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			To Mum and her piano – R.I.P. Celia Ann Moore. For the direct line to Mary Tourtel & Alfred Bestall’s Rupert Annuals and for the early Tomita - ‘Snowflakes Are Dancing’ memories from secondary school: I still have them all. 

			


			To Jon Fielder (R.I.P.) and Maggie (Hathaway) Kear for making sure I was on the right side of the stage from the very start and to all of Mum’s colleagues at Warden Park for being so incredibly kind after her passing in June 2023.

			


			And to absent friends. 

		


		
			

			


			​FOREWORD

			By Fatboy Slim

			




			We were somewhere around Bolney on the edge of Gatwick Airport when the drugs began to take hold…

			…a fitting introduction to the rave generation’s own gonzo journalist. Ralph Moore’s genius in journalism has always been not just to write but to get involved, to live the life. To talk the talk, you have to have walked the walk. He didn’t just write the story—he became part of it. Thus, an enthusiastic young scribe grew into not only someone I worked with but also a close friend.

			We’ve both lived through a golden age of dance music. We’ve travelled together, danced together, and partied together. We’ve seen things you people wouldn’t believe—but Ralph’s genius lies in his ability to remember it all and put it into context.

			Those who can, do. Those who can’t, teach. And those who love, observe…

			While the beautiful lunatics Ralph hung out with were instinctively reshaping the music industry, he was the one analysing it and reporting back to the rest of the world through his media work. He was our mouthpiece, our ambassador, our interpreter. We didn’t always know what we were doing, but Ralph made sense of it and explained it to everyone else.

			From wild adventures at the Manumission Motel to the scout hut in Brighton, from smashing up a hotel in Sydney to watching the dawn break in Buenos Aires, or even just wearing duvet turbans on our heads at the afters at my house—Ralph was always there. He got involved, made us laugh, but, most importantly, he bothered to remember it all and distil it for others.

			Like a war correspondent on the front line, he was embedded. Like Hunter S. Thompson, he was part of the story. The real treat is that Ralph also has the conscientiousness and wit to now share it all with us. For those who were there, his words evoke nostalgia. For those who weren’t born yet, they offer a glimpse into that most golden age of raving.

			Norman Cook 

			October 2024

		


		
			

			
			​INTRODUCTION

			
			
			Looking back at pictures of my eggshell-blue teenage bedroom wall, I can pretty much see my future sketched out. The main poster, positioned right by my bed, is a black-and-white behind-the-scenes shot from the Pet Shop Boys’ promo video for Being Boring. The second single from 1990’s peerless Behaviour album, it marked their first music video collaboration with the legendary (and sadly departed) fashion photographer Bruce Weber. On my wall, Neil Tennant and Chris Lowe are surrounded by all the other main points of my adolescent pop culture reference.

			Let’s break it down. Alongside that poster, there are shots from David Lynch’s Twin Peaks and Martin Scorsese’s Dracula, a 1992 calendar featuring The Cure, and classic band photos of INXS (from their Kick era, circa ’88, of course). There’s also a massive fly poster of Stan Lee’s X-Men, illustrated by the then-emerging Korean-American comic book artist Jim Lee. If you look closer at my oh-so-teenage pinboard, nestled among cinema tickets and photos of friends and family, there’s a postcard of Scritti Politti’s Green Gartside. It’s from his still-enjoyable foray into ragga-tinged pop with She’s a Woman, a dancehall reinterpretation of The Beatles’ 1964 non-album single—this time featuring Shabba Ranks. Thirty years later, aside from Shabba Ranks, my own pop life would bring me into contact with every single one of these iconic musicians.

			Although very little before or after would come close to acid house in terms of impact on my nascent journalism career, I always think of the summer of ’85 as the moment when I truly started paying attention to proper electronic and pop music. That summer’s music completely took over my waking life. I was ten years old—too old for toys but still too young for girls1.

			I’d already started keeping an eye on pop the summer before, with formative acts like Frankie Goes to Hollywood and Wham! shaping my early tastes as I listened in my tiny bedroom. But twelve months later, one band would rise above the rest for me—and the world—with the operative word being World. In 1985, Tears for Fears became my perfect pop band.

