
the body modification movement surveyed in the RE/Search publications vol-
ume by V. Vale and Andrea Juno. 

These days, young women who aspire to be the CEOs of large voluntary and 
community sector organisations are plastered from neck to ankle in tattoos, 
and the light shines from their ritually arranged tongue piercings as they ped-
dle the party line on community development to councillors and associated 
flunkies. It’s not just footballers and rap singers who are at it. 

I’m reminded of the time in the 1990s when you couldn’t walk into a bank or a 
shop on the high street without seeing five or six employees sporting a modi-
fied J. Rotten hairdo. It would seem that you have to wait at least 50 or 60 
years before being able to accurately assess anything’s radical credentials. 

The dilapidated black van that housed this hanging doll at the time the picture 
was taken was parked outside 45 Marlborough Road, the habitation of Adela 
Pankhurst (the youngest of the famous sisters) from 1910 to 1912 and ‘the Shef-
field HQ of the suffragette movement during a critical time in its history’. 

That’s an indication of the milieu that we’re dealing with at the time the picture 

was taken: the mansion dwelling anarchist, making redundant gestures for the 

edification of four like minded students from the university half a mile down 

the road. 
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I think my abiding fascination with Punch is grounded in my suspicion that we 
look alike. Actually, he’s far more reminiscent of my granddad, but that’s sug-
gestive of a genetically grounded connection as well. 

I’m troubled by the likeness, because Punch is a deeply troubling figure. He ap-

pears from nowhere, combining wit with stupidity, and comedy with cruelty. I 

like his nonchalant refusal of the restrictions imposed by hypocritical society. I 

admire him for his ability to overcome the devil. His sense of integrity has 

much to recommend it. The theory that Punch is an aspirant to the Ancient 

Mysteries is vicariously ennobling. But the idea that his casual, often deplor-

able ultraviolence and murders represent self-discipline and self-conquest in 

overcoming emotion and desire, the abstract mind and death on a journey to 

heaven seems somewhat farfetched. 



 

36 

This photograph was taken from the attic of a house on Lydgate Lane. If it was-
n’t for the fog, you could probably see the spire of St. Thomas Parish Church, 
somewhere in the vicinity of the TV aerial at the left of the picture. The warmth 
of the day is indicated by several open windows. The time of the day is indi-
cated by the fact that the majority of the windows are shut, suggesting that 
many of the inhabitants of the area are out at work, and have secured their 
properties behind them, even though a burglar would be hard pressed to gain 
access through the backs of these houses, separated as they are by fences, 
hedges and other yard enclosures. The density of the population would be an-
other off-putting factor, as would the community minded citizens, who keep an 
eye out for each other, or at least form a loose alliance against criminals out of 
self-interest. 

Although it was generally tranquil around here in the summer of 2012, the si-

lence of the nights was often interrupted by loud sounds of moaning and 

groaning, which I found impossible to interpret with certainty. Was it the mu-

sic of the agony of death, emanating from the nearby Alexander Court Nursing 

Home, which provides palliative and end of life care, or was it an expression of 

a different kind of ecstasy, courtesy of students cementing their fledgling rela-

tionship in a room of a house in multiple occupation? I find it curious to reflect 

that sometimes it’s impossible to recognise the difference between death and 

fucking. 
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When I first saw this carving, I immediately thought ‘Alpha and Omega’, but 
it’s extremely unlikely that this was the message that the artist had in mind. 

I am Alpha and Omega, the beginning and the ending, saith the Lord, which 
is, and which was, and which is to come, the Almighty. (Revelation 1, 8). 

One of the lessons derived from the rites of Cross of Light Temple (a religious 
or occult organisation so obscure that it could be said never to have existed) 
was: 

The kingdom of heaven is the Alpha and Omega and everything between 
them. 

In ‘JABEZ LIVES! Belial Falls – COLT Rises’, which was the last text to be pub-
lished by Cross of Light Temple (COLT), we find: 

You need to be aware of purposeful activity and vain endeavour. You need to 
ask yourself if COLT practice offers a method of entry to die Nebenwelt or 
merely acts as a metaphysical reflex machine. Is it Alpha and Omega, root 
and star, all time, all space, eternal and universal? Is it a distraction tech-
nique or a failed attempt to create a viable alternative to the absurdity that is 
called the reality of the world we live in? Or has it been developed as a conse-
quence of, and in response to, fear, distrust and isolation? 

It was its fundamental inability to respond to these questions in a way that 
could be understood by COLT practitioners (let alone members of the general 
public) that led to the dissolution of the Temple in 2017. 

I’m reminded of ‘On Parables’ by Franz Kafka: 

Many complain that the words of the wise are always merely parables and of 

no use in daily life, which is the only life we have. When the sage says: “Go 

over,” he does not mean that we should cross to some actual place, which we 

could do anyhow if the labour were worth it; he means some fabulous yonder, 

something unknown to us, something that he cannot designate more precisely 

either, and therefore cannot help us here in the very least. All these parables 

really set out to say merely that the incomprehensible is incomprehensible, 

and we know that already. But the cares we have to struggle with every day: 

that is a different matter. 
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This tree stands in the middle of an uncultivated field between Whiteley Woods 
and Whiteley Wood Road. Wire Mill Dam is situated on the other side of the 
road, which is narrow and leads upwards, following the route of an Iron Age 
pathway (likely story). Sometimes the field is empty, and sometimes it houses 
three or four horses, which seem to congregate by the wire fence adjoining the 
road, eyeing field walkers suspiciously, breaking into a canter as if to accentu-
ate their presence… what am I talking about? I don’t know the first thing about 
horses or ponies. I’m intimidated by their size. I can’t quite believe they won’t 
use their impressive strength against us (‘us’ signifying an abstract and gener-
alised ‘me’ which grudgingly accepts the reality of other people). 

I should also confess that I don’t know what kind of tree this is – I believe it’s 
an oak, but I can’t be sure. I recognise that there are distinct types of tree, and I 
differentiate between them to a certain extent, but I don’t feel much of a need 
to go beyond ‘tree’, ‘wood’, ‘forest’ in terms of description, and I’m not really 
sure what the difference between ‘wood’ and ‘forest’ consists of. It’s a pictur-
esque tree, a commanding figure in the landscape, better to look at in winter 
than summer, when its leafless darkness seems more prominent against the 
multicoloured grey sky. That’s what trees are to me: Runic interventions, 
‘hieroglyphic symbols against the shimmering night sky’. That’s what their 
meaning is: something mysterious but grounded in earth, apprehended imme-
diately but incapable of successful expression. 

