
  

 

SELECTED 

TRASH FROM 

THE RUINS OF 

SOCIETY 
 

 

SHEFFIELD 
PATROL 
GROUP 
      

 



SHEFFIELD PATROL GROUP  

Selected Trash from the Ruins of Society 2018 
 
Why produce images? What guides the process of presentation? One can say it’s the eye 
moving with detached coolness through the environments it traverses, but that would be to 
place too great an emphasis on the idea of the eye as an instrument of will. What determines 
the environment that this heroic eye engages with? Duty, whim, boredom, the fiction of a 
mission grounded in a half-baked idea... Clear eye, calm mind, the desire to transform passive 
acceptance through the exercise of choice… The imposition of a programme.  
 
We move away from reality the moment we attempt to describe what we’re doing. We 
blunder around until we arrive at the idea of a therapeutic foundation underlying our gestures 

in the world. We don’t limit ourselves to the in the moment clarity of what’s going on. It’s 
predetermined intention encountering those elements of the moment that seem right and 
fitting for all manner of reasons invented after the fact.  
 
Yeah, mate, I just go out and do it, and I do it so often that I seem to know what I’m doing, 
and this supposition eventually takes on the properties of certainty, so that I know I’m on the 
right track. It’s a form of experimental engagement with myself that grants me possession of 
the world. It’s my world, and I show it to you, and your reaction lets me know that it exists.  
 
The full collection of images produced in association with this text is available on the Sheffield 
Patrol Group blog at: https://sheffieldpatrolgroup.wordpress.com/  
 
Bradley Street 

 
It’s a magical street. There’s a witch at the top of the road and an anarcho-punk Zen Buddhist 
down the bottom. There’s a subsidised eldritch mansion, which shows its age through small 
windows. There’s a pseudo-ranch set back from the road behind an approximation of Wild 
West fencing. Commonplace terraces cower across the way from imposing dwellings with 
delicately patterned leaded windows and redundant Industrial Revolution workshops round 
the back. There’s an art deco rounded frontage a bit further on from the witch pad and a post-
modern electric fitting opposite the Zen temple.  
 
There’s an old woman with a hot line to the council, concerned about walls and soakaways. 
There’s an old man walking up the hill with a shopping trolley and a geezer with the look of a 
serial killer following in his footsteps.  
 

There’s a small block of flats it’s impossible to gain entry to without a code next door to a 
small block of flats where the door is always open, inviting entry to a nightmare that passes for 
Grindr paradise.  
 
There are more cats than dogs, but professional dog walkers make a good living by hawking 
their wares on the street. 
 
 
 
 
 

https://sheffieldpatrolgroup.wordpress.com/


Attercliffe Adelphi 

 
Light strikes with the force of a savage blade... It’s the light that calls you, the light that shines 
in darkness, the light that’s clearly visible, that shines from a multitude of different sources that 
cannot be located, but which emanate from a singular, real and existent source. That source 
appears to be outside you, but it wouldn’t exist if you weren’t there. 
 
The development of sites near the Adelphi that was undertaken in association with the World 
Stupid Games in Sheffield had no real impact on the suburb of Attercliffe. The much vaunted 
Don Valley Stadium did not achieve its aim of becoming a first rate athletics venue and 
following a period of diminishing returns that saw it hosting Sheffield Eagles rugby league 
games and becoming a temporary home for Rotherham United following the Sheffield and 
Rotherham floods of 2007, the stadium slipped into disuse and oblivion before being 
demolished a few years after it was built. This doesn’t mean that the citizens of Sheffield have 

been released from paying for the place, despite its nonexistence. That’s the way that things go 
in this city – you pay to create buildings and transport systems that have no hope of 
succeeding, you pay for ongoing costs associated with these white elephants, and you’re 
supposed to be grateful when they’re given away free of charge to commercial operations that 
can make a profit out of them solely because they were not responsible for meeting the costs 
of setting them up. 
 
From an aesthetic point of view, the ruins of the late 19th and early 20th century buildings of 
Attercliffe possess a charm that makes the place extremely attractive; sadly, the ruins of Don 
Valley Stadium do not offer this consolation. From the point of view of the people who have 
to live in the rundown pseudo-slum, the beauties of dereliction don’t register. But the people 
of Attercliffe are poor, oppressed and disenfranchised, so what does it matter what they think? 
As everyone knows, poor people aren’t really capable of thinking and their feelings lack the 

refinement of the feelings of the civic masters of the Steel City, so they might as well stop 
whining, fuck off and scramble around the filthy pavements that border the poisonous, traffic 
clogged thoroughfare that transports unregulated traffic through the area, looking for a shop 
that sells anything besides porn products, sex and bad food.  
 
Attercliffe Big Wheel 
 
What on earth is this object? How can it be displayed as a commercial proposition in a shop in 
England in the 21st century? Is it for sale, or is it some kind of advertisement, something to 
catch the eye and persuade the observer to walk through the doors of the establishment in a 
transfixed state to purchase the goodly wares beyond it? Strips of cloth, bits of metal, phone 
cards, tickets for travel to the other end of the world, unfamiliar foodstuffs, Aziz Mian 
cassettes.  

 
I suspect it’s a front for some kind of money laundering operation, or the receipt of an urban 
regeneration grant, which generates nothing but fanciful dreams. 
 
Attercliffe Evolution Menswear 
 
“…the poorest neighbourhoods in Western European cities tend to be on their eastern side, 
because that’s where prevailing westerly winds push the pollution.” 
 
According to this sign, Evolution Menswear stocks Boss, Armani and Prada. The sign is filthy, 
but it makes that clear. But what it doesn’t tell you is that the shop is a mile away from here 



and that the sign is out of date. What a Boss – Armani – Prada emporium was doing in this 

neck of the woods is hard to fathom. That’s the kind of gear you’d expect to see on Ecclesall 
Road. I suppose vainglorious aspiration is a feature of all communities in the vacuum of 21st 
century British society. There are drug dealers, pimps and criminals everywhere and they need 
to buy their uniforms from somewhere.  
 
It's interesting what you can glean from the language that people employ to support their own 
interests, or what they think their interests might be. From what I can gather, lots of people 
are interested in ripping off other people and taking the piss out of them at the same time. It’s 
interesting to note that 648 Staniforth Road seems to have been taken over by Darnall 
Communications, the updated name for S9 Communications, whose equally filth besmirched 
poster sits alongside the advert for Evolution Menswear in this horrible alcove. 
 
Barber Road 

 
His first appearance was on Moscow Road 
The poster came first… 
I was talking to Jane Seymour 
Eyes wide open… 
From Moscow Road it came 
From Deansgate it came 
From Narnack Records it came… 
I was by the ocean 
I saw a poster 
I am licking my feet… 
Everywhere I look 
I see a blind man… 
 
I said to poster, “When's curfew over?” 
I said, “Blind man, have mercy on me…” 
 
Oh, Great One, I am a mere receptacle 
The egg tester for your sandalwood…  
Blind man 
Have mercy on me! 
I got a metal leg, truth! 
Flat is the evil of Calvary and cavalry… 
 
Mark E Smith was rarely clear and direct in his communications, but I’ve always associated the 
lyrics of ‘Blindness’ with David Blunkett. This association is confirmed in an interview with 

MES conducted by Pitchfork in October 2005: 
 
It's about the blind politician we've got here in Britain. He wants to set up camps for people, 
camps for dysfunctional fathers, and camps for dysfunctional kids. Luckily, they got rid of him, 
but he's come back now, so that's quite timely. And he's blind, as well. From Sheffield.  
 