			Hailing from Bath, Tears for Fears’ two frontmen, Roland Orzabal and Curt Smith, taught me to listen through their eight-million-selling electronic pop-rock opus, Songs From the Big Chair. The album, featuring just eight tracks, remains a timeless classic, continuing to charm every new generation today. It was a significant leap forward from their debut album, The Hurting, which had also been formative for me with its standout singles Change, Mad World, and Pale Shelter.

			Aside from Shout (which impressively reached number one in America), the Tears for Fears single with the longest tail is Everybody Wants to Rule the World. Reissued by Sport Aid in 1986 as Everybody Wants to Run the World, the song has found renewed relevance in 2024, capturing the attention of conscious and conscientious Gen Z pop fans everywhere. In July of that year, it enjoyed a fresh lease on life thanks to its inclusion in the Minions movie, Despicable Me 4.

			Back in ’86, the motivation for the Sport Aid reissue stemmed from Roland Orzabal and Curt Smith’s decision to skip performing at Live Aid at Wembley the previous summer. Burned out from touring, they viewed the reworked single as a meaningful alternative gesture for charity—and it certainly was.

			Originally a last-minute addition to Songs From the Big Chair, the song was initially set to include the lyrics “Everybody wants to go to war.” This was wisely reimagined into something more nuanced and universal, reshaping the track’s 40-year trajectory in both the physical and digital realms.2

			Since he won’t feature again in this book, I want to take a moment to acknowledge the British producer Paul Hardcastle. Unlike Trevor Horn, who dominated 1984 with Relax and Welcome to the Pleasuredome, Hardcastle delivered what I’d argue was the biggest electronic single of 1985: the anti-Vietnam, anti-war anthem 19. The Kensington-born composer and keyboard wizard crafted a song that surpassed even the MIDI brilliance of Everybody Wants to Rule the World and Duran Duran’s A View to a Kill. Notably, neither of those British bands reached the top of the UK charts that year.

			As a teenager, America was a country I could only dream of visiting, a place I experienced figuratively through popcorn-fueled, pop-culture-snacking trips to the movies. 19 may not have aged as gracefully as Kraftwerk’s The Model (no pun intended), but there’s no denying its potency and impact. Sadly, Hardcastle never quite recaptured the magic of 19, though he certainly gave it a good try.3

			But since we’re still rhapsodising about that record, I want to highlight two other examples of its impact. The first—and most inevitable—chain reaction was its immediate parody in pop culture. In the same year of its release, British comedian Rory Bremner, under the name The Commentators, helped create a version of the song titled N-N-Nineteen Not Out. This parody focused on the England cricket team’s poor performance in Test matches, which I’m told was particularly dismal in 1984.

			The second example is more indirect but no less significant: Paul Hardcastle inadvertently helped usher in the rise of the biggest British band of the 1990s that wasn’t Oasis. Future Spice Girls manager Simon Fuller never forgot Hardcastle’s impact on him. Paul was Fuller’s first pop protégé as an artist manager, and Fuller’s meticulous nature was perfectly reflected in the name of his first limited company: 19 Management.4

			The moving image was in an exciting place in the mid-’80s. Animation and stop-motion were still dominant (the AT-ST scout walker and speeder bike scenes in 1983’s Return of the Jedi still blow my mind), but something more groundbreaking happened in 1985: the first fully CGI character was created by George Lucas’s Industrial Light and Magic team for a little-known episode of Young Sherlock Holmes. Technological advancements were propelling culture forward faster than ever, and the Brits were often at the forefront. True to form, that first fully CGI character was—believe it or not—a stained glass knight. And surely, being British, it must have been a knight of the realm!

			In 1985, I began to fully immerse myself in music and movies. There were three key reasons for my early synth-pop fascination—and ultimately for my career path and the book you’re about to read.

			First, the Brits truly had the sound locked down. Whether it was Howard Jones, OMD, or the Pet Shop Boys (West End Girls may have flopped in ’84 but finally became a bona fide global number one early in ’86), it was music that made your feet move and your heart dance. Swap the adjectives around, and the same holds true. For a young kid growing up in a nondescript provincial town in West Sussex, it was also eminently collectible.

			On my weekly train trips to Brighton, I’d return from The Lanes and Western Road with cassettes and CDs from my favourite artists. Soon, my musical horizons widened to include Prefab Sprout, Scritti Politti, and anything Prince-related—which quickly came to mean Love… Thy Will Be Done by Martika. I still have almost everything I bought back then, and I now refer to it as the archive.

