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			​About the Author

			

Mark Angelo Harrison was among the founding members and creative energies behind the pioneering free-party sound system Spiral Tribe. Or, as the Crown Prosecutor described him, ‘the criminal ringleader’ who’d helped mastermind Britain’s ‘biggest ever illegal rave’ at Castlemorton.

			In 2011, Mark studied at the Open University, receiving a diploma in creative writing. For twelve years, he managed a permaculture project and two conservation tree nurseries in England, planting over 40,000 native trees.

			Working as a writer, photographer and graphic artist, he continues to co-create with several members of the original sound system (now known as SP23), as well as with many other European collectives.

		


		
			



			​Praise

			

It’s all here. The wild times, living on the edges of mainstream society, the chaos, the political persecution and always the never-ending beats. A story which viscerally recreates the raw excitement of those times, told in great detail by someone who was there.

			Mark Angelo Harrison brilliantly chronicles the Spiral’s account of those halcyon days when it seemed we were on the cusp of a genuine revolution. Perhaps the last counter-culture revolution in Britain against landowners, the police and the British state. 

			This is the real story of those historic years in the nineties, when the free party movement sought to change the world via electronic insurgency. A Dark Electricity indeed.

			Harry Harrison DiY (Author of Dreaming In Yellow,
The DiY Story)

			


			A memorable account of a tempestuous time. A Darker Electricity evokes the rebellious mood of an anarchic movement.

			Sam Batra (City Limits/The Wire)

			


			A rip-roaring modern-day adventure story and an odyssey about following your dreams. Mark Angelo Harrison’s razor-sharp narrative makes the words zing on the page. With cosmic insights and anarchist principles, he provides fascinating context to the story as it transports us from London squat parties to outdoor raves and the legendary Castlemorton free festival.

			An essential handbook for future generations of nomadic sound systems, as well as a chronicle for all party people who participated in those heady times.

			Chris Liberator (Liberator/Stay Up Forever)

			


			A fascinating insider account of some of the most remarkable episodes in outlaw rave culture. With a cast of suitably hardcore characters, Mark Angelo Harrison chronicles how Spiral Tribe’s determination to stage free parties set them on a collision course with the authorities.

			

			Matthew Collin (author of Altered State and Rave On)

			


			An incredible story which leaps from the urban empty spaces to the ancient green lanes of hidden England, moving from deeply personal perspectives to political and cosmological ones. It's an incredible record of an era and movement often misrepresented, as well as a ‘connecting of the dots’ from that time to the precarious world we now find ourselves in.

			Aaron Trinder (director of Free Party: A Folk History)

			


			An important book about the creeping levels of political oppression. And the erosion, not just of the rights of the Travelling Community and Free Party People, but of all of us. Our rights of assembly, our rights of movement and our rights of protest. As doors continue to close everywhere, A Darker Electricity, is essential reading!

			Seb Vaughan, aka 69db (Network 23 Recordings/Spiral Tribe)

			


			Mark Angelo Harrison has beautifully captured the essence of the free party scene. The chaos. The creativity and the sheer determination and madness of it all! From the warehouse parties in London, to secret hideouts in Wales. From the police cells of Britain, to the escape into Europe. This book is an essential piece of cultural history. A reminder of a time when, against the odds, Spiral Tribe and the free party people, opened up autonomous spaces – where everyone was welcome. 

			Debbie (Audiotrix/Dharma Techno/Spiral Tribe)

			


			A Darker Electricity blows the lid off the mainstream media’s myths. A book that reveals the true groove of the UK's most notorious Sound System!

			DJ Jeff23 (SP23/Spiral Tribe)

			


			An exhaustive first-hand story of life inside Spiral Tribe, A Darker Electricity is a fascinating insight into a pivotal moment in dance music history.

			Ed Gillett (author of Party Lines: Dance Music and the Making of Modern Britain)

			


			A Darker Electricity is a fascinating insight into the lives of the infamous underground sound system, Spiral Tribe. A truly pioneering group of visual artists, live musicians and DJs, that shaped the future of the underground music scene, and were among the earliest techno and breakbeat Free Party organisers. The Tribe opened up warehouses and outdoor spaces for all free thinking people. Inspiring many other sound systems in the UK and across Europe to follow in their footsteps.

			Bstorm (Dstorm Sound System)

			


			This is a big story. A fast-paced action adventure. A lot happened in a very short period. Brace yourself for Spiral Time!

			Simone Sim Simmer (SP23/Bad Girlz/Spiral Tribe)

			


			A fast page-turner that details the origins and early adventures of the Spiral Tribe Sound System.

			Ixindamix (SP23/Bad Girlz/Audiotrix/Spiral Tribe)
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			For Zander

			There is no single truth. There is no one word that can describe it. But give me some poetry to describe around a point, and I can give you its exact coordinates.

		


		
			

			




			​Introduction

			



			The history in these pages is rarely discussed; when it is, it is usually oversimplified and misrepresented.  

			The moments between the last days of the Thatcher era, from the end of the 1980s to 1994, were a pivotal point in Britain’s cultural history. In 1994 the Western world, and specifically the UK, transformed in a myriad of ways. At the end of November 1993 the European Union was confirmed with the Maastricht treaty, and the symbol of that era, the Eurostar, had its first voyage a year later in November 1994. That same month the internet had its first publicly available web-browser, with Netscape Navigator which ushered in a new digital age. A young lawyer named Tony Blair had just become the new Labour leader and the Criminal Justice Bill became law, creating draconian ways of dealing with people gathering, whether as a weekend pursuit of hedonistic unity or as a full-time travelling lifestyle. 