Blunkett was a Sheffield City Councillor from 1970 – 1987, and leader of the council from 
1980 – 87. He was elected MP for Sheffield Brightside in 1987 and continued to represent the 
constituency (which became Sheffield Brightside and Hillsborough in 2010) until 2015, when 
he was awarded a peerage and became Baron Blunkett of Brightside and Hillsborough in the 
City of Sheffield.  



 

It’s a shame he turned out to be such a cunt, because he came from a poor family living in a 
deprived urban area and he had to overcome major obstacles to achieve success. People are 
deformed by the struggles they engage in to make their way in society. 
 
Blunkett was Home Secretary from 2001 – 2004, when he was forced to resign after it was 
revealed he had been fucking a married woman and used his position to fast track a visa 
application for his bird’s nanny. He became Secretary of State for Work and Pensions for a six 
month period in 2005 but he had to leave that position for breaking the ministerial code of 
conduct over paid work he took while out of the Cabinet. 
 
Buddha’s Golden Arse 
 
You get a lot of Buddhists in areas that have been colonised by former polytechnic students. 

They travel from Buddhist centre to yoga palace to whole food shop with an air of smug 
complacency that they think of as the visible and outward sign of enlightenment. They smell a 
bit musty, like, they wear purple shoes and they sport flashes of pink and green in their 
utilitarian hairdos. It’s the acceptable face of spirituality, innit, offering all the benefits of 
groundless in-group elitism alongside the precious knowledge that one is special (and all is 
one) without recourse to the rigours and discipline of a properly established religion. 
 
I remember coughing my guts up on Stratford High Street following a poor night’s sleep in 
the Westbridge Hotel, smoking my first cigarette of the morning in the days when I didn’t 
know how ill I was, and being approached by a saffron robed baldie of Tibetan appearance 
who didn’t speak English but managed to extract the better part of £20 from me in exchange 
for a couple of elasticated bracelets and a shimmering gold prayer card depicting a serene 
Buddha overcoming the problems of the world through the studied adoption of indifference 

that passes for compassion. Baldie flashed a scrap of printed paper suggesting that he was 
collecting alms for the poor and it was only after returning home and discussing the 
experience that I realised I’d been the victim of an organised scam. Still, £18 is a small price 
to pay when compared to the going rate for meditation classes in Commonside, and at least I 
came away with something real. 
 
Carver Place 
 
I believe that the creator of this LOST SOUL graffito (I hate it when people use that word) is 
responsible for several other interventions in the vicinity of this work. One is a bold statement 
proclaiming FUCK THE COUNCIL, another is a text suggesting that ‘Justin Bieber shits like 
a cat’, a third is the addition of the legend SATAN! to a large poster advertising the National 
Lottery, and a fourth example consists of a felt tipped annotation to an image of Donald 

Trump reminding the viewer that THIS IS NOT AMERICA. All of these guerrilla art works 
can be found within a 30 second walk of each other and there are several others that the artist 
might be responsible for that have appeared over the years in the same area.  
 
Carver Place is an alleyway between Rockingham Lane and Carver Street, located behind the 
Walkabout pub on West Street (which was formerly a church). There are moveable barriers 
consisting of metal poles at both ends of the alley and there are usually two or three cars 
parked here during daytime. I have no idea who owns the land, or what commercial concern 
explains the presence of the motors. Rockingham Lane is an overlooked short cut between 
West Street and Division Street, featuring a gated apartment complex developed from old 
Methodist church buildings and a large collection of student flats on one side and the 



Voluntary Action Sheffield owned building called The Circle on the other. Carver Street 

contains restaurants, bars, a nightclub and a large vintage clothes shop in the stretch between 
West Street and Division Street before carrying on down the road in the general direction of 
The Moor. West Street is the weekend resort of the clueless young hedonists of the city and 
Division Street likes to think of itself as Sheffield’s answer to the Latin Quarter. 
 
I suspect that the maker of the LOST SOUL sign is the psychiatrised bongo player who sits at 
the junction of Rockingham Lane and Division Street, slurring salutations as I pass on my way 
to my prison of wearisome toil, but I have no concrete evidence to confirm my suspicion. It 
could be one of the inhabitants of the apartments or student dwellings, but that seems less 
likely when one considers the inherent conformism of the vast majority of students and young 
professionals these days. It could be the work of one of the junkies and petty thieves who 
haunt the area at night time, moonlighting from their main occupations, or it could be the 
field work of some independent conceptualist who has marked out the territory in the course 

of their wanderings around town and has chosen to make it their own. 
 
Whoever the author of the collection is, they’re to be praised for their authenticity and 
capacity for astute observation when compared to the vapid muralists who are paid to decorate 
the post-industrial wastelands created in the wake of so-called urban regeneration schemes 
with pretty pictures that don’t mean anything at all. 
 
Cloth 
 
Humble materials can be a source of wonder. I can’t remember what these objects are, but I 
believe the striped component is a pair of pyjama bottoms and the other item is a dressing 
gown. I see a conjunction of roads and a rough representation of the starry firmament. 
 

There’s something about the look of those pyjama bottoms that seems very calm and peaceful 
and there’s something about the meeting of the two items that I experience as harmonious. 
The feeling produced by the image would be vastly different if the positions of the pieces of 
cloth were reversed; it would acquire a dynamism threatening to degenerate into chaos. The 
flecks of the dressing gown would no longer be reminiscent of stars, but rather signifiers of 
something disquieting, like blood splatter or evidence of organically grounded disease. And 
the destination indicated by the stripes of the pyjamas would change; they would lead to an 
uncertain void, an absence, a state of death-accompanying-dread. 
 
And this is why you should always wear your pyjamas beneath your dressing gown, rather 
than wearing your gown beneath your pyjamas. 
 
Commonside 

 
The path revealed by this open door leads nowhere. It doesn’t extend beyond what can be 
seen. The path contains nothing of note and it’s bounded by high brick walls on both sides of 
its narrow width. The purpose of the barbed wire above the door and the security light just 
beyond its entrance is a mystery. Considering the matter rationally, I must be mistaken in my 
assumption regarding the terminus of the passageway.  
 
The path is situated between the Springvale Tavern and the shop next door to the pub on 
Commonside, which sells ‘sporting goods.’ The Springvale has been going downhill for years 
and it was never a destination pub to begin with. It’s too far away from major centres of 
population and to get there from the houses nearby involves a challenging walk uphill, either 



going out or returning. A succession of tenants have come and gone, none of whom have 

remained for very long. My guess is that the owners of the building are biding their time, 
waiting to receive a suitable offer that will see the place transformed into student apartments. 
The sporting goods shop used to be a vaguely interesting second-hand book and record store, 
but it hasn’t served that purpose in decades. 
 