			The second reason was my cheap but treasured plastic Matsui radio/cassette player from the local Argos. Carefully balanced by the bedroom window, it could just about pick up the impossibly upbeat Capital 95.8 FM, fifty miles away. And if you tuned in at the right time—in ’85 and ’86, they had Chris Tarrant, The Network Chart Show presented by David Jensen, and the returning TV favourite, the prodigal Kenny Everett—you could shake your tail feather to Dancing in the Street until the sun went down.

			On Capital (or “Capital FM,” as the cooler presenters called it), you’d hear early Stock Aitken and Waterman productions alongside Madonna, Level 42, and Brit soul acts like Loose Ends and Jaki Graham. Thirty-five years later, I still can’t thank Mick Brown, Pat Sharp, Richard Allinson, and Graeme Deane enough for guiding this lost young soul boy to “Capital Nine Five Eight.” It was the first proper club I ever joined—and I didn’t even need to leave the house.

			Many blank cassettes were filled with new music during those years, and when Pete Tong joined in ’88, Capital—like its nearest cutting-edge competitor, Kiss FM on Holloway Road—was championing house music harder than any local estate agent.5

			And thirdly—and in retrospect, this is probably the biggest factor of all—I was glued to Top of the Pops on BBC1 every single week from the age of ten onwards. As I write this prologue in the spring of 2024, I’ve just rewatched the episode that made a light bulb explode over my head back in 1985. John Peel is the presenter, alongside his regular and long-suffering broadcasting foil, Janice Long. Tears for Fears open the show with—oh yes—Everybody Wants to Rule the World, with Curt sporting his signature yellow sweater. Peel is hilarious throughout, and it’s peak ’85, radiating a precious pop feeling I still hold onto.

			I’ve always believed that as an enthusiast of anything, you start in the middle and work your way outward toward the edges. That’s exactly what I did as I grew into my teens, discovering cooler club classics along the way by S’Express, Coldcut, and Bomb the Bass.

			Thursday at 7 p.m. became a weekly ritual at my house on the Hill6—wall-to-wall global pop and rock talent in the studio every week. For a highly attuned schoolboy from ’86 to ’91, this was the place to be. Aside from a very young Vanessa Paradis singing about a taxi driven by someone called Joe (I never caught his surname) and the Euro synth-pop classic Voyage Voyage by Desireless, I always found it amusing that European (or as read in your best BBC newsreader voice: “foreign”) pop rarely stood a chance with the great British record-buying public.

			And I mean that sincerely: the Brits needed their lyrics in a language they could understand, and that was rarely Swedish, German, or French.7

			Week in, week out, Top of the Pops was a realistic and powerful snapshot of mainstream music, and I’m happy to say it’s now back as a concise time capsule on BBC Four. To this day, I can still tell you where my favourite artists’ records peaked in the Top 40 and which labels they were signed to. I’m not ashamed to admit that I soaked up all the details with precision and joy, always wondering how I could ever experience the same rarefied air as the presenters and pop stars on the show.

			Gary Davies—whom I would later meet in Ibiza, ironically trying to break into the circuit as a “deep house” DJ—was clearly the coolest member of the TOTP team back then. But I also have to shout out John Peel, whose whiplash sparring with Janice Long bordered on prime-time anarchy. And then there was Jackie Brambles, whose cute curly hair and streetwise demeanour did funny things to my insides. She seemed “street” in a way very few women on terrestrial TV came across back then.8

			For the most part, late-’80s Britain as broadcast on BBC, ITV, and Channel 4 was well-spoken, white, middle-class, and painfully aware of what was going on next door. BBC2 made occasional attempts to explore the fringes, but much of Middle England in the ’80s was about keeping up with the Joneses. If you couldn’t keep up, the fallback was gossiping about them behind their backs. One-upmanship wasn’t as prevalent in Burgess Hill, but only because so few people ever managed to escape.

			That said, credit is due to the BBC’s Alan Yentob for instigating some interesting “yoof” moves. BBC2’s Def II umbrella was effectively a youth channel within a channel, and it was Janet Street-Porter who introduced British television to hip, youth-oriented programming under its banner. Running from ’88 to ’94, Def II included shows like Rough Guides—led by the always magnificent Magenta Devine and her younger co-host Sankha Guha—and the off-the-wall Rapido, presented with gleeful irreverence by future French film director and actor Antoine de Caunes.