			The prime minister, Tory leader John Major, had a tiny majority and his constant battles with the eurosceptic right wing of his party meant he needed to sure up his power by finding ‘enemies within’. The Criminal Justice Act was his way of appealing to his base by creating a law targeting groups that had been demonised over the previous years, using the age-old tactics of divide and rule. 

			Starting in the 1970s, the ‘New Age Travellers’, weren’t a single community, but waves of different groups who chose a nomadic lifestyle outside of the mainstream. The original groups, who wanted to live in a ‘tribal and communal’ way, were drawn from the 60s and 70s counter-cultural utopians, with roots in the first free festivals such as Windsor and Stonehenge. Later in the 70s and early 80s, they were joined by disaffected urban punks, who found more freedom living on a bus, than in the decaying urban squats of the big cities. There was also overlap and connection to the various anti-nuclear and anti-militarist protest groups, such as those at Greenham Common, where US nuclear missiles were based.

			All manner of alternative groups began to live a different life that centred around travelling to the summer free festivals across the country. Living outside the system, with a largely alternative economy and a high tolerance for personal freedoms, as long as people ‘brought what they expected to find’. But Margaret Thatcher had set about violently breaking the resistance of groups that ran counter to her vision of Britain, which also included the Miners in 1984 at Orgreave.

			As travelling and alternative communities often have been, the demonisation through the media grew year on year leading to the so-called ‘Battle of the Beanfield’. Over a thousand riot police made up of off-duty soldiers as well as police from across counties, were ordered to attack the convoy of vehicles on its way to the Stonehenge free festival, using savage violence against festival goers, wrecking vehicles (the traveller’s homes) and arresting people en masse. The movement was left seemingly broken. 

			A few years later, around 1987 and 1988, inspired by futuristic music from Chicago and Detroit, young people primarily in urban areas, started self-organising to dance all night to a new phenomenon: acid house. Dancing to this new music, seemingly from outer space, created euphoric and unifying experiences, somewhat akin to the love-ins of the 60s, with the new synthetic substance, ecstasy (MDMA). This was both a rejection of the anti-community Thatcher era and an expression of youthful do-it-yourself energy. 

			From basements in unusual places (such as sports halls, old jails and warehouses) often serving no alcohol to avoid licensing issues, places such as Clink Street, Shoom and the Hacienda in Manchester, acid house parties grew rapidly in popularity and notoriety. Within a year huge unlicensed ‘pay parties’ or ‘raves’ in post-industrial venues and aircraft hangers from Blackburn to London, Nottingham to Manchester, caught young people’s imaginations and the attention of the tabloid press. On top of this – the sudden rush of media interest caught the attention of the police and the gangsters – the police intent on stopping ‘illegal pay parties’ and the gangsters intent on muscling in to make money from acting as security, selling drugs or, sometimes both. 

			Within a single year, the acid house party went from new utopia to dystopia as the new Pay Party Police Unit, led by DC Ken Tappenden (who was also involved in organising police operations against the miners’ strike) shut down events across the country, using new surveillance technology and powers to confiscate equipment. Thatcher’s government decided to go one step further and create new laws to stop these ‘pay parties’. Pandering to the drinks industry, which was seeing a huge drop in revenue due to this new phenomenon, the new laws brought in enormous fines for organisers. 

			As 1990 dawned the phenomena seemed doomed to disappear as a result of the government clamp down and the media frenzy. 

			But some found the utopian sense within acid house too irresistible to let go of, including the author Mark Angelo Harrison, and the other founder members of Spiral Tribe. Together, they saw a new way forward to fill the void. Despite the onset of recession, or perhaps because of it, with houses being boarded up and venues closing, what if parties weren’t ‘pay’ parties at all, what if they were donation-based, low cost or even ‘free’?

			It’s at this moment that Mark’s book, from his unique perspective, opens. The dawning of that idea, drawn from his roots as a squatter in Manchester and London, and someone who’d experienced CND marches and the Stonehenge Free Festival in its pre-commercialised heyday. This book leads us evocatively through the squats of early 90s London, and Spiral Tribe’s first parties, to the very early free parties, out in the fields, with the likes of DiY, Circus Warp, Bedlam and the Free Party People, including the moment the ‘Tribe’ decided to ‘join the circus’ and head out on the road for good. It also describes, from the inside, the build-up to ‘the largest ever illegal rave party’ at Castlemorton and the ramifications for the author and, in a way, for all of us. 

			The book is a personal account told from Mark’s perspective and is all the better for it. It has tenderness, charm and wit, showing moments from the domestic to the universal. Through my interviews with many members of Spiral Tribe, including Mark for my film, Free Party: A Folk History, it was clear that, at the time, they were unaware of the political context in which they started Spiral Tribe. They often said they weren’t political at all – but, as is revealed in the book, they became more radicalised as the heat of the state’s attention focused upon them. Mark’s personal account shows that there was no political agenda to begin with. In fact, they just very much wanted to keep the party going, in love with the power and magic these events could create.