Not all open doors are enticing. Some of them repel, rather than attract. I hear the lyrical 
hook of ‘Atrocity Exhibition’ by Joy Division: “This is the way, step inside…” I decide to 
give it a miss. I walk to the top of Commonside, descend onto Barber Road, and I’m gone.   
 
Crookes 
 
There aren’t many houses on Crookes. Quite a few of the shops have flats above them, many 
of which seem to be converted storage areas. There are the flats between Wesley Hall 

Methodist Church and the Ball Inn, but that’s a self-contained development, somehow 
divorced from the rest of the road. Most of the houses that there are can be found clustered 
together in a little strip down towards what was the post office at the junction with School 
Road, consisting of a few terraced properties and a single larger dwelling, a set up that’s 
familiar in many former industrial areas, contrasting the foreman’s property with the lesser 
habitations of the ordinary workers. This little flight of concrete steps can be seen outside one 
of the terraces; I don’t believe the neighbouring residences share a similar feature.   
  
I’ve walked along Crookes so often that I should be able to number the houses between what 
was the post office and the place where the shops begin in earnest, but I have no intention of 
putting my mind to the pointless task. I’d be able to recollect many of the changes of business 
that have resulted in a gradual shifting of shopfronts over the past 30 years, but I can’t be 
bothered to do that in any systematic way either, preferring to let the ghosts appear to me as 

they choose to, to be remarked upon in passing. Overall, there’s been a marked increase in the 
number of coffee shops, restaurants and takeaways, many of which fade away without making 
an impression. Time changes everything, but it’s not really time that operates as the agency of 
change. 
 
Darnall Staniforth Road 
 
If you look closely, you can see what appears to be the reflection of bricks and tiles in the 
spaces between the mannequins that form the main subject of this photograph. I have no idea 
how this reflection came to be captured and I attribute it to the mysteries of light. The tiles 
and the buildings must exist somewhere, but the picture was taken from the edge of the bus 
stop at the bottom of Staniforth Road, waiting for a 52 to Crookes. So, despite appearances, 
the photo can’t have been taken straight on, because if it had been, the bus shelter would have 

been visible. It must have been taken from an angle, looking from right to left, but this doesn’t 
explain why the bricks and tiles reside behind the fabric without there being the slightest trace 
of their reflection on top of what appears to be a line-up of dresses. You would think that the 
photographer is looking past the cloth to a building behind them, but that’s not how things 
work on Staniforth Road. Maybe the photo has transcended the limitations of the physical 
world to reveal some purposeless mystery in the form of a building where no building could 
be. A slit opens up, we travel through it, we arrive at another Staniforth Road, only to find 
that it’s even more dull than the road that really exists, or existed.   
 
These artfully arranged bolts of fabric display a fabulous range of colours, which were 
discarded because the use of colour is disdained in SPG projects. The original reds, greens and 



oranges indicate that the photograph was taken in summer, but the black and white version 

does not encapsulate this seasonal coding. And that is how it should be, because the essence of 
the bottom of Staniforth Road exists outside space and time. 
 
Darnall Works, Wilfrid Road 
 
Steel ... cutlery ... edge-tools ... Benjamin Huntsman ... the ‘Sheffield Methods’… “By 1843 
Sheffield was producing 90% of British steel and almost 50% of European output.” Then 
quality over quantity… Looks like a workhouse to me ... a workhouse or an asylum. 
 
Sheffield and Barnsley were nationally important areas for the production of glass from the 
early 17th century ... “Taken as a whole the monument represents a uniquely well preserved, 
nationally important complex tracing the evolution of the site from an early 19th century 
glassworks to a 20th century steelmaking centre.” All it lacks is the misery of the people who 

toiled there, doing back breaking work in uncomfortable conditions. But you can get an 
impression of that just by looking at the wall (primarily designed for keeping people in rather 
than keeping people out, more of a prison than a fortress). 
 
“By the end of the 20th century steel production had ceased at Darnall with the surviving 
19th century buildings either derelict or used for storage.” 
 
Fir Street 
 
This portal leads to the interior of a public lavatory for gentlemen, which has not seen service 
for many years. The main entrance can be found on Heavygate Road, which is the road above 
Fir Street. Stone steps lead from Heavygate Road to Fir Street and we wonder if the 
prospective pisser or shitter of yore was required to descend in order to empty his bladder or 

evacuate his bowels. 
 
This is a substantial stone structure, in keeping with many of the houses in the area. It looked 
like the site was going to be developed, but nothing has happened in the months since the 
picture was taken and the gateway to the interior has been boarded up again. 
 
The repurposing of public toilets is big business in Sheffield. There’s a site opposite the 
Hallamshire Hospital that’s now a genteel tearoom and a place in Fulwood that’s been 
transformed into a florist. The combined Ladies and Gentlemen’s at the junction of 
Commonside and Barber Road has been acquired by a nameless speculator and despite slow 
progress, we look forward to the rise of the mysterious development that he have named Piss 
Works. 
 
Heavygate Road  
 
The aim of Harold Charles Cundy, the sculptor of this work, was not to express beauty, or his 
own outlook, or to represent the world, but to carry out an analysis of the forms of art based 
on an ethic of truth to materials, which proposes that physical resources should be employed 
only in accordance with their capacities, and in such a way that demonstrates the uses to 
which they can be put. Cundy demonstrates how hardboard and plywood behave and the 
form of his sculpture is dictated by its constituent elements, representing an inquiry into the 
dynamism of modern life that is an end in itself. 
 



Cundy was a dancer when he was young but gave up dancing following a knee injury to 

embark on a 50 year career as a sculptor. He works in wood and stone as well as hardboard. 
He emigrated to Walkley from Hillsborough, along with his parents and two older sisters. He 
began working in terracotta before expanding his range of materials. He often incorporates 
objects into his work that just happen to be lying within reach and some of his sculptures are 
strengthened by concealed metal rods. Many of his stone carvings depict his son growing from 
a young boy to a middle-aged man. 
 
Cundy was married twice and enjoys close family ties with his daughter-in-law and 
granddaughter, as well as his son. He regards his talent with humility and is unsettled by praise 
and attention. He is also a painter and has exhibited at Bank Street Arts, Leah’s Yard, a small 
expanse of gentrified wasteland opposite Asda Walkley on South Road and the Cupola 
Gallery.  
 

This work is clearly influenced by Bronka Stern’s ‘The Shrine’. Or it could be the blocked off 
Heavygate Road entrance to a former public toilet that has not been used for years. 
 
Heavygate Road Again 
 
Another masterpiece from the archives of the Heavygate Road Urinhaus Galerie, funded by a 
Sheffield City Council Crookes and Crosspool Neighbourhood Grant dished out in 2016. 
This memorial commemorates the suffering of the victims of the Nine O’ Clock Service 
(NOS), the infamous evangelical movement cum fascist cult, and was sponsored by the St. 
Thomas’s Truth and Reconciliation Committee to mark the 20th anniversary of the 
scandalous dissolution of NOS in 1996 (the service commenced operations at the parish 
church of St. Thomas in Crookes).  
 