Approaching the tree involves an ascent consisting of a fairly steep but small 

hill, followed by an extended but less steep gradient. It seems like there’s only 

one location to take a satisfactory photograph of the tree; training your lens on 

this subject from anywhere else invites the scrubby woodland that borders the 

field to intrude on the frame in a most unappealing way. This apparent limita-

tion accentuates the deeper meaning of the tree by joining its symbolic signifi-

cance to its photographic representation. 
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It’s easy for corporately funded halfwits to come up with visions of a golden fu-
ture but harder to change harsh reality. Unsurprisingly, the Kelham Island and 
Neepsend Action Plan has not proceeded as planned. A public private initiative 
that proposed to create a new bridge in the area came to nothing and the ongo-
ing issue of street prostitution was highlighted in an article published in the 
Sheffield Star in August 2014 under the headline ‘240 prostitutes and 75 kerb 
crawlers’. 

The article claims success for a police initiative to tackle Sheffield’s red-light 
district by targeting kerb-crawlers whilst appealing to the public to help reduce 
the problem even further. It reports an interaction between a police officer and 
a suspicious character he pulls over: 

The middle-aged man steps out and is put in the back of the police car for 
questioning. “I was looking for a friend,” he says nervously. “Who is a prosti-
tute by any chance?” After a slight pause, he replies: “She was. I think she’s 
died now.” The man goes on to tell the officers he was searching for a ‘tall 
blonde’, on behalf of a family who have supposedly asked him to find her. 

“So why have you taken it on yourself to enquire for them?” “I felt an obliga-
tion towards it. I’ve got a daughter the same age. I just parked up a couple of 
times and I thought, ‘If she’s not here I’ll report back’. I haven’t seen her.” 
“Well I don’t believe you sir. And I’m half in a mind to arrest you at the mo-
ment for kerb crawling.” 

The article also claims that the initiative is as much about supporting women 
as it is prosecuting the kerb-crawlers, although this support consists of ‘the 
girls’ being taken to court on report and summons, cautioned, and issued with 
an engagement and support order, which seems to provide little in the way of 
meaningful support to the ‘woman in a tracksuit’ briefly mentioned in the 
piece, who is in an abusive relationship, and whose partner will beat her up if 
she returns home without money. It ends on a downbeat quote from the officer 
in charge of the operation: 

It’s the way we do it and the way I choose to do it. I can’t speak for other 

forces… I hope I’m doing some good somewhere. But if you ask the girls, they 

would probably rather have the 75 punters back. 
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The stretch of Neepsend Lane approaching Mowbray Street is notable for 
spontaneously produced street graffiti, rather than the social enterprise in-
formed model of pseudo-murals and insipid colourful designs that characterise 
other parts of the city. It’s pleasing to note images which one feels have been 
produced by women, rather than the alienated teenage would be Alpha Males 
who usually resort to this form of expression. 

However, Neepsend graffiti remains largely counter-revolutionary. The senti-

ment expressed by the beautiful young women next door depicted by aspiring 

beautiful young women next door is “I want to be a fashion designer and go out 

clubbing,” rather than NE TRAVAILLEZ JAMAIS. Elsewhere, we find predict-

able private appropriations of commercially appropriated space and post-

Expressionist depictions of urban dread, which reflect the nature of the envi-

ronment they are made in. Crude depictions of fierce, gnashing geezers can be 

taken as a comment on the predatory and misogynistic nature of the loathsome 

punters that drift through the area at night time, desperately searching for an 

outlet for the hatred and fury that inhabits their mind consuming loins. 
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I don’t know how many dwellings can be found on each of the twelve floors of 
these Lego like tower blocks. It looks like there should be four flats per floor 
from the spacing of the windows, but I’m sure that the council wouldn’t have 
been that generous in allocating space to the original inhabitants of the devel-
opment. They probably used some kind of geometry to ensure that eight homes 
were fitted into a space where four homes appear to be. I don’t think the in-
habitants would have chosen to support the architects’ paltry vision of occupy-
ing the space in the landscape with a series of identical buildings (the only ap-
parent difference is the colour of the panels used in the upper and lower parts 
of each block). I have no idea what they think of the meaningless names given 
to the places they live in (nothing as ridiculous as Broadwater Farm in Totten-
ham, which is so removed from the reality of the environment that it should be 
considered an absurd joke). I imagine it’s an issue of such minor significance 
that they barely think of it at all. 

I remember the days before the cladding was added, when the buildings were 

finished in rough concrete and their balconies were open to the elements. I re-

member the days when you didn’t need a code to pass beyond the main en-

trance and arrive at the ground floor. I remember witnessing from a distance 

the alterations being made and I must say the place looks and feels better now 

than it did before the changes were implemented. You get a magnificent view 

of the city from the higher floors of the building to the right of the picture, and 

the enclosure must surely mean that you can enjoy the view in greater comfort 

during the colder months of the year. And even though initially impressive 

views fade and become commonplace nothings, I imagine that this place repre-

sents one of the more desirable social housing developments in Sheffield. 
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New Testament Church of God: a wordy but austere name. The book, the fol-

lowers of the book, the monolith the followers submit to. Contemplating the 

name doesn’t produce any visual content. It’s resolutely Protestant, bordering 

on the puritanical. Far removed from the Catholic exuberance of Our Lady of 

Perpetual Sorrows (I only need to whisper the words and close my eyes and I 

see her). There’s not even a saint’s name to cling to (not that most saints have 

much to recommend them, particularly these days, when miracles are ascribed 

to authoritarian matriarchs whose main function is to oppress the poor and 

desperate people who turn towards them in their distress). And the New Testa-

ment Church of God is failing to minister to the poor – the sign reads SORRY! 

NO SOUP KITCHEN TODAY – a denial of charity that appears in a particularly 

poor light when you consider that hardly anyone who might benefit from the 

service actually lives around here, meaning that the soup kitchen’s customers 

must undertake arduous journeys in search of their meagre nourishment. 

