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The Mission is a Pop Band!



Manchester University 2009

It has been said that music is the best healer there
is. That is
works better than drink, drugs, legal or not, and anything else. A
young twenty something music fan was an example of that. He was not
English but called the city sprawl of Manchester his home. It was a
bit like his old home of Chengdu. From what little he knew of it.
There was a music scene there and industry and a China Town just
like here. And it rained a lot too. But there were better gigs in
Manchester, England. He was at one now.

 


The alternative/heavy metal lad was firm in his view. The 80s
goth band The Mission was a pop band. He told everybody who would
listen. Time and again. They got the message and he got a few
enemies, some strong but most weak. But when you had cancer and
only six months to live, you got away with it. Or did you? Did life
make you a victim, illness or not?

 


The guy
was called Stephen with the ph and not the v. He made sure people
knew that too. They always got his name wrong. Right now he was at
a gig, yes that’s right, a Mission gig. Stephen was right at the
front getting it on, he was the man. Right there at the front. He
was head banging and moshing, even though they were a pop, I mean
goth band. Some hard-line old skool 80s goths would argue with
that, only the Sisters, the Cure, the Cult and Siouxsie were really
goth in their eyes. Definitely not the Mission. Did they agree with
them being a pop band? That was a difficult question. Stephen
intended to find out and that meant asking them.

 


“Woo hoo!
Fucking ace! I love your music! You’re a pop band!” Stephen
screamed as he danced and went mad to the Mission. For a pop band
they were quite good. The support band had been almost a
good.

 


Stephen made sure he was noticed by them too, they were
called Limitations and from Crewe. They played tight guitar music
with heavy use of keyboards, three of them. It was just like an 80s
synth band. Who were their fathers? The Chinese? He didn’t care but
for a good time and ramming his view across. Screams of
The Mission is a
POP band! went down like lead balloons.

 


Limitations guitarist traded barbs with Stephen and almost
caught him with his guitar at one point. Stephen gave him the
finger and mouthed those words to him The Mission is a POP band!
Would there be a
fight later? No, time for another swig of vodka and a mosh to the
Mish.

 


The vodka
bottle was half empty; it was a litre bottle. He held it in one
hand and did a half decent rock air guitar expression in the
limited space by the stage front. People wanted to give him space
but there was little room, the gig was a sell out. Stephen raised
his guitar hand and gave it some Devil’s Horns and nodded his head.
His grin was like a Cheshire Cat’s. “Rock and fucking roll! The
Mission is a pop band!”

 


He was a
very cool dude was Stephen. Right now he wore a motorbike jacket
adorned with a liberal number of studs, an old All About Eve
t-shirt, faded black jeans and combat boots. The 80s goth look
which he did well even if he was born in 1987. Stephen claimed he
was an 80s child and had all the records, tapes, cds and videos to
prove it. And he proclaimed that The Mission is a pop band! That
last fact alone made him an 80s kid, of Generation X. It had been
the Cold War and TV had been as crap as the music. He had a shaved
head, not because he was a punk but it was the treatment, and
looked sinister with his Asian features and black
clothing.

 


“The Mission is a pop band!” caught the attention of the
lead singer, Wayne Hussey. Hussey grinned and missed a song line of
Into the Blue and returned the finger. This made Stephen dance even
wilder and scream twice as loud. He only stopped to swig his vodka
and spit on the sawdust floor. He was loving it!
The Mission is a
pop band! The Mission is a pop band! echoed over the crowd.

 


The couple jammed next to Stephen tried to ignore him as
they fucked, right there at the stage line. Anything went at this
gig, shouting, drunkenness, fucking. The thirty something goth girl embraced
her husband’s brother and grinded him. Her legs were open, her
black velvet skirt was bunched round her waist and her purple
panties were by her left ankle. A big black cock, a foot long,
pounded her pussy into submission as did insane shouts of
The Mission is a
pop band! It
was a surreal moment. With difficulty the girl gazed up over her
shoulders at Wayne and his lead guitarist while she took the cock.
It wouldn’t just be her pussy that ached after this gig.

 


Songs
changed several times and Stephen kept on dancing and drinking. The
band kept playing and the couple fucking. Other fans were equally
happy, nodding their heads, raising their arms, gothing out
butterfly style and smiling like the happy folk they were. Some
fans were underage and a few were gray haired, the older goths.
They had been into the movement from the beginning. Age was worn
like a precious gig t-shirt, with pride. Stephen’s parents had been
goths and would have been among the founding members. Sadly they
weren’t at the gig nor on Planet Earth; both had been killed in a
classic bike crash when their sons had been five, along with his
older sister. That showed the one child policy was bullshit and it
was good they escaped Red China when they had by illegally crossing
into Russia. Finally, they reached England.

 


Stephen’s parents used to listen to Radio Free Taiwan every
weekend and they both knew and loved the 80s tunes, especially
goth, New Wave, New Romantic and varied rock music. Being caught
was a jailable offence. As was being pregnant a second time. Europe
was a far off distant dream but his parents had made it. For a few
short years they were happy, with two children, day jobs and their
music. A drunken car driver ended that. There was little left of
his parents or his sister or their bike. Only broken memories. And
the music. Oh how I love the music. All of it. Especially the Mission.
Even if they’re a pop band. I miss you mum and dad...

 


The Mission finished their gig with Butterfly on a Wheel.
The couple came together and finished fucking. Both now faced the
rail and along with Stephen, screamed for More! More! More! They had to wait for five long
hot minutes. The Mission is a pop band! was also shouted in a hoarse
voice.