The mixed media work, entitled ‘Planetary Mass Comedown’, was produced by a former 
member of the NOS Homebase Team. The Planetary Mass has been described as the pinnacle 
of NOS achievement. It was conducted by a Techno Shaman rather than a vicar and to some 
people it seemed that the ritual was a form of Gnosticism rather than orthodox Christian 
worship. Charges of neo-paganism were brushed aside, allowing the Planetary Mass to be 
performed to great acclaim in San Francisco in November 1994. The Homebase Team was 
formed in 1990 and initially consisted of six young women who were recruited to help with 
chores in the household of the group’s priest and leader, Chris Brain, and told they were to be 
post-modern nuns. They were encouraged to sever outside ties and instructed to remain 
secretive, even with other NOS members. Although they were treated as servants, there was 
strong competition between individual members, and the Homebase Team was regarded as 
the highest status ministry in NOS. We believe that the special character of the ministry, from 
which it derived its status, consisted of administering hand jobs to Chris Brain. 

 
The artist, who wishes to remain anonymous, explains her motivation for producing the 
painting in these terms: “It was really awful when the stories about NOS appeared in the 
papers. I started talking to other girls and I was amazed at how many of them had been 
intimate with Chris. He used to talk about what we did as some kind of private communion 
so we didn’t really talk about it in the wider group. The fallout from NOS was hard to deal 
with. I felt betrayed and depressed. I had to go for counselling to cope with what I’d been 
through. The friendships I made in the group didn’t last. I’ve had a lot of trouble with 
relationships since then. I lived with the father of my children for three years but we split up 
when my daughter was little. I don’t have anything to do with religion these days. I don’t 



even read the Bible anymore. Twenty years after the event, I decided to express my feelings in 

‘Planetary Mass Comedown’, taking Munch’s ‘The Scream’ as my inspiration.” 
 
Sheffield to St. Pancras 
 
We’ve got quite a few traditions, actually… he always buys me a Wedgwood bauble, every 
Christmas, and he gives me the Wedgwood on the first weekend of Christmas… so, when we 
start putting the Christmas tree up, he gives me the Wedgwood bauble, and it’s the first thing 
on the tree… 
 
Ah… 
 
And I’ve got about ten… 
 

Wow… 
 
It’s so hard now to find Wedgwood baubles, he’s now having to find vintage… he’s having to 
find like, basically, second-hand… 
 
Don’t they make them anymore? 
 
They do, but they’re not traditional Wedgwood colours… the traditional Wedgwood colours 
are blue and white, or green and white, unless they have occasional specials, like pink, one 
year they had the breast cancer one, so it was pink and white, but he doesn’t seem to like that, 
and they do seem to be the more kind of modern bauble… so I’ve got about ten, nine… I’ve 
got one, it’s got three, it’s almost like snowflakes and they all tie together… 
 

Wow… 
 
It always goes on the top of the tree, and it always weighs the tree down as well… 
massively… And Matthew, we’ve bought him a little train, rather than having an advent 
calendar, we’ll have a little train, where we’ll hide the chocolate, with a number, so he’ll look 
at the train, and say the number, and it says his name on top… 
 
Ah, that’s lovely… 
 
And then we’ve got some baubles that open, so we’re thinking, on Christmas day, putting tiny 
little presents inside and getting him to pick them out… John’s from a very religious family… 
very religious… I think because of that, he’s gone the opposite way… he loves Christmas, but 
he doesn’t like the religious side of things, he only likes the festive side, so he overdoes the 

festivities and makes up traditions to fill the gap where the religion would come into it… 
 
Jehovah’s Witness, Crookes Valley Park 
 
I’ve seen lots of Jehovah’s Witnesses in Sheffield, but I’ve never seen anyone taking literature 
from the hands of God’s chosen people. There’s another JW checkpoint just down the road 
from this encampment, by the Mushroom Lane entrance to Weston Park; they’re often to be 
found near the Town Hall; and they frequently line the route from Sheffield Hallam 
University down to the train station.  
 



They don’t seem perturbed by their failure to distribute tracts. They’re content to be ignored 

by the people who pass without giving any sign of registering their presence (although it’s 
impossible to overlook that they’re there; what the passers-by are doing is choosing not to 
invest this phenomenon with meaning).  
 
I’ve picked up the odd publication from that plastic display near the lamppost, but I have to 
report that I was far from impressed by the quality of the literature. From what I can gather, 
heaven, or paradise on earth, or the home of the blessed, or whatever post-apocalyptic state it 
is they’re so eagerly awaiting, is going to be populated by 144,000 self-regarding squares, 
sedately drifting through some kind of New Zion in the company of cartoon lions and smiling 
giraffes.  
 
I remember the good old days when JW activists would knock on your door and assault your 
intelligence with a particular kind of scriptural knowledge. They weren’t the only Enlightened 

Ones to adopt this strategy; they had to compete with Mormons, Moonies, wandering 
Buddhist monks and the shock troops of the Illuminates of Thanateros… 
 
Nike Moron Klogs 
 
It’s interesting how certain trash products position themselves as desirable despite possessing no 
discernible superiority to their competitors in terms of quality, comfort or aesthetic properties. 
They appeal to the shallow and unthinking void at the heart of today’s alienated individualists 
and offer people comfort by representing their wares as elitist fetish items and symbols of 
belonging. All you have to do to prove your worth is pay a premium that generates sufficient 
income to enable the manufacturers to continue to exploit their global work force and spread 
the net of their empty dream.  
 

“When I was younger, the Nike Air bubble was the flex”, says Skepta. “The bigger your air 
bubble was, the more people knew you were stepping well…” Skepta had an idea to combine 
a 97 sole with a BW upper, paying off the ‘Big Window’ promise for today's youth and 
nodding to a specific moment in grime music culture.” 
 
I wonder if Skepta’s on a royalty deal? Does he get money for every pair of the £149 
plimsoles that are sold in his name, or was he given a lump sum before they went into 
production?  
 
Who would have thought that Grime was invented for the sole purpose of selling shoes (and 
tracksuits)? 
 
Northfield Road 

 
Here we see what happens when people enter the vortex surrounding the habitation of the 
Great Crookes Magus, Dr. D. First, they lose their facial features, then they lose their gender 
characteristics and finally their bodies dissolve into nothingness. So, watch your step when 
you’re treading around the junction of Northfield Road and Longfield Road, for you run the 
risk of disappearing and never being seen again. 
 
As befits a student of the mysteries, there is some uncertainty concerning the details of the 
Great Man’s birth. Some people claim he was born in a crossfire hurricane in Pendle in 1939, 
others maintain that he materialised as a by-product of Malkuth in Assiah overflowing into the 
Kether of Qliphoth. It is certain that he was a disciple of the renowned Magister Paulus 



Danielis (Amas Non Maxima), that he prowled the streets of Swinging London in the 
company of the renowned alchemist and friend of Brian Jones known as Stash, and that he 
toured Europe in the company of a famous American rock group, instructing them in his 
capacity as spiritual advisor. He left the group in Alsace-Lorraine, prompted by a dream to 
trace a journey through Templar Lands, during which he encountered a Sufi brotherhood en 
route to Jerusalem, before being moved by the spirit to construct his final habitation in the 
environs of the land of NOS in Sheffield… 
 
It is reported that Dr. D prepared to cross the Abyss by speed-reading a 200-page computer 
printout at Sheffield Central Library. It has been said that Dr. D names the stairs of his 
staircases after the grades of initiation associated with the Sephiroth and that this system 
enabled him to attain the grade of Magus by travelling from his cellar to his kitchen. The fact 
that there are four worlds explains the stepladder in his attic. It has been rumoured that 
meetings of the leaders of 38 world-renowned occult orders consist of Dr. D talking to himself 
over a cup of tea in his kitchen… 
 
Oligarch Dandy Suit 
 
I’d love a wardrobe full of oligarch dandy suits. I’d prefer an oligarch dandy suit to a pair of 
Skepta Nike trainers, a Stormzy Adidas tracksuit, a Wu Tang Clan gold plated beanie or a 
Kanye Christ robe woven from the idiocy of fools. Sadly, I can’t even afford a wardrobe. I 
have to hang my coat from a curtain rail and the rest of my rags from a hollow metal tube. 
 