That’s the New Testament Church of God for you – as useless as a soup kitchen 

that fails to operate.  
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A photograph from the good old days before the gentrification of the domain of 
the dead. The building you see here has been altered beyond recognition by a 
heritage grant and turned into a community venue. Things could have been 
worse – there was talk of turning another (the other) monumental building in 
Sharrow Cemetery into a private enterprise or dwelling, the ramifications of 
which might have impacted on this structure and the rest of the cemetery 
grounds to the detriment of the local population. Sheffield seems keen on the 
idea of selling off its most striking corporately owned buildings to private en-
terprise, but fortunately the highest bidder doesn’t bid quite high enough, or 
their plans for self-enrichment are so obviously crass that Sheffield City Coun-
cil takes fright at the thought of justifying its antisocial tendencies to the read-
ers of the Sheffield Star and Telegraph. This is the only reason why we still 
have a Central Library housing an art gallery of interest, although the library 
seems to be heading towards dereliction for want of a sufficient maintenance 
grant. 

Twilight, nightfall approaching, no-one around. When I think of my journeys 

through the cemetery, there is never anyone to be seen. The stupid star is an 

empty gesture, and the ridiculous symbols scattered about the outer circle are 

merely confirmation of the designer’s deep rooted halfwittery. 
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I don’t think anyone was hurt in the fire that rendered this house uninhabit-
able for several months. It’s a dwelling typical of the area, located at the junc-
tion of Northfield Road and Longfield Road. The property a few doors down on 
Northfield Road used to be a shop – I know this from the ghost sign that re-
mains visible decades later, but I can’t recall what it says. I would hazard a 
guess that it was a newsagent and tobacconist. I don’t know how long fire dam-
age lasts. There’s certainly no visible trace of the traumatic incident ten years 
on, but perhaps there’s some deep lying fault in the fabric of the building that 
can’t be seen. 

2007 was a bad year for Northfield Road; it ended with this fire, and it began 

with the collapse of a gable end at Northfield Court, a development of flats a 

little further on down the hill towards Walkley, which reportedly gave way as a 

result of strong winds, prompting the immediate evacuation of 22 people to St. 

Timothy’s Church Hall on Slinn Street. 



 

45 

A view of the River Don towards Lady’s Bridge and The Wicker. Despite the ge-
neric development indicated to the right of the frame, the pathway with occa-
sional viewing spots by the side of the river has opened up the waterway to a 
largely disinterested public. 

The white building to the left of the frame is the Harlequin pub, third and final 
stop of a frequently undertaken mini-pub crawl, which started at the Kelham 
Island Tavern and featured the Fat Cat as its mid-point. 

The Harlequin suffers in comparison to the Kelham Island and the Fat Cat, and 
the Fat Cat suffers in comparison to the Kelham Island Tavern. But all of these 
comparisons are dependent on shifting variables. The three main factors in-
forming the comparison are the quality of the beer, customer service and ambi-
ence. 

The Kelham Island Tavern is the only pub to have become the CAMRA Na-
tional Pub of the Year two years running. It won the Sheffield Pub of the Year 
Award eight years on the trot and the Yorkshire Pub of the Year title for three 
years in succession. The owners and bar staff are almost universally friendly 
and welcoming to all men and women of good will. Its beer garden resembles a 
lush and ornamented paradise. 

The Fat Cat is the home of the original Kelham Island Brewery and the birth-
place of the superlative Pale Rider (CAMRA Champion Beer of Britain). It 
serves fine, hearty food, houses a ghost haunted room, features beautiful green 
tiles in the men’s toilets, and has a beer garden to match the Kelham Island 
Tavern. It’s let down by the surly attitudes of its owners, who manifest the 
smug self-satisfaction that characterises successful Sheffield chancers. 

The Harlequin used to smell like bleach, the quality of its beer suggested it 
wasn’t as well kept as it could be, and its beer garden was a desolate space of 
fenced tarmac, raging winds and ill kept wooden bench and table combina-
tions. It features what was once a rarely used upstairs function room, which I 
understand has been fitted out as the small scale live music venue it was des-
tined to become. I haven’t been to the place in years, but I get the impression 
that it’s striving to fulfil its potential, in the hope of matching up to its illustri-
ous rivals. 

Aizlewood’s Mill is situated next to the Harlequin. It was built as a corn mill in 
1847, but now serves as a business centre, offering conference facilities, meet-
ing rooms and serviced offices. 
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Hillsborough feels more like a small town than a suburb of a city. It has a co-
herent shopping centre, featuring a large supermarket and familiar high street 
names as well as a wide range of charity shops. There are a number of thriving 
pubs and cafes and a smattering of independent outlets selling a variety of 
cheap and unnecessary items. There’s an art gallery in its hinterland, opposite 
a large (if mostly drab and featureless) park. It’s a densely populated area, 
dominated by brick built terraced houses, but partly enclosed by the imposing 
Regent Court flats development, completed in 1937. And of course, there’s the 
famous football ground. It’s partly surrounded by two rivers, the Loxley and 
the Don, and it’s haunted by the ghosts of generally small scale industry. Its 
people are poor and snarly, and it has the feel of Stoke about it. 

Owlerton and Hillsborough are supposedly different suburbs, but the reality of 
the landscape shows there is nothing to separate them. The St. John the Bap-
tist Church, or House of Hypocrites, was built on Penistone Road in Owlerton 
in 1874, but its vicar resides on Forbes Road, Hillsborough, where the memo-
rial hall is located. 

The memorial was unveiled in 1925 and the clock in the tower was erected in 

1927. 



 

47 

Just another scene of everyday urban blight and dereliction. It could be any-
where. But it’s not ‘just another scene’ to the people who live in the area, and 
it’s not ‘anywhere’ but somewhere specific, definite and real. 

There’s more than one way to interpret the saying, ‘The triumph of indiffer-
ence.’ It could be viewed in a positive sense, as a guide to life, counselling us 
not to be overwhelmed by the ever shifting feelings we are subject to, suggest-
ing the underlying truth that we should not become too concerned with what 
does not last, with what cannot last. It could be interpreted as a reminder to 
retain a sense of balance in the midst of a chaos we cannot control. But don’t 
we have to take full responsibility for what we choose to see? 