			After a weekend squat party in an abandoned mansion house, on the exclusive St Georges Hill private estate (ironically the same St Georges Hill made famous by the Diggers in 1649) they got a huge amount of media attention. This included an amusing appearance on the Jonathan Ross TV show, but now they had targets on their backs, leading to surveillance, violence and eventually the potential for a long time in jail.

			The book also reveals how separate groups that had been demonised by the establishment (travellers, squatters and ravers) came together, almost by some kind of chaotic magic, through word of mouth, and a common philosophical perspective. A shared urge to dance, unify, commune in the warehouses, in the fields, and, eventually, even on the streets in protest. It’s a vision of a radical lifestyle which seems, at first glance, to have been lost in our post-truth internet age. But in fact, it has a strong and lasting legacy. Not least in the huge festivals that span the globe, environmental protest movements and the vast free party diaspora, but also in the ongoing work that Spiral Tribe and SP23 (their offshoot project) do in music performance, open access workshops, cultural and benefit events, still working as a collective, still supporting causes and communities. 

			It also reveals something deep about the very human urge to connect, the will to be together, and to do that outside of the system of commerciality that governs most aspects of life. Something that we’ve always done, as far back as humans have lived in groups, we’ve communed, imbibed substances, danced, told stories and marked the cycles of nature under the moon and stars.

			


			Aaron Trinder / Filmmaker / Director of
Free Party: A Folk History 

		


		
			

			




			​Foreword

			



			The first time I was exposed to Spiral Tribe was through a television screen in 1992, watching their ‘Forward the Revolution’ music video. It definitely caught my attention – I felt hypnotised by what I saw. The haunting lyrics, off-key chords, rhythmic repetitive baseline, the strobe light and the spinning black and white spiral backdrop were mesmerising. There was something mysterious about it. Throughout the video, in between layered imagery of microscopic details, floating graphic symbols and flashes of circuit board, was a crew of people singing the lyrics. They were nodding their heads wearing black bomber jackets, dark shades, some with shaved heads, all with a slightly confrontational edge, singing: ‘You might stop the party, but you can’t stop the future.’ 

			I was just fourteen, craving freedom and already very drawn to anything alternative. I had always been rebellious in nature to authority, rules and any sheep-like way of thinking. I had an unconventional upbringing with my childhood spent growing up in Woodstock, upstate New York, a magnet for creative free-thinking people and where DIY culture was very present. At the time, I didn’t feel I related to the kids at school of my age. I was searching for meaning and trying to find the place where I fit in. On viewing the video, I thought to myself: ‘Wow, I have never seen anything like this. I need to be part of it in some way.’

			

			Little did I know that fate would lead me that way a year later. At that stage most of my friends were older than me and lived in squats. I started to regularly attend a club night called Whirl-Y-Gig held at the Old Street Town Hall. It was a ‘fluffy’ night, and a breeding ground for young clubbers and ravers. It was also where I made friends with a slightly older crew including Mutley and Steve, who seemed to know everyone in the building. The night would finish at 12 a.m., and back then there were no other bars or clubs to carry on the night. This was 1993 and the Shoreditch area was completely unrecognisable to the bustling urban circus it has become today. 

			Anyway, at midnight we felt the night was cut too short and were left in limbo, still buzzing and full of energy. So when Mutley and Steve asked if I wanted to carry on at a Spiral free party in West London, I jumped at the chance. After watching that video and seeing ‘In The Area’ stickers splattered around the city, the name Spiral Tribe was imprinted in my mind. We called the free party line number from a pay phone to get the address and directions, then we went on our way.

			When we arrived, I was aware of the magical but darker energy in the air. It was very different to Whirl-Y-Gig. The music was hard and so were the people. It was also a more mature crowd, which felt more appealing to my fifteen-year-old self. I danced non-stop until the early hours and interacted with every raver in the room. We were all there for the same purpose – to dance and have some temporary escape and release from our weekday lives. The ethos behind these parties were that they were ‘free’ and always operating a donation-only policy. They were not commercially driven, but were more about rebelling against the over commercialisation of the acid house and club culture that was developing in this country at the time. We were all united through the shared experience and energy of the dance floor. It felt like I had discovered something new and exciting – a deeply underground and hidden world. 

			

			I was immediately hooked, and not long after I was ‘spiralled’, as the saying went. My life soon evolved around the twenty-four-hour parties, going to raves on Saturday night then hanging out in squats all day Sunday and somehow making it to school on a Monday. It didn’t take long for me to make friends with all the sound system crews, including the Tribe. Soon after I shaved off my hair and became a ‘Spiral Baby’. I looked the part, had the attitude and shared the passion. I wasn’t a DJ, producer, backdrop creator or sound system owner. I would sometimes work on the bar or help collect donations on the door. But mainly I was one of the ‘vibe providers’, which also had its importance. There were of course many other sound systems that I befriended and discovered along the way, but, for me, Spiral Tribe was the spark which lead to the journey of the next decade of my life and shaped me through my formative early adult years. These raves and parties brought thousands of people together through shared values. There was a sense of community that I’ve never experienced again in the same way.

			Even though it was a part of my life until 2003, the free-party scene by 1994 was rapidly evolving and starting to be faced with restrictions and limitations. With thousands of people attending unlicenced free parties and raves via word of mouth, the government was terrified that things were getting out of control, so it put huge pressure on the authorities to focus on clamping down on any gatherings of people where the music was ‘predominantly characterised by repetitive beats’. I remember a few parties in London that were aggressively shut down. The police would turn up, beat people up, confiscate equipment and make unprovoked arrests. At the same time there were many anti-criminal justice bill protests that we all attended, to fight for our freedom and protect our right to party. 