The oligarch shops of Mayfair have funny names, which have nothing in common with what 
they sell. Sometimes, it’s impossible to work out what they’re selling at all. One short row of 
lifestyle enhancers just off Baker Street features establishments called Atelier Theory and The 
Surface Within. Even when you can work out what’s on offer, you don’t know what it costs, 

because they don’t advertise their prices. That’s a sign of real class. If you need to know how 
much something costs in an oligarch shop, you really shouldn’t be there. 
 
The good old oligarchs are buying into a British tradition. I remember going into a knitwear 
store in Burlington Arcade around 1980 to enquire about lambswool cardigans, only to be 
sneered at by an assistant, who informed me that, “We don’t stock lambswool here.” 
Aristocrats’ lackeys like to make out that they’re elevated by association with the robber 
barons and warlords’ descendants that they debase themselves before.  
 
I think another civil war is overdue. The first one failed to achieve what was needed. 
 
Pancras Road 
 

The dominant figure suggests ‘The Tin Drum’ (the 1979 film version directed by Volker 
Schlöndorff rather than the novel by Günter Grass) or that ghastly jaunty brat from the scene 
in ‘Cabaret’ that marks the point in the film where everything changes. But the ‘dominant’ 
figure is not so dominant as our first glance suggests. It’s not about what takes up most room. 
It’s about reverberant reflection. 
 
I don’t really know how the people featured in this photograph arrived here. Look to the left 
of the Germanic dummy’s shirt: the moustachioed Nosferatu makes a kind of sense, but how 
did that sun-glassed post-punk type young woman come to reign over his chest? And what’s 
that configuration of light beside the inverted ROAD AHEAD CLOSED sign? 
 



I’ll tell you what that is, mate. It’s a portal through which a facsimile of a 1970s rock and roll 

star passes, to take up residence by the traffic lights, hands on hips, shirtless but waist coated, 
with streaked barnet blowing in the wind conjured for precisely this purpose.  
 
That potbellied geezer in white shirt and pale trousers behind him is holding his head to 
indicate that his mind has been blown by what he sees. Inwardly, he’s asking  
DO YOU BELIEVE IN ROCK AND ROLL? But he’s not ready to stand up for what he 
believes in. 
 
Penton Street 
 
I think this photograph would be better without the bins, the open door and the barrels, but 
these elements add documentary strength to the picture and provide it with signifiers of reality 
whose importance will increase with age.  

 
You didn’t always get bins like that; they used to be made of metal, rather than plastic. 
They’re different colours and sizes, which says something about their function. The graffiti 
and the stickers provide fruit for speculation. The fact that they’re visible says something about 
the phenomenon of bin day. 
 
The barrels are equally revealing. Beer used to be delivered in wooden casks. Are they beer 
barrels at all? Could they be oversized cooking oil containers? I don’t think so, but it’s 
possible. 
 
The door is a typical example of an early 21st century fire door cum emergency exit. I’m sure 
that it contravenes health and safety regulations. The fact that it’s propped open indicates a 
disregard for regulations in the face of contextual convenience. 

 
The building to the left is relatively new. The building to the right is Victorian. The partially 
tarmacked cobblestones suggest that this was once a thoroughfare of note. Another building 
looms over the scene from the top of the truncated cobbled path, suggesting that it is of a later 
date to the pathway and the building to the right. 
 
The narrow road is Rockingham Lane. The front of the building to the left is located on West 
Street. The front of the building to the right is on Trippet Lane. The fortress at the top of the 
hill is the Bailey Court Job Centre Plus. It’s fitting that it resembles a prison or workhouse, 
but 10 minutes on Google suggests that it’s a purpose built establishment for the propagation 
of the idea that work is necessary and not evil. 
 
Outernational Perfect Grey 

 
From the Cross of Light Temple archive, 1986: 
 
Truth was made flesh. I saw the Holy Ghost as a tall, silver figure, shrouded in stone grey 
robes, which glowed with light and blew in the wind to prove the being’s present reality. 
 
From the Cross of Light Temple archive, c. 2006: 
 
...the Grey House...the former TOPY dwelling with fascinating stone carvings cut directly 
into the porch, including representations of Isis and Hermes or Mercury, and a frieze, a 
panoply of the gods... 



 

From the Cross of Light Temple archive, ‘Dr. G. Speaks!’: 
 
For me, ‘dark grey’ (today) can be good and I was a member of a Grey Lodge (disliking ‘black 
and white’ categorisation – and not believing the sun of Horus/Christ shines for any of us in 
this era, at any time, i.e. in full). 
 
Yves Klein, ‘inventor’ of International Klein Blue: 
 
“As I lay stretched upon the beach of Nice, I began to feel hatred for birds which flew back 
and forth across my blue, cloudless sky, because they tried to bore holes in my greatest and 
most beautiful work.” 
 
Peterloo Memorial Banner 

 
What do you know about the death of John Lees? 
 
I was at Manchester, Sir, on the 16th of August last. 
 
Well, what did you see there? 
 
I saw two soldiers striking at a man, and he was endeavouring to keep them off, when another 
came up and cut him on the back of the shoulder. 
 
How long had the man been engaged with the two soldiers when the other came? 
 
Not many minutes; he had been preventing their blows, when the third soldier came up, and 
struck him with a sword. 
 
Are you certain he struck him intending to cut him? 
 
I am sure he did. 
 
What became of him after he was struck? Did he fall down, or go away? 
 
I cannot tell. 
 
Why, as you were looking at him, you must know? 
 
No, Sir, I don’t. I was so struck with horror, that I turned round, and saw no more of him. 
 
Did you see any person cut after this? 
 
Yes, many. 
 
Where was he struck, do you say? 
 
On the shoulders. 
 
Is that the only answer you choose to give me, woman? 
 



I have told you the truth, and I have nothing more to say. 
 

* * * 
 
At what pace did they come into the crowd? 
 
They came at a real gallop. 
 
In what way did they proceed to the hustings? 
 
They began cutting all before them and on each side, and the people began shouting for 
mercy—they said, “Have mercy, O, have mercy.”—I was squeezed against the iron palisadoes; 
I thought I should have been squeezed to death. 
 

Did the constables assist or obstruct the escape of the people? 
 