The Park and Arbourthorne Social Club is a horrible sight on a horrible road in 
a horrible place, but it was never the intention of the people that built the club 
or the road or the place that this should be so. It’s a sign of contempt for the 
poor, a sign of disdain for deprived communities; people are poor, and commu-
nities are deprived as a consequence of the deliberate will and actions of gov-
erning authorities. ‘The triumph of indifference’ as practised by these authori-
ties has no redeeming features. 

The club closed in December 2007 and there were plans to build “…a 4/5-

storey block comprising 48 apartments and 8 commercial units with 31 under-

croft car parking spaces…” on the site. But the projected return on investment 

obviously failed to materialise and the building has been left to deteriorate, un-

til it becomes an artfully crafted sign suspended in mid-air, with disabled ac-

cess leading nowhere. 
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The Peace Gardens in Sheffield City Centre are named after the famous Shef-
field murderer Charlie Peace, who lived in central Sheffield before moving to 
Darnall in 1875, where he persecuted and oppressed a married couple named 
Dyson, eventually murdering the husband the following year at Banner Cross, 
then fleeing to London, where he prospered as a burglar and man of violence 
for several years, before being arrested, tried, found guilty and executed at 
Armley Prison in 1879… 

They’re not really. The truth is more prosaic, banal, civically airbrushed to the 
point of not being true at all. The gardens appeared by accident in 1938, follow-
ing the demolition of St. Paul’s Church. They were supposedly nicknamed ‘the 
Peace Gardens’ to mark the signing of the Munich Agreement, but none of the 
sources that make this assertion say who coined the term. It’s a groundless and 
vapid legend, which fails to take account of the fact that the gardens were in-
tended to be a temporary measure, occupying ground that was designated for 
the extension of Sheffield Town Hall (another example of the city’s failure to 
deliver on its speculative grand schemes – Sheffield: The City That Will Always 
Be Great in Ten Years’ Time). 

The Peace Gardens name was formally adopted by the council in 1985, when 
this urban oasis provided a place of refuge for spike haired Mohican pseudo-
punks, glue sniffers, cider drinkers and wanking tramps. The area was redevel-
oped in the late 1990s as part of the Heart of the City project, which netted 
considerable profits for the Urban Regeneration Project known as Sheffield 
One. 

The Nordic With Attitude – Straight Outta Valhalla slogan is a crass appropria-

tion of the NWA – Straight Outta Compton tag, probably deployed to greater 

effect on the Mad Pride related Nutters With Attitude musical compilation 

Straight Outta Rampton. The sign is an advert for a tent selling alcoholic 

drinks, one of the many tawdry ventures that the Peace Gardens has hosted 

since its millennium exploiting, commercially driven rebirth. 
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An extract from ‘The Sons of Amos Brearley’, published by Cross of Light Tem-
ple in 2006: 

Two police officers are approaching the Primitive Methodist Church on horse-

back. Furtive youth gangs scatter. The common people are talking about lami-

nate flooring and preparing for Christmas. Where can nourishment be found? 

The Sons of Amos Brearley meet in a brightening dark room as night gives way 

to morning. They have gathered to banish death and evil and to make a fitting 

space for the new born sun. Jabez the Stupid, the Head of the Lodge, enters by 

the Eastern door, takes three paces into the room and raises his arms above his 

head, keeping his feet together. Japheth the Last Laugh, the favoured follower 

of Jabez, enters the Lodge by the Western door and replicates the Runic ‘Y’. 

There is a photograph of an oak tree in an alcove in the Lodge. There are sev-

eral small trees in various stages of development scattered about the room. The 

delicate scent of the incense that burns continually in the sanctuary concen-

trates the senses of the Sons. The growing light of the sun casts the shadows of 

seedlings and saplings. Jabez and Japheth stand still until their eyes become 

accustomed to the light of the Lodge. They remain standing until they fully reg-

ister the fragrance of the incense. They sit at opposite ends of a polished oak 

table, occupying the seats of honour that have been granted to them by the 

Sons and Friends of Amos Brearley. They reflect upon the programme of activi-

ties that has engaged them during the year, which constitutes the year of 

SOAB. 
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An artlessly constructed sign, forbidding entry to a place that can’t be entered… 

The wall that the sign rests in front of forms part of Bungalows & Bears, a large 
pub with a meaningless name, which hosts live music and other events. It’s not 
a prestigious venue, but it is popular. It claims to sell decent food. I’ve never 
had a meal there, but the stench of burned meat and ancient fat that emanates 
from the kitchens to permeate Rockingham Lane is distinctly unappetising. 
Bungalows & Bears occupies the building that used to be Sheffield Central Fire 
Station on Division Street, which was opened in 1929. 

The sign is the product of The Circle, the entrance of which is directly opposite 
the pub’s kitchens. I’ve witnessed young people wondering about the purpose 
of The Circle and concluding that it’s a night club, but it’s actually a conference 
centre, meeting room and office complex owned by Voluntary Action Sheffield, 
which opened in 2007. The No Entry sign was created to temporarily prevent 
access to Rockingham Lane when Voluntary Action Sheffield celebrated its 
90th anniversary. 

Next door to Bungalows & Bears is a block of student apartments, featuring 
metal window guards inscribed with vaguely aspirational doggerel composed 
by Benjamin Zephaniah as part of a decades old Sheffield Off the Shelf Litera-
ture Festival… I need to get a grip on this reflex cynicism and petty nastiness. 
It’s not clever and it’s not funny. I make myself sick at times. I get on every-
one’s nerves… There’s nothing wrong with Benjamin’s slogans. I’ve heard peo-
ple reading them aloud and discussing them with their friends. They add inter-
est to the environment. 

Further along towards West Street, there’s a former Methodist Sunday School 
building and a place called Bishops Lodge, typically well-constructed Victorian 
buildings that have been transformed into offices and gated apartments. 
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The Rutland Arms is the only pub in Sheffield’s Cultural Quarter, which con-
sists of a cinema, an art gallery that is never open, the Sheffield Hallam Univer-
sity Students’ Union, and a Spearmint Rhino. 