			It’s also where I first encountered Normski, a future underground acid house figure and later a popular after-hours photographer of the dance scene.

			But—as usual—I digress.

			I was a late addition to the Moore family. My sister Elena is nine years older than me and left the nest when I was around 11 to become a hairdresser in nearby Hassocks. My mum, a trained pianist and studious music teacher in Cuckfield, somehow managed to get me into the best school in the county, even though I should have been sent to the more dreary and pedestrian Oakmeeds (now Oakmeeds Community College) in Burgess Hill. Attending Warden Park instead was probably a pivotal educational moment in my early years: it was a great school where I not only thrived in History and English but later took Drama to GCSE level due to my growing interest in theatre and music.

			While I didn’t play an instrument (I lacked the patience to get past grade five in piano with Mum and had a similarly short-lived attempt at bass guitar), I sang in the choir every week. For the better part of my first two years at Warden Park, I was the butt of Judy Blume Forever jokes9, but that didn’t matter—Mum’s silent guidance made me a straight-A student, and no amount of teasing could derail me. I’m proud to say I was the first boy at the school to earn an A in Drama studies. While I eventually focused on music and music journalism, part of me still wonders if I could have had an acting career.10

			My father’s part in all of this, sadly, is less positive. He was an angry and strangely emotionless man who never seemed to escape the controlling, ration-driven clutches and ravages of World War II. It permeated his entire life, leaving little room for much else. Never happy with his lot in the planning department at Haywards Heath County Council, he charged around like a bitter civil servant from another era, most evenings and weekends, until I left home for good. Like many raised in what you’d now call a different time, he was both homophobic and racist—and fairly proud of it, too. (The Daily Mail that landed on our doormat every day played its inevitable role.)

			He callously dropped my sister and her partner—later her husband—from his life for having children “out of wedlock” (the shame!) and eventually ostracised himself from nearly everyone he ever met, including me. In his will, he grudgingly left me £1,000 (and that grand definitely didn’t come for free) and left my sister a beaten-up second-hand car, which she promptly sold for cash. If he were a Roger Hargreaves cartoon character, he would have been Mr. Mean, handing his kids lumps of coal. While my mother loyally stood by him to the very end, when he died, she decided not to attend the cremation. It was as if she’d paid enough penance already. No family tears were shed that day.

			Thankfully, my own private universe was expanding, and a knack for finding the right people to hang out with generally kept me on course. At school, I worked incredibly hard to achieve the grades I needed—seven A’s and one C (in Mathematics, of course; I’m still fairly hopeless at that). After school, my friends Stephen Brewer and Scott Rolling, who were equally enamoured with the outer fringes of club culture, and I collectively bounced over to Haywards Heath College. There, I studied English, French, and History before heading to Warwick to study English and American Literature.

			Something about Warwick resonated with me when I visited the campus for a tour one afternoon. To this day, I’m not sure I’d be writing this book if it weren’t for the impact that place had on my decision-making process. Reader, it really was just like heaven—student and campus life at Warwick in the mid-nineties was wall-to-wall wonderful for three glorious years.

			

			
			​CHAPTER ONE: THE SAGA BEGINS

			
			
			As far back as I can remember, I always wanted to be a proper music journalist.

			Beyond my love of (quality) pop and crossover acid house hits like Inner City’s ‘Big Fun’ and 808 State’s ‘Pacific State’ (which, if memory serves, was the first dance twelve-inch I ever purchased), I was a lifelong pop culture fan and all-round music pedant11. I didn’t want to work as a clerical assistant or teach English in a school, even though the rest of my family became teachers to some degree, including my nephew Hayden, who taught sport for over a decade in London. I’d grown up reading the pop music bible Smash Hits, and by 1989 and 1990, it was covering the sweet spot I loved to a tee: namely everything from Neneh Cherry, De La Soul, and Beats International to New Kids On The Block and a returning Tears For Fears, all with a sense of humour and an ability to prick pomposity—qualities sorely missing from the mainstream rock press. I was only 15 in 1989, so too young, shiny, and new for NME ’s wicked and vicious games. I was aware of NME and its main competitor Melody Maker, of course, but Smash Hits was my bi-weekly poster-pullout bible. Without fail, I’d buy it from the local shop in Burgess Hill on the day it came out, and I often stuck those posters and individual lyric pages on my bedroom wall. Exclusive interviews, crosswords, competitions, and free badges would be dissected and mounted, and the features with my favourites would be read again and again as I looked for clues to figure out what was hiding behind their proverbial pop curtains, haircuts, or otherwise. Certainly, at secondary school, music journalism felt like the only realistic route to take if I was going to keep the inner sanctum of my first-floor room alive.