			So why did the UK government clamp down so hard on these free parties? What was the harm? What were they so afraid of? Repetitive beats have been around for thousands of years. Tribal drumming music was used in ceremonies as an expression of energy and emotion, and a way to come together in celebration. The hypnotic drum rhythms connect us to the primal energy of the Earth. Techno music is designed in the same way. The repetitive nature of the sounds can put you in a trance-like state.

			As human beings we need moments to let go of our self-awareness, and that can happen through the experience of being on a dance floor. Dance is a way for human beings to express themselves without words. The dance floor is a shared experience, a way for us to feel connected and communicate without speaking. Maybe the idea of the events being ‘free’ is what frightened the authorities? Perhaps going against capitalism in this way became a political statement. 

			Reading Mark’s book takes you back in time on a magical fractal ride to the early days when the first seeds of Spiral Tribe were planted. It is fascinating to read how it all unfolds. It gives insight into the urban and political landscape of the late 1980’s and into the ’90s. A reminder of this relevant, pivotal point in history before smart phones and social media. A time lived without the dominance of screens in which we truly existed in the present moment. 

			I have memories in the early days of hanging out with Mark and having long, inspiring conversations about life and the cosmic connections between things. He also opened up my mind to the 23 enigma. It is no coincidence that I am writing this on 23rd of the month in 2023 before the book is released. Reading through the pages of this book, I felt like a portal had been opened. So many synchronicities took place around me, and I feel as if the Spiral of time has spun. It confirmed to me that everything really is connected. 

			Seana Gavin

			Artist and author of SPIRALLED, published by IDEA 

		


		
			



			​Embers in the Snow: November 1993

			A few crumpled cigarettes slipped to the dishevelled Mongolian guards would be our ticket into the decommissioning Soviet bases, where, like brooding volcanoes, mountains of military clothing smouldered. On more than one occasion we’d been offered Kalashnikov AK47s, crated in rough pine boxes and wrapped in oiled paper. With our diesel-stained combat fatigues, shaved heads, gaunt features and hungry eyes, we looked like a tribe of desperadoes. We were a tribe of desperadoes, but for us, survival in Berlin’s sub-zero winter wasn’t going to be about guns – it was going to be about big, fluffy Russian hats.

			By dawn the wood burner had died and any residual heat had escaped through the thin plastic walls of the caravan. The chill pressed through the rugs and blankets piled on my bed. Huddled under that heap, I was in a dilemma. Should I return to England to fight the multi-million-pound court case being brought by Her Majesty’s government against me and my fellow conspirators, or live my life on the run in Europe? 

			I was already on bail awaiting trial but had escaped the country with the crew and our sound system. Why go back to face the threat of four years in prison? Fight or flight? Or perhaps just stay curled up, freezing to death under a pile of old rugs and blankets?

			I crawled out from under the covers and, shaking with cold, got into my quilted Soviet trousers and jacket. Squeezed my feet, with extra pair of socks, into my loose-laced para boots. Put on my fluffy Russian hat and stepped out of the caravan onto the compacted snow of Berlin’s city centre – out onto Potsdamer Platz – Berlin’s equivalent to London’s Piccadilly Circus. At least, that’s what it used to be.

			


			

			*

			


			Fifty years after the event, the city centre was still a war-torn wasteland. Around me lay great tracts of flattened rubble. The few buildings still standing were blackened, broken and shrapnel-pocked. In the final Battle of Berlin, the avenging Red Army had ground Potsdamer Platz to dust.

			After the war, the Soviets built the Berlin Wall, dividing East and West. Its route, like a zigzag scar, cut Berlin, and Potsdamer Platz, in two. It had been a prison perimeter as much as a border defence, constructed as two parallel walls – the 100-metre gap between them known, for good reason, as the ‘Death Strip’. To keep the machine gunners’ lines of sight clear, it had been drenched in weed-killer, and still – four years after the Wall had come down – nothing grew there. To most people it was a no-go zone, a wound still too painful to touch. But to us, a marauding hoard of rag-tag-chancers, it was a no man’s land – with free parking.

			


			*

			


			The dawn twilight darkened with the threat of more snow. I pulled up my collar and tried to rub some warmth into my fingers. Stepping over the circle of old beer crates and Jerrycans that we used as seating, I scraped the charred remains of the previous night’s campfire together, fanning the embers back into flame. Out of the slush I collected cutlery and dirty plates, left where they’d been dropped after the previous night’s meal.

			I carefully put a tin can of water in the fire to boil. Living the cold, hungry existence I had been for the last six months meant that no amount of ash in that sooty can, or friction between myself and certain members of the crew, could spoil the luxury of my early morning coffee. 

			Sipping my drink I looked at our scattered wagon circle: black and silver trucks, tank transporters and fighter jets. Closest to me was the largest of our showman’s trailers – our mobile recording studio. Seb and Si, both musicians and producers, usually slept in there, slumped over the mixing desk or computer keyboard. That is, if they slept. It wasn’t uncommon for the beating heart of Spiral Tribe – the kick drums thudding through the trailer’s thickly insulated walls – to beat night and day. And if the showman’s studio was the pumping heart of Spiral Tribe, then Seb and Si were a large part of its soul. 