The pub has an attractive frontage, featuring tiles in a shade of brown that 
can’t be defined. The tiles were once inscribed with the legend ANUBIS, but the 
place was characterised by more artful graffiti (herald of the corporately en-
dorsed, content poor Street Art that has become a feature of the cityscape over 
the past ten years). It used to be owned by the people who moved to the Kel-
ham Island Tavern early in the 21st century. Its heritage of excellent beer and 
beautiful garden has diminished over time; all that was good about the place 
has been transported. 

The Students’ Union was once the National Centre for Popular Music, which 

proved to be very unpopular (hardly surprising when its main attraction was a 

jacket rumoured to have been worn by Michael Jackson). It showed some 

promise as a live music venue after the centre closed down – I saw Uriel 157 

play there and witnessed Alec Empire declaring war against God (absurd theat-

rics, comical absurdity, nice overwhelming volume) – but it failed to fulfil its 

potential. SHU were gifted the building by a typically panic stricken local au-

thority embarrassed by the prospect of dereliction being visited upon one of 

their flagship projects. The university promised to host public events at the 

venue, but nothing of substance has ever materialised and there’s no-one 

around who can hold them to account. 
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Instantly recognisable work from the internationally renowned street artist 
Phlegm, a resident of Sheffield who was born in North Wales. 

The dreadlocked comic maker once said, “I love to get run down urban spaces 
and factories and play with the space. It’s such an immediate way to get your 
picture on the wall. A painting in the street becomes part of the city’s architec-
ture, influenced by what’s around it rather than being some awkward canvass 
in an art gallery…” 

There’s no such thing as revolutionary commerce. I think this piece material-
ised as a result of the Sheffield Star backed Pride of Sheffield campaign, en-
dorsed by local business owners and civic authorities. 

What does it show? It depicts some kind of evolutionary process. The kneeling 
figure at the right of the frame rises, constructing an increasingly complex 
technical device, which is directed towards the stars at the end of the process. 
It’s not shown in this photograph, but the lens of the completed stargazer 
shows the enlarged eye of the person who looks through it. The instrument 
possesses some degree of autonomy and eventually takes the lead role in its 
own construction. It looks somewhat tired from its labours when all is done, 
and there appears to be a burning fuse contained in the end product, suggest-
ing imminent auto destruction, which the viewer is unaware of. 

I take it as a comment on the place of the individual and the futility of labour in 

the society of the spectacle. 
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It’s sad to witness the decline of this building. It’s endured further deteriora-
tion in the five years since this photograph was taken and it’s now colonised by 
rugged greenery and besmirched by the cumulative effect of traffic fumes. It’s 
an impressive space, right in the city centre and it’s easy to imagine ways in 
which it could be repurposed for the public good. 

The citadel was opened in 1894 and its main hall had a seating capacity of 
1800. It underwent major renovations in the late 1950s, but it was abandoned 
in 1999 when the Salvation Army corps moved to new premises on Psalter 
Lane. It was briefly taken over by the anti-capitalist Occupy Sheffield move-
ment in 2012 and there were unsuccessful plans to turn it into a bar before 
Tandem Properties applied in April 2018 to convert the building into a retail 
unit in line with the council’s Heart of the City II redevelopment scheme for the 
city centre. From a palace of empty dreams to a palace of empty dreams of a 
different order. 

There are several impressive former Salvation Army buildings in Sheffield that 

have been similarly abandoned. Like the citizens who rioted when the Army’s 

founders visited Sheffield in 1882 (actions attributed to a mob supposedly 

raised by local publicans) I’ve always favoured the Skeleton Army over its puri-

tan rivals, and I wonder how the organisation justifies this irresponsible policy 

of abandonment when it trumpets its commitment ‘to transforming the lives of 

people in their community’. I fail to see how contributing to urban blight could 

possibly support this aim. 
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A photograph of the former Methodist chapel as it appeared before being in-
ducted into the Sheffield City Council Stuck Sites scheme, which resulted in a 
Section 215 Notice being served, requiring the owners to re-roof the building 
and make it wind and watertight before it was ‘transformed from a derelict 
shell into 11 occupied apartments in the Kelham Island Conservation area’. 

The exterior of the redeveloped building benefits from the presence of original 
features, but I assume the interior consists of the cheap plasterboard and glass 
combinations that have been adopted in all of the recent residential develop-
ments that have swamped the area with their empty promises of vibrant city 
living. 

That’s what the Kelham Island Conservation area has become – cheaply built 
flats interspersed with the occasional sturdy edifice from former times and 
stone blasted gateways to former heavyweight industrial premises, which now 
lead to offices, cafes, subsidised artists’ studios (housing the perpetrators of the 
bland street art which decorates the walls of the area with their content poor, 
colour rich patterns). 

It’s interesting to contrast Kelham Island with Neepsend, and it’s interesting to 
reflect on the impact that conservation area status has had on the destinations 
of note that preceded its arrival. 

I went for vegetarian Sunday lunch in the Fat Cat recently. The food and beer 
were exactly as I expected, but I was surprised to see that the customers in the 
pub were almost universally late middle-aged and spoke with Sheffield accents, 
in contrast to the clientele inside and outside the nearby eateries, and to the 
young people walking around the surrounding streets, guided by glossy leaflets 
and digital maps. 

The Fat Cat and the Kelham Island Tavern have been reimagined as reserva-

tions, places to pop into for a lime and soda whilst gawping at the locals en 

route to a much hyped old shipping container offering one of ‘the most innova-

tive menus in the city’. 
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A napper somewhat reminiscent of a satsuma orange. It would appear that this 
noble patriot is also a Sheffield United fan. I’m surprised that the neck tattoo 
doesn’t read BLADES. That design above his left ear seems incongruous. It 
looks like a flower, or a glorious sunburst. Perhaps it’s a fascist design, the sig-
nificance of which has failed to register with me. Maybe he’s not a skinhead at 
all. Maybe he’s just a balding man who has shaved off the rest of his hair, the 
days of the combover being long out of fashion. But he could always be a bald 
skinhead. Or suedehead, if you want to be pedantic. 

I’ve never been much of a fan of skinheads, although I’ve always found the clas-
sic girl skinhead haircut very alluring. 