			So, it wouldn’t be right for this story to start anywhere except at the proper beginning. But where exactly is the beginning of this particular saga? Is it on the stage leading Cider With Rosie at Warden Park, playing Always The Last To Know by Del Amitri and Diamonds And Pearls-era Prince on mid-morning college radio in Haywards Heath? Was it at Warwick University, when I interviewed The Utah Saints, One Dove, and Suede in quick succession within the first year of arriving on campus? Or was it the chaotic five or six trips to Ibiza from the summer of ’99 onwards—eye-opening, seat-of-the-pants experiences that, in retrospect, were the ideal ‘finishing school’ for an aspiring young journalist who, until then, had been making it up as he went along?

			We will start with Warwick.

			In September 1993, I arrived at Warwick’s Cryfield Halls—CH2 to be precise—as an impossibly inexperienced English student with very little to show for my name beyond a boxful of vaguely alternative CDs and a bagful of what I hoped was boyish charm in my back pocket. I became fast friends with a fellow music and film enthusiast called Tim Plimmer, a brown-eyed boy who lived directly opposite me in those first-year halls. Friendly and fun, this tall, bookish teenager would soon start dating a girl from the same corridor as us called Lynn, making Tim and Lynn the first fully rhyming couple(t) I’d come across. This was a whole new world for me—one that involved food shopping once a week and fending for myself in class or in the pub. None of us knew what was ahead of us in life, so we made the most of life day to day, which in my case meant a mixture of studies, movies, music, and a phone call home once a week.

			Campus life offered everything a kid from the sticks could have ever wanted: dirt-cheap beer and lager, a constant stream of live music, and plenty of like-minded nineteen-year-olds eager to explore in every sense of the word. It wasn’t long until I fell in love with a girl from Dorset called Anna. The Warwick Arts Centre offered up all the latest films (I can remember devouring ‘Jamon Jamon’ during my first term and watching ‘Reservoir Dogs’ through my fingers), and it wasn’t long until I was made Music Editor of the student newspaper, the Warwick Boar.

			I can still picture my first-year room. It was relatively small but perfectly acceptable for my basic student needs, and like each Cryfield room in our hall (and there were three different adjacent halls, now and then), it came equipped with a sink, which could be used to wash your face or be royally sick in, depending on the day of the week. I had a cork mood board on the wall to show off my recent indie band tickets—Suede, Primal Scream, and The Smashing Pumpkins among them—and a poster of R.E.M.’s Michael Stipe next to it, shot by my favourite rock photographer, Anton Corbijn. My trusty Sony CD stacking system had made it all the way to Warwick too, as had my carefully curated CD single collection, which I hoped would impress some of my new friends. Next to Tori Amos, you’d find Weirdo by The Charlatans and Groove Is In The Heart by Deee-Lite. I paid incredible attention to music curation, even at 19. But I really can’t pretend that I knew too much about Detroit techno or Chicago house history before I was 20. My experiences of acid house had just about reached Brighton, but only really to big clubs on the main strip by the sea, and nothing beyond what you’d now politely call chart fodder. 12

			 Warwick University in the mid-‘90s was a fantastic place to come of age. It wasn’t as serious or fiercely academic as the students I’d seen at Cambridge (I’m proud to say that I’m an official Cambridge reject), and it didn’t have mediaeval spires or even Victorian arriviste red brick. Instead, it was more of a modern campus uni—but it remains in the UK’s Best Universities Top Ten perennially and, like the ubiquitous Swamp Thing by The Grid, stayed there snugly for a very long time. Warwick is where the feminist icon Germaine Greer taught as a lecturer (from 1968 until 1973, to be precise), during which time she published her first and most famous work, The Female Eunuch. As for the nuts and bolts of the university, it remains organised into three faculties: Arts, Science, Engineering and Medicine, and Social Sciences. But where all the action happened, for me at least, was in two particular places: to the left, as you arrive by road, was Warwick’s Arts Centre (where there was a cinema I’d frequent religiously in my first year), and to the right, The Student’s Union, where I spent the majority of my time when I wasn’t in lectures, chatting to fellow students, playing pinball, or picking up campus newspaper The Warwick Boar when it came out on alternative Wednesdays. Although I had never been especially bothered or affected by class, I was vaguely aware that Warwick had attracted a certain strain of Oxbridge rejects. But then again, as I had been one of those myself, I didn’t particularly mind or ever feel on the periphery.