			Beyond the edges of our camp, I could see the twinkling headlights of the early rush-hour traffic. Beyond that, the nearest standing structures were government buildings – what had once been SS HQ. On the adjoining piece of land, in a couple of bulbous, bug-like trucks, were our neighbours: The Lost Tribe of MiG – a faction of the Mutoid Waste Company that were (and still are) famous for their monolithic scrap-metal sculptures.

			The Lost Tribe were already onsite when we’d arrived and had created a garden around their live-in vehicles. The weed-killer-soaked dust meant that a traditional garden was impossible. But, like dragon’s teeth, spent bullets and shrapnel fragments had seeded the poisoned ground – and the artists’ imaginations. It wasn’t hollyhocks that sprouted from the sterile earth but a jagged crop of metal sculptures – skeletal, cyborg figures. 

			When we’d first parked up, Joe Rush, sculptor with the Lost Tribe, had welcomed us into the garden. Dressed in dark overalls, with welder’s goggles across his forehead, he’d given us some advice: ‘Mutate and survive!’ And so started a collaboration, at the centre of which were the two MiG-21 fighter jets.  

			The sleekly muscled, shark-like aircraft had been acquired by the Lost Tribe while beachcombing the debris along the Soviet’s high tide line. The plan was to strip the paint from one, back to the polished titanium, then, hidden on a hydraulic arm, it would rise up – the surprise finale of the coming New Year’s Eve party. Not a dancing girl pirouetting out of a cake – but the gutted, hung carcass of a military predator.

			


			*

			


			I refilled my coffee can and put it back to boil. When I looked up again, a stranger was approaching. A small man in a dark trench coat, wire-rimmed glasses and a downturned moustache. He smiled and, in perfect English, introduced himself. He was, he said, ‘from the government’. If all things were equal, I guessed he’d be a timid man, but in his role as a government employee, he had the quiet confidence of someone who had the full weight of the state behind him.

			He brushed the sleet off a beer crate and sat down. My immediate thought was Here we go again, certain that I was about to hear the click-click of his briefcase opening as he served me with eviction documents. 

			I was only half right. Instead, he told me – with some enthusiasm – that now Germany was reunified, they were about to move the capital from Bonn back to Berlin – and that the badlands of Potsdamer Platz, at the very heart of the new capital, were destined to become the most expensive pieces of real estate in the world. Mercedes and Sony, he said, had already drawn up plans for their new skyscraper HQs.  

			As he spoke, a swirl of snow crossed between us. It picked up ash from the fire and caused a defiant red glow to flicker among the embers. As I watched the glow waver, I realised that the old walls of crude, brutal control may have come down, but new perimeters were under construction, this time, mirror polished. 

			In the east of the city, anarchists were fighting the capitalists – street by street, house by house, brick by flying brick. Many of the original owners of the occupied properties had been murdered by the Nazis. The communist state nationalised private property. When the Eastern Bloc toppled, the capitalists claimed the territory. But the anarchists had got in there first, and – as the property developers discovered – they’d done a little more than change a few locks. 

			To avoid escalating the war with the anarchists, the government man wanted to do a deal. If we left Potsdamer Platz peacefully, he would give us an abandoned Soviet base. Message delivered, he politely declined my offer of coffee and left. 

			It was a tempting proposal. But it didn’t simplify my dilemma. Should I return to England to fight the case against us or evade the British authorities and stay in Europe? They wanted to silence us and criminalise the very idea of free festivals and free parties. Fighting the case might be the honourable thing to do. But that would mean walking into their carefully constructed trap. A trap that the Crown Prosecution had now been refining for two years.

			If we did the deal with the Germans, we could settle down on an abandoned military base. Domestic bliss? I smiled at the thought of red geraniums growing in window boxes under the gun-slits of a Soviet bunker. I’d be stupid to go back and jeopardise my freedom. But then, if no one defends the cause, the British authorities will win – without a fight. 

			The bouncing pulse of a kick drum disturbed my thoughts. Seb and Si were awake and powering up the studio. I threw the dregs of my coffee into the fire. The embers hissed and white steam curled up into the snow that had started to fall. No, definitely not – not geraniums!
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			​Part 1: From Fluffy

		


		
			



		


		
			Exit South: Manchester, England, September 1989

			Four years before finding myself a fugitive, freezing and half-starved in Berlin, I was in England, packed and ready to leave Manchester – forever. My brother Zander had driven up from London in a tipper truck to help me move. 

			‘Are you sure about this?’ I asked him as I dragged a heavy suitcase out of my flat and onto the walkway. 

			Once Zander’s mind is made up, there’s no point questioning him, but I was still a little unclear about what he’d suggested – he doesn’t like to explain himself once he’s set a thought in motion. When he’s got a problem to solve, the same intense focus and control that keeps him balanced, split-second to split-second, high up in the tree canopy, blocks out all distractions. He’s a strong, practical bloke after having been a tree surgeon all his working life.

			

			He picked up the two heaviest cardboard boxes packed with my sketchbooks and diaries. Out on the walkway, he balanced the boxes on the balustrade and looked over the edge, calculating space. 