The constables prevented the people getting away; they were on the opposite side to the 
soldiers, and struck at all near them by the hustings, and said, D—n you, will you come again? 
 
Piss Works, Commonside 
 
We quote from an article from September 2018, a space filler in that dreadful, worthless, 
glossy rag that goes by the name of Exposed, which calls itself “Sheffield’s ultimate 
entertainment and listings guide featuring music news, events and things to do”, but which 
really exists for the purpose of selling advertising to suckers: 
 
Property specialist Mark Jenkinson and Son sold the property earlier this year for a cool 
£60,000 at an auction – well above the £40,000 asking price. Speaking to the Sheffield Star at 
the time, the auctioneer Adrian Little said: “There was a lot of interest in the old toilets. These 
things always seem to capture people’s imaginations. There’s plenty of potential. It’s in quite a 
prominent location on a parade where there are already shops. We’ve seen old public toilets 
like these become little cafes, sweet shops or even small residential units.” 
 
SAFAR, Crookes 
 
Sometime in the mid-1990s I found myself bored, with several unused rolls of film to get 
through before upgrading my camera, and I conceived of the idea of taking pictures of all of 
the shops on Crookes from the butchers that bordered School Road to the pony club outlet 
known as Horse and Rider that more properly belonged to Northfield Road rather than 
Crookes proper. 

 
I created a series of collages, or photomontages, combining elements of these crummy photos 
with details from the interior of St. Marie’s Roman Catholic Cathedral in town. Some of the 
resulting works were quite striking – angels in post office windows, saints lurking behind a 
woman from the tanning shop who had stepped outside for a cigarette, you know the kind of 
thing.  
 
I can’t for the life of me remember what kind of establishment this was at that time. I’m 
tempted to say that it wasn’t a commercial outlet at all, but rather a private dwelling. The 
arrangement of the upper floor windows seems to support this suggestion. 
 



I do know that the SAFAR charity shop succeeded the plumbing suppliers (and that the 

SAFAR shop has now closed), that the unseen St. Luke’s Hospice shop to the left of the frame 
used to be a garage and that the woman shown here is facing in the direction of the Punch 
Bowl pub, which is located just across the steeply declining road at the right of the frame. 
 
Although it’s changed a lot in recent years and entered the phase of rapidly changing 
ownership that inevitably precedes terminal closure, the Punch Bowl is one of few places in 
Crookes that serves the same function that it did in the mid-1990s. 
 
Everything seems solid and fixed. Things and places change by degrees. You don’t notice it 
happening at the time, but 20 years later you find yourself living somewhere that bears only a 
passing resemblance to the neighbourhood you first arrived in or slowly passed through over 
decades.   
 
Sheffield 
 
Gentrification has not been visited upon the whole of Sheffield, a place five times the size of 
classical Athens, although commonly held to possess less cultural significance, despite the 
combined efforts of Cabaret Voltaire, Pulp and Def Leppard.  
 
I can’t name where this photograph was taken with certainty, although I clearly remember the 
day that it was taken. My guide was the Outsider Philip Hutchinson, the Boston Fen Hopper, 
human scarecrow, man of letters, advanced comedian and artist of note. You could say he 
played the part of Virgil to my Dante, but the forest we passed through on our journey to the 
underworld was darker and less glamorous than that depicted in the Inferno and the 
underworld we came to was deeper by virtue of possessing objective, visible and existent 
reality. 

 
Let’s say we arrived somewhere in the heights of Burngreave, a domain of heroin fans and sex 
workers, a transitory space possessing no fixed identity, an environment that oscillates wildly 
between daytime and night-time states. We paused en route to talk of mental strength in a 
passable imitation of a pleasant grove and I drank from a can of Carlsberg Special Brew to 
fortify myself against the rigours of the journey. 
 
Of course, the photograph is a response to the age old question, Did you see anything good 
on the telly last night? But it encapsulates something more significant and less obvious than 
that.  
 
Sheffield Nazirite 
 

This is the way, step inside… 
 
I first saw this fellow in the 1980s. I took him for an academic, a university lecturer, an 
influence on the first year philosophy students at the University of Sheffield who emerged 
from the paternoster to declare from the heights of the Arts Tower that Joy Division were 
sound. 
 
His appearance 30 years ago was striking; somewhat eccentric, but within the commonly 
accepted range. Long fair hair, a beard, comfortable looking clothes, a kind of hippie tempered 
by a post-punk world view. He walked around Brook Hill, the Ponderosa, Weston Park, up 
to Broomhill, with occasional excursions to Crookes, often on foot, sometimes by bus. He 



was a denizen of what will soon be called Sheffield’s University Quarter, if that marketeer’s 

appellation has not yet been applied. 
 
I took a closer look. It was clear that all was not well. I speculated a religious mission but you 
don’t get many sadhus in S6 and S10. The conception was coming from me, not him. 
 
Cut to an indifference so profound it cannot be registered, peripheral encounters prompting 
nostalgic reverie, programmed recognition… 
 
It became clear that he is not what I thought he was (who could be?). I observed that he 
extended the range of his wanderings. I observed the increasing weight of his rucksack. I 
perceived the rancid stench of his piss stained clothes…  
 
He could do with a new pair of shoes. 

 
South Road from Heavygate Road 
 
I live near the top of a mountain. Well, ‘mountain’ is probably taking it too far, but ‘hill’ 
doesn’t seem to do it justice. I think the highest point in Crookes Cemetery could be the 
highest point in Sheffield. I can’t be sure of this, but I can see with my own eyes and 
internalised memory of the view from other locations in the vicinity of the burial ground that 
it’s higher than the summits of Stannington across the valley and the peaks beyond Lodge 
Moor. You don’t really get an impression of the mountainous nature of this part of the city, 
despite the prodigious steepness of some of the streets, because of the densely packed housing.  
 
The vantage point for this photograph is a couple of levels down from Crookes Cemetery, 
near the junction of Heavygate Road and Northfield Road. It shows Fir Street leading down 

to South Road in Walkley (turn left for Walkley Library and right for Howard Road, which 
leads to Commonside). If you cross onto Hoole Street, veer right and continue to walk 
downhill, you’ll come to the foot of the mountain at the Farfield Inn, that desolate presence in 
Hillfoot, gateway to the flood haunted riverside thoroughfare Neepsend Lane. If you choose 
to turn left and then right and then left after reaching the end of South Road, you’ll reach the 
depths of Hillsborough. 
 
The most notable building on Fir Street is the Walkley Community Centre, which was built 
in 1909 as the Walkley Liberal Reform Club. It was “designed by H.L Paterson in a minimal 
Art Nouveau style and was established to ‘act as a counter attraction to the public house 
influence’ for the young men of the area.” It now hosts Cabaret Boom Boom, which boasts 
that it “brings top acts together from the worlds of visual comedy, circus, magic, comic poetry 
and physical theatre. With three regular comperes and many more performers in our crew 

who help to set the scene, this is the only cabaret of its type in the UK.” 
 
Spider Strikes, Lydgate Lane 
 
It’s rare to see a spider in hunting mode. They’re obviously efficient predators but generally 
speaking we take this on trust. I observed this creature’s performance from first strike to silk 
wrapping and the process took less than a minute. I can’t remember what the insect was 
because my attention was focused on the hunter. It must have been a trace of movement 
registered out of the corner of my eye that alerted me to what was going on. 
 