			I certainly never met anyone I didn’t like within my own campus bubble, and the Warwick educational experience was definitely not stuck-up in any way. (It also had a healthy appetite for sport.) I was there to learn, to grow (up), and to get a decent degree. The fact that it was full of people I liked perhaps appealed to my own desire to explore different outlooks beyond the ones I’d seen in the sticks. I was relieved that a few familiar faces had made it all the way from West Sussex to Warwick, including one friend, Helen Broadway, who had done ‘the triple’ with me, meaning Warden Park 11-16, Haywards Heath College 16-18, and now Warwick University 18-21. (And we are still friends, in semi-regular contact today.)

			I’m not going to pretend that I was particularly cool, even though I desperately wanted to be.

			That’s what the posters and tickets in my room were for. My diet, for example, was a joke. I would buy my weekly box of Pop Tarts and drink endless cups of sugary tea, saving my money for a once-a-week trip to Coventry to see what singles and albums had been released. Still dabbling with grunge and alternative rock, I vividly remember buying Pearl Jam’s second album Vs (the one with the sheep on the cover!) in Our Price the day it came out and continuing to support my favourite Australian rock icons INXS as they sputtered into the mid-90s. In truth, my sound and vision were fairly mainstream, and I wanted to get away from that. One of the things I hoped Warwick would do (for me) was widen and stretch my repertoire. 

			The only major DJ/producer who had really come to my attention beyond Norman ‘bassline’ Cook13 was the producer and remixer Paul Oakenfold, and that was because he’d remixed and produced Pills for The Happy Mondays, whose music I had loved at school, and also because I had seen him supporting U2 on their stadium shows in 1992. By the time I got to college in 1991, I was a fan of the band via Achtung Baby, which I still think is a killer rock album that’s stood the test of time. Paul’s remix of Even Better Than The Real Thing gave U2 a hit twice in 1992, and the second time, Paul’s remix—which, to be fair, was fantastic and way more muscular musically—had charted even higher than the original version. I’d add Andrew Weatherall as the third, mainly because I’d bought Primal Scream’s Mercury Award-winning, Weatherall-produced album Screamadelica and had started to see Sabres Of Paradise remixes on lots of artists’ CD singles.

			Although he hated the idea of DJs making their way up some kind of career ladder, Andrew wasn’t against taking (slightly pointless) major label remixes for a wedge of cash, and who could blame him? After all, he’d been a labourer before becoming a producer, and I can only imagine how different those two worlds felt. One definitely involved more sitting down.

			Given the direction my career would eventually take, I should also give a brief mention to another fan of rave who lived at the very end of my CH2 corridor, whose name was Richard. An amiable, dark-haired weekend drinking partner who also loved club culture, we became fast friends through my university years, probably because I spotted a very early Paul Oakenfold mix CD on the table in the corner of his bedroom during Freshers’ Week14. It resonated with me because the cover featured Paul warming up for U2, which was decades before it became the norm for selectors to warm up for superstars in stadiums.

			Looking at the photos from that era thirty years on, I’m struck by how impoverished and pale I looked at 19 — but I don’t think diet (or mental health, for that matter) was important to anyone going through university in the early to mid-’90s. As long as we had enough money to buy lager beer (which, incidentally, was never, ever more than £1.50 on campus), we were, in every sense, good to go. And if you look at any student photo from 1993 or ’94, you won’t see a boy without his beer or, in most cases, his plaid shirt.

			The internet had started to gently bubble over in the deepest recesses of the library, but in this era — slightly before the mobile phone had become commonplace — we all shared a single landline where concerned parents would do their best to connect with their kids in the evening via the one incoming number. So, if you walked past it and the phone rang, you were duty-bound, as a good citizen, to pick it up and run to the relevant room to see if their son or daughter was around. Let me tell you, I have never experienced a landline ring louder before or since.