I make the following reference to skinheads in a story about a Sheffield based 
Death Metal band written in 2006: 

I left Newcastle-under-Lyme for Uxbridge in Middlesex shortly before my 
17th birthday. The town’s proximity to London afforded me the opportunity to 
see countless live bands. The pseudo-intellectual ramblings of writers from 
Sounds and the NME inspired me to widen the range of my cultural interests. 
I started writing for ‘Notes from Underground: The Official Publication of the 
New Existentialist Order’. I took to wearing what I thought were stylish black 
clothes in imitation of John McKay after seeing him play guitar on ‘Metal 
Postcard’ by Siouxsie and the Banshees on The Old Grey Whistle Test. I took 
to sporting radical haircuts. I haunted the night time streets of Uxbridge, 
Hillingdon and Hayes and the growing Skinhead faction of these dreary sub-
urban outposts of the great Metropolis wanted to slaughter me for being ‘a 
puff’... 
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There is white lettering on a red ground at the top and bottom of this sign, but 
I have no idea what it says. The SHEFFIELD legend is all that remains clearly 
visible, standing proudly forth from a background of deep, dark blue. Who 
knows where the sign originated? It was removed from its place of origin, used 
for target practice (note the pellet marks) and discarded in this obscure scrub-
land… 

Take the path that leads down from the foot of the seat of the Mountain King, 
do not veer left and descend to Tinker Lane, but follow the road less travelled 
until you reach the covering of stunted trees and sky reaching bushes that will 
hide you from the inhabitants of ‘Europe’s premier dog safari park’… Stumble 
drugged and drunken through a timeless eternity of two or three minutes and 
you might be treated to the sight of the sign… Or it might be located some-
where else, in a place that can only be reached through the prompting of un-
quiet dreams. 

“Most of my local readers will have noticed one place at least in the neighbour-

hood of Sheffield called Bole Hill, and those who have studied or attended to 

the place-names of the district will be familiar with many places bearing this 

name. Each of these names implies that a furnace for smelting lead or iron for-

merly stood upon a hill top, so that the tewell or hole admitting air at the base 

of the furnace might, like a wind-mill, catch the prevailing breeze. The name 

Bole Hill itself has given rise to some doubt, but it seems to be derived from the 

Old Norse bál, a flame, applied in a secondary sense to a furnace. If that is so 

Bole Hill means no more than Furnace Hill.” – ‘The Hall of Waltheof’, by the 

fantasist Sidney Oldall Addy. 
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The services were amazing, nothing like I was expecting. There was a lot of 
music, not happy clappy stuff, more like dance music, really. The light show 
was fantastic. A lot of time and effort had been put in and the experience was 
really uplifting. The people at the church were lovely. I remember meeting a 
lad who told me that he’d been sniffing glue. As he was walking up the road, 
he felt drawn to go in to St. Thomas’s. As soon as he entered the church, the 
effects of the glue sniffing left him, and he felt the Spirit enter. He never 
touched glue again… 

I had the misfortune to look upon the leaders and congregation of the Nine O’ 
Clock Service when it was based at St. Thomas’s Church in Crookes. I saw them 
on the streets and I saw them in the pubs of my neighbourhood. I lived a few 
yards away from a NOS house. There was something deeply and immediately 
unattractive about the look of them all. Their manners were unappealing. I be-
came aware of the arrogance of the inner circle through talking to several peo-
ple who had been excluded from the hierarchy. I was sickened by the news cov-
erage of the movement, which portrayed it as a new and exciting development 
of the Church of England and I was appalled by the support of the church for 
what was clearly a fascist cult based on the worship of its leader, Chris Brain. 

I wasn’t surprised to learn of the abuse and manipulation that took place 

within NOS. I was disgusted by the way the leaders and congregation closed 

ranks and failed to respond to the charges laid against them. I was equally dis-

gusted, and similarly unsurprised, that the Church of England failed to take 

responsibility for the abominations of NOS, although it was happy to share the 

credit when the movement was positively regarded. 
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I don’t believe in ghosts, although I’ve seen one or two in my time. ‘Seen’ isn’t 
the best term for the experience; it forms part of what happened, but ‘feeling’ is 
a better description for the dominant aspect of what went on. 

I was standing at the top of a flight of stairs on the landing of the second floor 
of a rundown townhouse on Hillingdon Road in Uxbridge in 1980, pulling on 
my coat and admiring myself in the mirror at the back of the bathroom in front 
of me. I was removed from reflection on my beauty by the sight of a woman 
with long curly hair, dressed in 19th century clothing, stooping to pick some-
thing up from the floor. Her reflection was on my level, but behind me, where 
no person could have been, consisting as it did of fresh air. I ran from the 
building in fright, and my companions in the Green Man pub up the road re-
marked on my extraordinary pallor. 

By the Market Cross in Chichester in 1986, I met myself in the form of an old 
man, who left my company abruptly to test his charm on an old woman, also 
dressed in 19th century clothing, who no one else could see. It’s interesting to 
note that my old man self spoke in a fake Scottish accent, and that he didn’t 
like me. 

During a pilgrimage to Sligo around the time of the spring equinox in 1991, I 
rested my weary bones on a mound in Cairns Forest above Lough Gill in the 
vicinity of Tobernalt Holy Well (the waters of which cured me of piles, as well 
as restoring the sight of an old man strong in faith, according to his own ac-
count). My soul was shaken and my spirit was subdued by an encounter with 
the sidhe, following unlooked for communion with the abiding force of Omra 
or Romra, suitor and father of Gille, after whom the lake is named, and who lie 
buried above it. 

So as I was saying, I don’t believe in ghosts, and I don’t believe in timeless re-

sidual spiritual forces either, despite experiencing them both. And I don’t be-

lieve that Neepsend Lane is haunted by the people who drowned in the Great 

Sheffield Flood of 1864, although I have felt the force of the haunting every 

time I’ve walked there, and I don’t believe that this room in The Wellington 

(formerly the Cask and Cutler) is inhabited by an unearthly presence similar to 

the force that inhabits the large room of the Fat Cat on Alma Street, although it 

is. 
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You get magnificent views from all of the tall buildings near Sheffield city cen-
tre. It’s something to do with the centre being situated in a kind of bowl, sur-
rounded on all sides by hills. You see deep, and you see far. 