			We were up on the fourth floor of Poynton Close, in the Hulme district of inner-city Manchester. Now demolished, the close had been part of a vast grid of semi-derelict council flats connected to each other by deep stairwells and narrow aerial walkways. 

			I gave up battling with my suitcase and joined him at the rail. ‘Zander, I don’t know about this, really. I don’t think . . .’ I knew whatever I said would make no difference – it was as inevitable as gravity itself. He lifted the first box over the edge and, with a carefully judged shove, dropped it out into the air. 

			As my worldly possessions fell through space, the finality of my move hit me. I was going to miss my life in Manchester, the friendships, music and memories. Most of which revolved around the dark, rumbling core of the city’s cultural centre: The Haçienda. The legendary nightclub was just five minutes walk from my front door.

			I’d expected the move to be difficult, especially carrying all my stuff down the eight flights of stairs. I needn’t have worried – Zander’s plan was in motion. The box finished its four-storey descent, landing in the half-load of leaves and springy brushwood in the back of his tipper truck.  

			‘Bull’s-eye!’ His look of absolute concentration was wiped away by a gleeful grin. 

			Minutes later, the truck was fully loaded. I closed the door on my life in Manchester, and we made a quick exit – south.

			Brondesbury Park, North West London

			Zander slept rough on a railway embankment in Acton, West London. Not because he was down and out but because he liked to sleep under the stars. If he wasn’t working up a tree, he’d probably be rock climbing, weight training or kickboxing. All his life, he’d been into nature, often pitting himself against it. As young as nine or ten, he’d spend hours out in the countryside with his bow and arrow or fishing remote stretches of the River Thames. In his early teens, summer or winter, he lived in an ankle-length trench coat: dark green with two rows of brass military buttons – from the pocket of which peeped his white ferret. 

			With his life-long affinity for the wilds, I wasn’t surprised that it took some time to persuade him to share a flat with me.

			Brondesbury Park was a quiet leafy area, ten minutes stroll south-west from the Kilburn tube and the lava flow of traffic on Kilburn High Road. The tiny flat we rented was on the second floor of a small modern block – modern in the sense that it was built in the early eighties, out of chocolate-brown bricks, and designed to maximise the developer’s profit by minimising the occupant’s space.  

			When we first moved in, Zander got me some casual work with Tree Co, the firm of tree surgeons he was with. After a few months working there as a labourer, I found work at a printers – work that better suited my ‘artistic temperament’. Both of us enjoyed London’s electronic dance music scene. Every weekend was an adventure, exploring clubs and warehouse parties, usually with some of the other lads from Tree Co.

			The Cause of Storms: April 1990

			On Saturday 31 March, Debbie, a new acquaintance and close neighbour, threw a small party in her ground-floor flat. Some of the people there I’d already met. But not Katia. 

			

			I had to raise my voice as Debbie ushered me through the crush at the front door. ‘What a lot of people!’ I said. 

			‘God knows who half of them are!’ she shouted back over her shoulder, briefly fluttering her eyes to heaven. ‘It’s all a bit more cramped than usual – a great aunt of mine died.’ 

			‘Oh,’ I stuttered, caught off-guard and not knowing what to say, ‘I’m sorry . . .’

			‘That’s okay, she died a while back, but I rescued a load of her stuff – vases, ornaments. I’ve got twice the furniture I need – and it’s not a big flat.’  

			Music was coming from the downstairs front room, though the corridor and stairs were also crowded. Not with the incoherent drunks common at parties a few years previously, but with people submerged in deep conversation while beaming meaningfully into each other’s eyes. 

			Debbie was slim and had short hair. She worked as a plasterer, painter and decorator, and sometimes nanny. Every time I’d met her, which was always out at parties or clubs, she was running on nervous energy, making sure everyone was all right, that everyone got what they needed and – most importantly – that no annoying DJs played any ‘Naff tunes that kill the vibe’. 

			There was only one thing Debbie liked better than to chat and look after people, and that was to dance. When Debbie danced, she didn’t just appear to connect with some other cosmic energy – she actually did. 

			We pushed our way through the jostling bodies into the candlelit front room. I squeezed past a group of people dressed in loudly patterned surfwear. At about six foot three, with a peaked cap slanted backwards on his head and, on his face – at a recklessly crooked angle – a pair of children’s novelty sunglasses, I recognised Hamish, another of Debbie’s close circle of friends. In passing, I gave him a high handshake and we exchanged the greeting, ‘Awhight-geeza!’ 

			

			Debbie’s new boyfriend, Hubert, aka ‘Scallywag’, was trampolining on the sofa in a blue tracksuit with white stripes down the sleeves. Mid-bounce, his neat little dreadlocks weightlessly floated around his head like a dark halo. In between fits of giggling, he rapped his own irreverent lyrics over the top of the acid house music that boomed from the home stereo. 

			‘Home-sweet-home!’ said Debbie as she spontaneously transformed a shrug of helplessness into a hands-in-the-air dance move, her expression of resignation lighting up in rapture as the bass beat of Alison Limerick’s ‘Where Love Lives’ took hold of everyone in the room.

			
			*

			
			In the morning, a sheet of LSD blotters was being passed around. I noticed that printed on each tiny, perforated square of paper was a red dragon. Already fired by the paper’s chemical magic, the dragons appeared to swirl and writhe across the page. I declined the offer. For me there was another, more tempting chemistry occurring at the party. 