I recall that when I was a boy of six or seven, living in RAF married quarters that had been 

built on drained marshland, me and my friends used to persecute the daddy longlegs that 
infested the place in due season. As well as plucking off their wings and limbs, we would 
deliberately introduce them to spiders’ webs to see what might happen. But the action was 
never as swift or dramatic as the strike on Lydgate Lane. 
 
I don’t think we viewed those daddy longlegs as living creatures. I don’t think we truly 
realised that they consisted of flesh and blood. I think we conceived of them as mechanical 
automatons, as an invading army that had to be eradicated.  
 
I wouldn’t dream of harming a crane fly since attaining the age of reason. In 1998, I was 
deeply moved by the death struggle of a wasp. Ten years later I was asked: “What would be 
the consequences of acting on the realisation (or assumption) that the same life (or life force) 
inhabits all living things?” And my answer was: “There would be a strengthening of the 

realisation that dawned upon witnessing the death of that wasp about ten years ago, a deeper 
understanding of its struggle, a growing awareness of what empathy – agape – caritas really 
mean.” And the echo of that realisation remains, more than 20 years after the experience that 
prompted it to arise. 
 
Stratford High Street 
 
I first went to Stratford in the early 1990s. I visited the place about four times a year during 
the subsequent decade. I never made it to Stratford High Street during this period and I didn’t 
stay in the locality overnight. I followed the short route from the underground station through 
the Stratford Shopping Centre to Broadway, with occasional excursions to an Irish pub that 
no longer exists but which might have been located on Romford Road. Although I didn’t see 
much of the place, it was clear that it had a strong, multicultural, working class identity, a 

definite sense of community, the feel of a self-contained town loosely connected with 
London. 
 
I first found myself on the High Street in 2015 and I’ve returned about four times a year since 
then, often staying at the Westbridge Hotel, a short distance away from the towering 
apartment blocks in the photo. Not only had the look and feel of Stratford changed 
profoundly during the intervening period but I’ve also witnessed the relentless march of 
gentrification since then. St. Patrick’s College was located opposite the Westbridge in 2015, 
but it’s been demolished to make way for another development and moved to Tower Hill. 
 
Stratford now has two distinct identities, which I think of as Old Stratford (characterised by 
the Town Hall) and Nu-Stratford (characterised by Westfield Stratford City, which I’ve never 
been to). The signs and wonders of Stratford High Street clearly show which one will win 

out.  
 
Apparently, the rise of Stratford Dream City is a cause for celebration, but I don’t think many 
of the displaced former social housing tenants would agree. And I think that the prophetic 
elements of J.G. Ballard’s ‘High-Rise’ might prove to have been understated. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



TOPY Brighton 

 
A Personal Message from thee Temple Ov Psychick Youth 
 
We have reached a crisis point. 
We are aware that whole areas ov our experience ov life are missing. 
We are faced with a storm ov thee fiercest strength known. 
We are faced with thee debasement ov man to a creature without feelings, without knowledge 
and pride ov self. 
We are faced with dissolution far more coumplete than death. 
We have been conditioned, encouraged and blackmailed into self restriction, into a narrower 
and narrower perception ov ourselves, our importance and potential. 
All this constitutes a Psychick Attack ov thee highest magnitude. 
Acceptance is defeat. 
Resistance is dangerous and unpredictable but for those who realise thee totality ov defeat, 
resistance must be thee only option conceivable. 
 
RIGHT NOW you have these alternatives: 
To remain forever part ov a sleeping world… 
To gradually abandon thee hopes and dreams ov childhood… 
To be permanently addicted to thee drug ov thee commonplace… 
Or, to fight alongside us in Thee Temple Ov Psychick Youth! 
 
Thee Temple Ov Psychick Youth has been convened in order to act as a catalyst and focus for 
thee Individual development ov all those who wish to reach inwards and strike out. Maybe 
you are one ov these, already feeling different, dissatisfied, separate from thee mass around 
you, instinctive and alert? You are already one ov us. Thee fact that you have this message is a 
start in itself. 
 
Don’t think we are going to tell you what to do, what to be. Thee world is full ov institutions 
that would be delighted if you thought and did exactly what they told you. Thee Temple Ov 
Psychick Youth is not and NEVER WILL BE one ov them. We offer no dogmas, and no 
promises of coumfort or easy answers. 
 
You are going to have to find out your Self, we offer only thee method ov survival as a True 
Being, we give you back to yourself, we support your Individuality in which thee Spirit and 
Will united burn with passion and pride, thee l-ov-e through which all is one in unity ov 
purpose. 
 
Our function is to show thee way by our example, thee way we live, coumitted to our dream. 
Work that is needlessly repeated is simply wasteful. Accordingly we will be making public: 
books, manuscripts and other recordings ov our progress, in various formats, video and audio. 
These do not contain meaningless dogma, but are demonstrations ov our interests and beliefs 
in action. They are not made as entertainment, but as experience, not thee mundane 
experience ov day to day routine, but ov thee Spirit and Will triumphant. 
 
TOPY Egg Wall 
 
Thee Temple Ov Psychick Youth (TOPY) was a magickal group that flourished from 1981 – 
1991 under the leadership of the artist, musician and self-styled cultural engineer Genesis P-
Orridge. The primary virtue of the group did not reside in the works it produced but in the 



spirit which informed them. TOPY advocated freedom, self-reliance and productivity. As the 

later version of TOPY tended towards the construction of hierarchy and orthodoxy, so its 
virtue diminished. Taking its questionable claims to commitment to communal enterprise at 
face value and downplaying the significance of P-Orridge’s leadership role, an American based 
organisation that calls itself TOPY persists to this day.  
 
TOPY was not inextricably linked to any locality, although TOPY Stations and Access Points 
operated throughout the UK, USA and Scandinavia. It is claimed that at its height TOPY 
consisted of a network of 10,000 Individuals, although this claim seems far-fetched. Broadly 
speaking, TOPY promoted ever deepening Self-realisation; discipline and productivity; and 
the open sharing of information. It was existential, ‘pagan’ or ‘heathen’, and fiercely opposed 
to established, orthodox or bureaucratic religion.  
 
Active involvement in the Temple was the preserve of Individuals. In a sense, anyone who 

was not a TOPY Individual was a ‘flat’ person. Despite public proclamations to the contrary, 
TOPY came to work in accordance with a hierarchical system consisting of five Ratios, which 
were associated with the degree of commitment that an Individual showed to the Temple. 
 
The group’s main ritual consisted of a form of sigil working, involving the act of adorning 
paper, card or some other background (upon which was depicted a representation of one’s 
true will) with the hair of the head and pubic hair (2) and spit, blood and ‘Ov’ (3). In TOPY 
parlance, ‘Ov’ was the name given to the sexual fluids of men and women. The two types of 
hair and three types of body fluid represent a cipher of 23, a number to which TOPY ascribed 
great significance. 
 