The Arts Tower was the tallest building in Sheffield from the time it was com-
pleted in 1965 until it was surpassed by the uninspiring ‘upscale residential de-
velopment’ called St. Paul’s Tower on Arundel Gate in 2010. I don’t know what 
the views are like from this Ballardian folly, because there’s no way for the likes 
of me to gain entry. 

The Arts Tower consists of 20 floors, which can be navigated by a paternoster 
lift, which is said to be the largest paternoster in the world. It’s possible to re-
main on the lift throughout the entirety of its elliptical circuit, but it’s a bit of a 
hair raising journey at the top and the bottom, it’s forbidden by university au-
thorities (as well as being counselled against by common sense) and it serves 
no real purpose. It’s better to travel at the predetermined, trance inducing 
pace, stepping off every five floors or so and turning left to take in the subtly 
changing view during this leisurely ascent. 

The space between the Arts Tower and the neighbouring Western Bank library 
forms a wind tunnel, which can be invigorating on breezy but hot summer 
days, or hard to navigate in the depths of winter. 

The Arts Tower is clearly visible on many train services into Sheffield, forming 
a fixed point that makes it easy to locate the Sheffield television transmitter on 
Lydgate Lane, meaning that Crookes becomes a possibility in the mind long 
before it is reached by the body. 

This view indicates the distorting effect of looking through several large panes 

of glass towards Netherthorpe, which seems to make the tower blocks wobble, 

a commentary on the state of social housing in 21st century Britain, and a 

prophecy of destruction. 
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There are two pubs of note on Trippet Lane, a little further on towards town 
from where this photo was taken. 

The Dog and Partridge was “a truly authentic Irish pub serving the best pint of 
Guinness in Sheffield,” which I used to visit regularly for the traditional music 
sessions of variable quality, held in the large back room, which was decked out 
in John F. Kennedy memorabilia at the time and might even have been known 
as the Kennedy Room. They frowned on the singing of Rebel songs, not 
‘wanting anything of that kind here’, and the place was lorded over by a short 
man with dyed black hair whose aggressive demeanour gave way to a far more 
welcome and pleasant all embracing friendliness as the course of his dementia 
progressed (an interesting inversion of the common experience, although I did 
not witness his end). 

The former owner of the Dog and Partridge took over The Grapes in 2010, tak-
ing the best Guinness in Sheffield, the Irish music and the Kennedy memora-
bilia with her. The upstairs room at the Grapes used to be a popular music 
venue, famous for hosting early gigs by Arctic Monkeys. I don’t think I ever saw 
Arctic Monkeys play there, but I saw plenty of other shows, most of which I no 
longer recall. I do remember Uriel 157, several improvised music nights 
(waiting for John Jasnoch to play that riff that sounds like ‘Ghost Riders in the 
Sky’) and most notably Whitehouse. 

I wrote a review of Whitehouse, referring to William Bennett and Philip Best as 
‘the Laurel and Hardy of Noise Filth’ and making witty remarks about avant-
garde camper vans, but that review must be hidden somewhere in my archive 
of back up discs, which I have neither the time nor the inclination to interro-
gate, so this extract from my review of The Nihilistics reunion show at the 
Grapes in 2006 will have to serve as an example of the style I used to employ in 
my music reviews at this time: 

The Nihilistics claim to be resolute atheists but their performance tonight fa-
cilitates a journey through space and time that is fundamentally supernatural 
in that it makes a mockery of the laws of physics. 

The crowd is large and enthusiastic, although P. Geldof is the target for some 
artless heckling from a once young man who is proud to have been unem-
ployed for 25 years, loudly and repeatedly agitating in favour of the DWP 
(Darnall Workers Party), suggesting the bass player is a traitor by virtue of 
having taken a job. 

Geldof’s assertion of godlessness is undermined by his countenance, replete 
with the eyes and ears of a pixie. I once encountered him on the outskirts of 
Dore, carrying a bucket, claiming to be on his way to an anarchist summer 
camp, but surely engaged in pagan fieldwork... 
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The building at bottom left houses the Art Therapy Northern Programme, run 
by Sheffield Health and Social Care Trust in partnership with Leeds Beckett 
University. 

Develop the confidence, expertise and practical skills to become a professional 
art therapist and help change lives for the better. 

You will learn how to use art therapy to support people with very different 
emotional and mental health needs to feel a sense of inclusion and bring 
about positive changes to their lives. You will also develop your knowledge 
and experience by studying the theories that lie at the heart of art therapy. 

Likely story… 

The road is Netherthorpe Road, leading to Brook Hill roundabout (turn right 
for the university, Weston Park, Broomhill, Ranmoor, Fulwood… turn left for 
West Street, bouncers outside pubs, puke and piss stained streets on Sunday 
into Monday… head straight on for The Moor…). 

The tower blocks of Netherthorpe look closer to each other than they are in re-
ality, and the Arts Tower is threatening to dissolve into the sky. 

There’s a billboard advising us to PLAY but the nearest place to play around 

here is some distance away – proceed downhill to the Shalesmoor tram stop, 

turn left for the Wellington (formerly Cask and Cutler) or right for the pubs of 

Kelham Island, ignoring the Ship Inn on the grounds that you’ve never been in 

there before, which means that it’s suspicious. 
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From ‘The Sons of Amos Brearley: Being the Adventures of Jabez the Stupid 
and Japheth the Last Laugh’ (Cross of Light Temple, 2006): 

Japheth heads for the Devonshire Cat. It is not the surly overgrown teenagers 

or the mid-afternoon social drinkers that draw him; it is not the trite display of 

shiny things behind the bar or the suffering light that calls. It is the quality of 

the beer, the provision of a smoking place, and a racing and inconstant heart 

that brings Japheth to the pub. Japheth sits in the wind and looks upon the 

Devonshire Business Park, at the junction of Eldon Street and Wellington 

Street. He eyes the passers-by with weary disdain: Japanese students, Eastern 

Europeans, sneering middle-class women with their dreary consorts, failed and 

failing artists. He ponders the fate of the early 19th century workshops a short 

distance away, at the junction of Trafalgar Street and Wellington Street. He re-

members ominous gaps between buildings and the earth movers of destruction 

and concludes that it will not be long before the weathered brickwork falls by 

way of commerce. Japheth looks upon a gang of Thai initiates and a teenage 

Take That tribute band. He conceives a plan to elevate the common places of 

Sheffield to the level of places rich in meaning. What is the point of describing 

incidental views and perceptions in the vicinity of an early 21st century English 

pub? He associates the question with Duchamp’s urinal and remembers why he 

is so disgusted by artists. Japanese students are pleasant enough and Eastern 

Europeans contribute to industry but artists are grant loving wasters with over 

inflated egos and offer little that is worthy of attention. Jabez would say that 

art is a holy sacred calling and Japheth would say that the world proves him 

wrong. It’s strange to think that Japheth will achieve the liberation of the 

awareness of timelessness through the dogged pursuit of these banalities. 