 


The band
came back on and nodded; Wayne took the mic and asked, “What’s up?
You want some more? Yes?” The crowd went mad and nodded and some
cried; fan adoration. “Are we a pop band?” Hussey asked with a
raised eyebrow.

 


Stephen
raised his horns and finished his vodka bottle. The guitarists were
already playing a riff as Hussey lifted Stephen up onto the stage
with one hand. “You’re one of us now, a pop singer,” Hussey
commented into his mic, with a grin. Stephen took up position by a
spare mic and grinned and danced like he was in a band, the
Mission. They launched into Into the Blue. Stephen knew the words.
This is for you mum and dad. Every eye in the audience was on him
and the band. He gave them all what they wanted. A damn good show.
It would be his last. His illness...

 


 


 


It’s More Fun in Germany


The
English man was in the Fatherland having fun. He was on a long term
holiday/living in Berlin and soaking up the culture. That involved
all types of gigs, the Bauhaus Museum, varied art galleries,
military museums and most important of all, old warplane wrecks
from the war. He’d been to several crashes like British Lancaster
bombers, an American Flying Fortress, a couple of German bombers
including a Junkers and most exotic of all, a Soviet plane called
an ‘Ilyushin’ or some similar foreign name.

 


His family thought history, war, aeroplanes and weapons
were boring. That it was only for stuffy historians and war
mongerers. But he knew they were wrong. For war had twice ripped
Europe apart in the 20th Century. And a Third World War had been averted,
just, in late 1983. And all had involved Germany. This was the
place to be. And it was where he was now. His name was Vance. He
was nineteen but looked younger. His trip was all new to him, as
was the freedom and responsibility it brought.

 


When not looking for old planes Vance went to a few underground gigs
in the German goth/industrial music scene. One gig was underground.
It was in a venue/bar called Hitler’s Nipple. This was a part a
part of Germany history that was still a delicate issue. There were
no swastikas on display nor were Hitler salutes allowed. Both were
illegal in Germany. There was a caricature of Hitler, it was a big
life size doll, more like Herman Goering in shape – big and round.
It was wearing leather chaps with the buttocks on show. The bar was
also a gay bar. Instead of holding a Schemeisser or Luger gun the
Hitler doll held two multicoloured dildos.

 


He went to the bar and ordered a Scofferhofer beer. It was
a strong blond beer served in a tall glass. There was a support
band on called Vintage Vibrations. They played 50s rockabilly, sung
in German, and were quite good. Good band, I wish I knew what they were
saying though, Vance thought, taking a swig of his beer.

 


The venue
was quite deep underground and it was dark and sparsely lit. Lights
by the bar, stage and toilets were the only illumination. The dance
floor was by the stage and Vance finished his drink and went
dancing. A few other varied music fans danced or nodded their head
to the music. A couple wearing Joy Division tops were doing
matching moves. Vance wore a vintage Billy Idol t-shirt.

 


I feel fine here. The atmosphere is relaxed. There seems to
be no idiots here. But the doormen look stern and able to handle
trouble. Vance got a good look at the place while dancing to the
band. There were at least six bouncers in the mid sized venue
including two by the door.

 


Songs went by and Vance got another beer, a dark bitter
this time. He thanked the bar girl. Not too different than a typical English
bitter. It could be easily mistaken for one. Boddingtons or Holts
maybe...

 


The DJ played 80s and 90s music while the main band got
ready. In the time he had two more beers, danced to some punk and
goth tunes and chatted to a girl from Finland. Her name was
Tarunna. She was an
exchange student studying history and art at one of the smaller
Berlin Universities.

 



Introductions were quickly made, numbers and email details
exchanged and they got down to business. Tarunna said she was a fan
of varied bands. Several Vance liked but some were obscure Finnish
bands.

 


“My
brother is in a band called Drill Beat; they play goth metal and
gig round about Tampere area,” Tarunna said. She drank the Miller
beer Vance got her.

 


“They sound good. Do they have a website or page? I look
forward to the main band here,” Vance replied over the
music.

 


“Yes,
they have a Facebook page, a Myspace account and are on
Reverbnation. Check them out. Some songs are free downloads. I’m
sure you’ll like them. I’ll get the beers. What do you want?”
Tarunna got her purse out.

 


“I’ll
have the same again. No, get me a Blond beer instead, one of the
nine percent ones please.” Vance wanted to try as many of the
different beers as possible. In a few minutes Tarunna got the
drinks. Soon the main band would be on.

 


The DJ killed the music and smoke and green lasers filled
air. People screamed and clapped. Nothing happened for a couple of
minutes, the suspense was thrilling. More people went to the front of the stage
and the venue was suddenly full. Vance and Tarunna stayed together
by the front. The sound of an electric guitar cut the air followed
by an accented female voice announcing: “Good evening. We are
Bloodflowerz. Let’s rock!”

 


Tarunna
looked at Vance and commented, “I love this band. I’ve seen them
twice before.”

 


He nodded and gave her a quick kiss on the lips. She
blushed but wasn’t annoyed. With a wink she kissed him back on his
cheek. Am I
in heaven? I’m on holiday in Berlin, at an underground gig seeing
Bloodflowerz who are a top German goth band with an awesome singer.
And I’ve met, well with, a lovely gothic lady from Finland. I love
being nineteen...

 



Bloodflowerz launched into their songs with aggression,
positivity and humour. Their music was both intense and beautiful.
They sang mainly in English so Vance understood them. It was his
best night ever. But there was one question, not relating to the
band. Would Tarunna spend the night with him? Vance was a
virgin...

 


 


 


Odd One Out


A lady
called Karren. With two letter Rs. She had a silenced pistol and
plenty of spare clips
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