Trusting in Yourself Won’t Work 
 

The leaflet from which this image is taken is a kind of psychedelic nightmare. That smiling 
square has brown hair and eyebrows and wears a royal blue shirt with a sky blue tie and navy 
blue trousers. ‘TRUSTING IN YOURSELF’ is in black, ‘WON’T WORK!’ in red and 
‘DON’T BE FOOLED!’ in white. The image and slogans are set against a bright yellow 
background and the glow surrounding the complacent halfwit (or enlightened soul) is 
rendered in a pastel tone, lighter than what’s behind it. 
 
The interior of the postcard sized glossy leaflet quotes from Psalm 49, the Gospel According to 
Saint John and Paul’s Epistle to the Romans. It also advises: 
 
DO NOT PUT YOUR TRUST IN YOURSELF, YOUR INTELLECT, YOUR 
FRIENDS, YOUR POSSESSIONS, THE MEDIA OR IN SOMETHING THAT YOU 
READ OR HEARD. 

 
The reason for this is explained: 
 
Your eternal salvation and your only hope of real fulfilment in this life, rests on whether or 
not you receive what Jesus has accomplished for you. The Creator of heaven and earth died 
for you... but you have to accept Him into your heart and life to obtain the gift of salvation 
that He so dearly paid for. 
 
It concludes by urging us to pray this prayer with all our heart: 
 



Lord Jesus, I believe you died for me and that God Almighty raised you from the dead. Please 

forgive all my sins. I choose to turn away from them now and I ask you to come into my 
heart and life as my Lord and Saviour. 
 
The leaflet was produced by Birmingham Gospel Outreach and it was given to me by one of 
the Evangelical Christians who hang around Barkers Pool on Thursdays. There are times 
when you can’t sit outside John Lewis in peace because of the noise generated by the hordes 
of street preachers and jaunty song smiths that take over the place whenever the spirit moves 
them.   
 
The cover star is the work of M. Waters of joyfultoons. 
 
Vanity Fair, Holme Lane 
 

Level 4 Local Guide Moses gives the place a five star rating and comments ‘Good’.  
 
Moses seems at ease with the world. He gets about a bit – Sheffield, Rotherham, Manchester, 
Blackpool… Wherever he goes, he inhabits a five star universe. Unlike his illustrious forebear 
and namesake, he’s not hard to please.  
 
Volt Sheffield Vapes & CBD Oils offers ‘Good customer service and products’. World Class 
on Pitsmoor Road ‘Have everything’. The Sea in Blackpool is ‘Nice’, as is Woody’s Sandwich 
Bar on Ecclesall Road. The Hadramout Restaurant in Manchester offers ‘Very nice food’. 
GoldStar Manchester Ltd in Salford provides ‘Top service’. The Turkish Kitchen serves up 
‘Good food a bit pricey’. The Ponderosa is a ‘Big park good for kids’. The Peak District 
National Park is ‘Nice’ and KFC on Queens Road is ‘Sweet’.  
 

I’m left wondering if I’ve stumbled on some repository of coded transmissions hiding in plain 
sight. If that’s the case, I must confess that I can’t crack the code.  
 
West Ham Labour Party 
 
James Keir Hardie was elected MP for West Ham South in 1892 and helped to form the 
Independent Labour Party the following year. I’m certain he would have been alarmed by the 
procession of would be oligarch pads down Stratford High Street, which threatens the 
existence of the current party office, and I’m pretty sure he wouldn’t have supported the 
obscure sentiments of the sloganeer whose work is depicted here. 
 
The ‘loafer revolution’ refers to the marketing push that led to the acceptance of a particular 
brand of Gucci shoes as objects of desire (you can buy a pair for yourself today if you’ve got 

£540 to spare) and the vacuous promoters of the ‘idea’ of contemplaction describe it as ‘The 
art of contemplating Life and the Universe through pictures’. What’s that supposed to mean? 
Where’s the virtue in this kind of passive-anarchist ideological stance? 
 
I suppose the artist could be operating on the fringes of the field of scornful comedy; whether 
or not this is so, it remains true what Coil said (screamed or shouted), dunnit? 
 
CONSTANT SHALLOWNESS LEADS TO EVIL. 
 
 
 



West Street 

 
Hail holy light, ofspring of Heav'n first-born,   
Or of th' Eternal Coeternal beam   
May I express thee unblam'd? since God is light,   
And never but in unapproachèd light   
Dwelt from Eternitie, dwelt then in thee,          
Bright effluence of bright essence increate.   
Or hear'st thou rather pure Ethereal stream,   
Whose Fountain who shall tell? before the Sun,   
Before the Heavens thou wert, and at the voice   
Of God, as with a Mantle didst invest    
The rising world of waters dark and deep,   
Won from the void and formless infinite.   
Thee I re-visit now with bolder wing… 
 
David Village Lighting maintained a showroom on West Street for 20 years. I passed the place 
hundreds of times and I never once saw a customer in there. Come to think of it, I never saw 
the slightest trace of a human presence in what seemed to be a luxury commercial outlet.  
The shop never made sense. For a time, I speculated that the luxury apartments across the road 
might have generated a viable customer base but ultimately the development failed to make 
any appreciable difference.  
 
Something unseen must have been going on to sustain the place for so long without any 
visible signs of support. I assume it was related to council sponsored neighbourhood action 
plans and vainglorious chancers exploiting transient funding streams. 
  

David Village Lighting hints at a certain type of future, a self-interested form of success: 
something that appears to exist, offering something for sale, without anyone to sell it, because 
nobody wants to buy. 
 
Who Wins if You Win? Carver Street 
 
This is the work of an unknown graffiti artist who operates in the region of Carver Street and 
Rockingham Lane in Sheffield. The work of this individual is primitive, consisting mainly of 
one word slogans (as illustrated here) or short phrases. There’s no underlying theme to the 
collection, but contempt for authority and an indictment of commercialism is indicated, 
alongside a sense of alienation from restrictive societal norms.  
 
As well as this comment on the Lotto, the artist has expressed opinions on the council 

(meaning Local Authority), Donald Trump and the toilet practices of Justin Bieber.  
 
There’s something about the nature of the interventions that suggests a male hand is at work 
and my knowledge of the locality leads me to believe I could make a good guess about where 
he lives and even what time he commits his slogans to the walls and billboards that comprise 
his gallery. 
 
Wyndham Court, Southampton 
 
There’s something about visiting a place for the first time that makes the elements of the 
environment more noticeable than they are when a locale becomes familiar. There’s 



something about being out in the world after an extended period of retirement that amplifies 

this mode of perception. 
 
I’d never been to Southampton before (and I haven’t returned since this photo was taken) and 
I arrived in the city following a time of great tribulation that had confined me to my home, 
then my neighbourhood, then my city in a state of trembling and fear for almost a year.  
Going to Southampton represented a milestone in my reintegration into wider society. The 
sense of alertness grounded in the shock of the new and my consciousness that a lot was at 
stake merely by undertaking the journey was further heightened by the fact that I had travelled 
there for an appointment that had the potential to bring about great changes in my life and 
way of being. 
 
Personally, the picturesque qualities of a council estate modelled on an ocean liner in concrete 
were far less significant than the fact that I was there to see it, or to see anything. But these 

personal considerations are not visible, neither do they endure. I think about them when I see 
the picture but all anyone else sees is the image. 