			Me? I was just happy to be as far away from my (former) home as possible. Home life had become utterly exhausting and monotonous by the time I finished school at 16, with my father’s rants about his daughter “bringing shame to the family” becoming almost nightly occurrences. Initially, my sister had two children, my nieces Cherelle and Antonella, “out of wedlock,” as my father described them, with her partner Danny, who also happened to be — gasp — black. My father had never been an empathic or understanding parent to either myself or my sister Elena at the best of times, and the arrival of two mixed-race grandchildren did not bring him any joy at all. Sadly, my mum just didn’t have the right tools to repair the cracks, so she would constantly fall through them. And that meant home life needed to be put in a box and forgotten about until at least the Christmas holidays.

			

			Although I was born in Brighton and lived for a few years in a quaint village called Ringmer (which is where my very earliest childhood memories stem from), I’d lived most of my teen life to date in Burgess Hill, which didn’t have much to recommend it beyond my school friend Steve’s independent music shop, Round Sounds, and a burger joint near the station called Uncle Sam’s, which is still trading and selling burgers and cheap milkshakes by the train station today. Closer to home — downstairs, most nights — that shouting I mentioned had now become a nightly occurrence. He was a figure from the past, my father: the fast and occasionally furious modern world frightened and angered him, and he mainly took his supposedly misunderstood frustration out on my mother, since I tended to keep out of his way and focused on my studies. I was what you’d call, back then, a ‘swot,’ someone who wanted to be a straight-A student, and in an ideal world, those grades would get me as far away from West Sussex as possible.

			At 19 and on my own in the world for the first time, university represented a chance for sweet freedom. And while I worked hard, I also enjoyed the social aspect as much as the endless English and American Literature essays I had to write and study for. We were all in the same boat, and I hope that remains the same for any student experiencing the university experience today. I never understood the point of studying from home. My father had wanted me to study locally, but I took that to be another attempt at old-school control, so the Midlands was the very definition of meeting them halfway. Besides, my mother always had my best interests at heart, and one open day visit later, I just knew instinctively that this was the place for me.

			

			Warwick was attached at the hipbone to the nearby Arts Centre, and since a small part of my three-year course was film studies, I joined the Film Club pretty quickly. At a pound a pop to watch a movie, it seemed like the bargain that most social escapades were back then. I also had a Saturday show on the radio, but most important of all, I joined the music team at the uni newspaper, The Warwick Boar.

			I wanted to do well, but I also wanted to go to gigs, play endless games of pinball at the weekend, and dance to all the acts coming to perform on campus. There was always something to do, especially when you had a sports background (not me in the slightest) or a more creative spirit (100% me, now and then).

			I sponged up everything I read, saw, and experienced on the physical plane. This was a golden magazine era for NME, Melody Maker, and the surrounding print press (Q, Vox, Mojo, Select Magazine), and I not-so-secretly dreamed of a job on the News Desk at NME, scooping up exciting stories about Oasis and The Stone Roses before teatime. It wasn’t just the music these bands made, but also their ethos: they seemed to be having more fun on tour than any of their predecessors from the ’80s, and there was a romance to reading about acts heading to America or Canada for the first time. It was an endless world of rock and pop possibilities, and some of these acts — Underworld and The Happy Mondays among them — appeared to have even more fun after the clock struck midnight. They were the very definition of “don’t wait up for me.”

			Looking back, the list of bands I saw or interviewed for The Boar is pretty incredible for a fairly shy 19/20-year-old, and a testament to both the music scene in the UK and the uni’s draw for contemporary acts. Taking their name from the Nicholas Cage film Raising Arizona, British rave duo The Utah Saints (Jez Willis and Tim Garbutt) first came to my attention on TOTP but then again during their timely Freshers’ Week visit (and they were super-nice, even talking to me at length about that Kate Bush clearance of Cloudbusting for their crossover club smash Something Good). Then there was the Northern Irish rave act D:Ream (who would soon be number one with their anthemic dance hit Things Can Only Get Better and at this point still featuring Professor Brian Cox in their ranks — something they all celebrated together at Glastonbury 2024), and finally the underground Scottish dance act One Dove, probably the definitive dance music interview in all my time as a student journo.15 

			One Dove were a young, soulful indie-dance outfit signed to London Records — which seemed daring then, considering how uncommercial their pop was compared
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