			Sunshine soaked through the bay window and pooled in the room. Everyone dancing danced in liquid light. I squeezed through the crowd, following the current of cool air that came in from the back door of the small, terraced house. 

			In the overgrown garden, chairs were scattered around the smouldering remains of a campfire. I pulled up the hood on my sweatshirt and sat down. Would the beautiful stranger I’d been dancing with follow me out? Smoke stung my eyes, making me wince. ‘I am surprised no one has called the police – or the pompieri!’ said a woman with a soft Italian accent. When the smoke cleared, there she stood, in jeans and a thick grey sweatshirt, smiling. ‘Debbie’s neighbours must be very understanding.’

			‘We are – very!’ I offered her a seat.

			Introducing herself as ‘Katia’, she sat down. She told me she was from Avellino in Italy and was now studying at the London School of Printing. Keen to find common ground, I told her I’d recently got a job at a printer. She was intrigued.

			‘Well, not exactly a printer,’ I explained. ‘There’s none of that wet-ink-and-oily-rollers nonsense these days. Now it’s all laser copiers and computers . . .’ I realised I was babbling. ‘So, what are they teaching you at college?’

			‘Printing,’ she said, slowly, to stress the obvious. Then added, ‘Typography, photography, DTP.’ She shrugged.

			‘DTP – desktop publishing!’ I pounced on the phrase because DTP was the only computer acronym I actually knew (at this time computers were not yet readily available to, or affordable for, the general public). Luckily, before the conversation got any more technical, my attention was drawn to the roof of the house. Someone in a blue-and-black checked shirt with a blond Tin-Tin quiff had emerged out of the attic window. I recognised Tim – Debbie’s neighbour from the flat above. He was manhandling a wardrobe onto the parapet.

			‘What’s he up to?’ I muttered. Katia looked up.

			‘They are a crazy bunch. How do you know them?’ She said the word crazy with a special Italian emphasis.

			‘Uh . . .’ I had to pull my attention away from Tim and think about Katia’s question. ‘Oh, out and about, at parties.’

			The wardrobe hit the ground with an almighty crash. Katia jumped, putting her hand on mine. Adrenalin sprang me to my feet and my hand pulled out from under hers.

			‘You missed!’ Katia shouted.

			Tim waved at us in exaggerated slow motion as if from the top of a mountain.

			‘More firewood!’ he called through cupped hands, elongating the vowels to stretch the words across the distance between us.

			A couple of minutes later, he came down and started piling the shattered pieces of furniture onto the fire. A column of orange flame leapt up. Heat twisted the sky. For a moment we enjoyed the extra warmth, but it quickly became too intense. In the small, overgrown garden there was nowhere to retreat unless we pushed into the hedge, which, like us, was wilting.

			‘It’s a lovely spring morning,’ I said. ‘We could go for a walk?’ Though I’d only moved to London recently, I knew that Hampstead Heath, with views across the city, was only half an hour away from where we were in Kilburn. And even though I’d only just met her, a walk with this beautiful woman seemed like a perfectly sensible way to spend a spring morning.

			She gave me an amused yet inquisitive look and said, ‘I should be getting home.’ I felt the muscles in my face slacken. ‘But you could walk me?’ she added with a smile.

			My blush, I hoped, was hidden by the heat of the fire on my cheeks.

			
			*

			
			What Katia hadn’t mentioned was that she lived over Blackfriars Bridge, on the other side of London. 

			We wound our way through the streets of West Hampstead to the semi-wild parkland of the heath and up the grassy slopes of Parliament Hill. It was still early, and apart from the odd jogger, there was no one else around. Wood pigeons cooed with soft satisfaction; sparrows squabbled in the bushes; a distant aeroplane droned: sounds which, somehow, connected past summers with the promise of all the summers still to come. 

			On top of the hill, we sat on a bench and looked over the view. Trees, fresh with buds, blossoms and new leaves, latticed the blue-grey city beyond. 

			I leaned my head back to feel the sun on my throat. Katia jumped up, stood on the bench and shaded her eyes with her hand. 

			‘I think Blackfriars is . . .’ I watched her stretch her arm towards the sun’s dazzle and point a finger beyond the spindle-topped cylinder of the Post Office Tower. ‘Just there.’ She curled her finger downward as if to touch the skyline. My eyes moved back from the city to her finger, around the contours of her body and down her legs to the tip of her purple boots. Jumping off the bench, she sat back down with a bump. 

			‘Perhaps,’ I said, ‘we should’ve brought a map.’ 

			‘No,’ she said, moving closer. ‘Finding our own way is much more exciting!’ Our eyes met. ‘I think we should follow our noses!’ She peered cross-eyed at the end of hers, then got up and ran down the hill, laughing.

			
			*

			
			We arrived at the busy junction at the bottom of Haverstock Hill. In front of us was the iconic Roundhouse. An immense, circular, windowless building with a gently sloped conical roof. Victorian, but with a dark futuristic presence, it was built in 1846 to house the newly invented locomotives that would be the muscle at the frontline of the Industrial Revolution. 

			‘It looks empty!’ I said as we walked under its shadow. ‘You know this place was legendary back in the sixties and seventies – Jimi Hendrix, The Doors, Pink Floyd all played here!’ There was a lull in the traffic. ‘Be a wicked place for a party.’

			We stopped and looked up at the great curved walls as if caught in the building’s orbital pull. 