 

63 

The bandstand stood abandoned and neglected for years, a peeling white 
painted wooden structure, the windows of which had fallen to the casual van-
dalism that is visited upon all unmonitored parks. It was designed in 1874 (the 
year before Weston Park opened as the first municipal park in Sheffield), con-
structed around 1904 and restored ‘to create a unique cultural venue and out-
door classroom’ as part of the Heritage Lottery funded renovation scheme for 
the park, which was undertaken from 2006-2008. Archive photographs were 
used to ensure that all of the original detailing was replicated. The bandstand is 
available for hire as a venue for civil wedding ceremonies and receptions. 

Despite my deep distrust of most publicly funded environmental improvement 

programmes and my reflex contempt for the cynical worldview underlying the 

lazy template following gentrification of Sheffield, I can find nothing to object 

to in the Weston Park renovation, which was sensitively addressed and suc-

ceeded in making a well-used and highly valued public space even more wel-

coming and pleasant than it had been before. 
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From ‘Cross of Light Astral Temple’: 

The triangle is an inwardly adjusted constellation of stars. One star becomes 
three stars in the form of a downward pointing equilateral triangle. White 
light becomes blue light, blue light becomes green light, and green light be-
comes green – blue light. The blue absorbs the green. I see a blue equilateral 
triangle inside or superimposed on a white isosceles triangle. The triangle is 
the same colour as the sky in Piero della Francesca’s ‘The Baptism of Christ’. A 
jay lands on the wall at the bottom of the garden and reminds me that the 
blue of the triangle is the blue of the jay’s wing. It is an upward pointing tri-
angle of deep sky blue. It is a triangle of lapis lazuli roughly bordered by gold. 
It is a triangle of darkest blue, so dark it is almost black. The blue triangle is 
from the stars and it cannot be transcended. It is both a gateway and a mir-
ror of vision. I cast the triangle of deep sky blue between my mind and the 
world. The blue triangle surrounded by gold is one of the symbols of Cross of 
Light Temple. We travel through the framed triangle and arrive at the Cross 
of Light sign, which emanates the light that fills the temple. 

It is profitable to engage in aimless meditation on a metaphysical sun and 
moon and on the jay blue triangle. The sun and the moon are of equal size. 
The sun is fully visible. The moon is full. The light of the sun and the moon 
shines inwardly. They cast no external ray. The sun and the moon are small 
in comparison to the jay blue triangle – they orbit around it. Their orbit is 
regular and eternal. This is happening now. The line of orbit forms a visible 
circle. 

The sun, the moon and the blue triangle are foundation elements to focus on 
and work with. Many things proceed from them, such as the triple circle, 
which is much more than the triple sun. The triple circle is not an evil or ad-
verse sign, contrary to the claim made by Crowley in Liber CCCCXVIII (XXX 
Aerum) ‘The Vision and the Voice’. As indicated above, the triangle can be 
lapis lazuli as well as deep sky blue. When the triangle is bordered with gold, 
the gold is for the sun. The sun is always a disc. The silver moon is always a 
disc, even if its phases overlay the silver with darkness. There is no difference 
between the brightness of the moon and the brightness of the sun. Sun, blue 
triangle and Moon stand for something beyond Sun, Triangle and Moon. This 
transcendent force inhabits Cross of Light Temple. 

I don’t think the designer of this bench was influenced by these considerations. 
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“To me the singing of the congregation sounds like horrid screaming. And 
when the people stop, the priest begins to scream.” 

From ‘A Provisional History of Cross of Light Temple: Before the Establish-
ment of the Temple’: 

I meet a psychic artist from Huddersfield on the train from Sheffield to 
Barnsley. Her father tells her that she’s been psychic from the age of 3 or 4. 
She can’t remember back that far. She paints both as herself and as other peo-
ple, who paint through her. Sometimes the paintings are quite disturbing. 
Sometimes other people invade her works. She talks about a lion in a cave 
and a drowned woman, half in and half out of a stream. She will be exhibiting 
three of her psychic paintings at an exhibition in London. 

Other people speak through her. Once, her friend’s mother spoke through her, 
to the astonishment of her friend, for her mother was dead. The psychic artist 
says that someone who has attained to the third level of self-hypnotism is as 
receptive to the spirit world as she usually is. A person who has attained the 
fifth level can be inhabited by another spirit, but only if they are a willing re-
ceiver. When the psychic artist’s body is inhabited, her spirit goes elsewhere, 
although she does not say where. 

“I used to be psychic, but I drank my way out of it.” – Mark E Smith 
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Wood Street has an air of death and dread about it. It’s one of those places 
whose present state doesn’t really deserve a street name, but the fact that it has 
one suggests a hidden history that is not apparent to anyone who goes there 
(not that anyone goes there, because there’s nothing to do or to see). 

Wood Street is located opposite Burgoyne Road, at the junction of Langsett 
Road and Infirmary Road. It leads down to a piss stained flight of stairs, which 
pass through a strip of overgrown bushes and greenery to Penistone Road. It’s 
a fitting gateway to Hillfoot Bridge and the ghost haunted way of the dead that 
goes by the name of Neepsend Lane. 

There used to be a Mecca Bingo Hall to the right of Wood Street, with its en-
trance on Penistone Road, but the building is now an Aldi/Iceland Foods 
combo with a Be X Fitness attachment. The brick built fortress of the Kingdom 
Hall of Jehovah’s Witnesses is just around the corner on Ash Street. 

The nearby Hillsborough Hotel on Langsett Road used to operate the Wood 

Street Brewery, but the venture proved unsuccessful, the company being 

classed as dormant 8 months after it was incorporated in 2014 and finally dis-

solved in January 2016. 
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