			‘It would be massive!’ Katia whispered.

			A bus roared past, dragging in its wake all the traffic and background noise of London. 

			We continued down the High Street through the crowds at Camden Market. On one of the stalls, an enigmatic image grabbed my attention. Just as the dragons on the LSD had appeared to shimmer with life, so too did these abstract patterns. The designs, printed on posters, excited not only my optic nerve but also the air between me and the paper. Together, Katia and I flicked through the racks of prints. Turbulent currents of fern-like spirals pulled in the eye. The forms looked familiar yet strange. They seemed to explain something important – not in words, but in shapes. 

			‘What are these?’ I asked Katia. 

			‘Fractals: computer-generated images. Maps of chaos.’ 

			‘Chaos? The Butterfly Effect?’ I remembered something I’d read. ‘The disturbance a butterfly makes flapping its wings in Outer Mongolia could cause a storm over here. But these patterns aren’t chaotic . . . they’re like growth patterns – they’re organised.’ 

			‘Si, certo. More of an elefante in the room than a butterfly in Outer Mongolia.’

			We forked right down Hampstead Road towards the Post Office Tower. We continued, laughing and joking, into the trendy lanes of Soho and down the Charing Cross Road and out into the expanse of Trafalgar Square. 

			We stopped. Speechless. 

			The square was ankle-deep in wreckage. Rubble. Broken glass. Splintered wood and twisted metal. What could have caused such devastation? A hurricane? An earthquake? A bomb? 

			With a sense of dream-like wonder we picked our way across the smouldering scene. I felt as if I was floating. Katia drifted closer to me, hooked her arm through mine and pulled me to her side. We avoided the jagged metal of crumpled street signs and the fire-blackened plastic of melted rubbish bins and gravitated towards the centre of the square and Nelson’s Column. Katia pulled away from me and picked up a cardboard placard, its wooden handle snapped short, footprints trodden on its reverse. She spun the placard to face me and raised it above her head. 

			‘No Poll Tax!’ she chanted. A flock of pigeons fluttered up over her. It was only when I heard the echo of her voice that I realised how empty and quiet the square was. 

			She dropped the placard and took my arm. 

			‘Looks like we missed a riot!’ I said. 

			‘Who says we missed it?’ She kicked a broken bottle from out of her path, sending the pigeons up again. 

			The pigeons swirled around Nelson’s Column before landing. With them, a stillness settled. No traffic. No people. Just us. 

			She turned to me. We kissed. The world wobbled. But we, tightly embraced, stood steady at its centre.

			
			*

			
			Katia lived in the top-floor flat of a large anonymous building on the busy Blackfriars Road, just south of the river. We sat on her single bed under a large window. She read aloud from the stack of Sunday papers we’d bought. ‘Gangs of rioters and looters were rampaging across London’s West End last night after Britain’s biggest anti-poll tax rally erupted into violence. Police lost control after what had been a peaceful protest degenerated into an evening of chaos.’ 

			After a few minutes of looking through the papers together, Katia got to her feet and went to have a shower.

			While she was gone, I spread the papers out on the bed and floor. I tried to reconstruct the riot in a panorama of pictures and words. I read on: ‘. . . fires, overturned police vans, burnt-out cars and widespread looting . . . 57 police and 75 demonstrators taken to hospital . . . police blame the anarchists.’

			The door clicked. Katia came back in, wrapped in a blue towel, her hair dripping. As she walked towards me, she left wet footprints across the paper images of fire and violence.

			Pressing the Big Green Button

			Grove Reprographics had seen the future, and it didn’t smell of chemical solvents and printing ink: it smelt of ozone and instant coffee. 

			I worked in the basement with five or six other people – and the machines. The air conditioning cooled the place and the large desk-sized photocopiers heated it up again. The machines were breathing our air, stripping out the moisture and sucking out the oxygen. Fluorescent lights flickered at the edges of my vision and the blue nylon carpet tiles kept the hairs on the back of my neck permanently bristled with static. But, when I pressed my laser copier’s big green button, my physical discomfort evaporated. The high-pitched, twin-tone whine of the digital scanner sent a thrill through me. 

			The machines, bursting with new computer technology, allowed me to zoom in and out of images, flip colours and distort shapes. Having worked as a graphic designer for years with little more than a pencil, pen and ink, pressing that green button didn’t only enable me to do things I’d never been able to do before but also triggered something new within me. 

			

			My predecessor had attempted to cheer up the blank white wall in front of my copier by decorating it. There were the usual stock pictures of a Formula One racing car, palm trees silhouetted against a purple sunset, flowers and butterflies, and, looking rather out of place, a spiral ammonite fossil. It was a quiet afternoon, so I decided to have a little play with my machine.

			Taking the photograph of the ammonite off the wall, I placed it on the copier glass. The machine’s scanner targeted the centre of the spiral with a robotic, twin-tone whine. I zoomed in. Enchanted by the beauty of the spiral’s geometry, I zoomed in again, exploring the internal space within the two-dimensional paper. With delight I realised the winding lines also suggested an infinite path beyond the page. Not just in a two-dimensional plane but in an up-and-down, three-dimensional plane. And not only the line but the continuous space between the line. The spiral was connecting everything in all directions, simultaneously. This simple insight into the ammonite’s structure and the mathematics of growth felt electric. It was as if my mind had been freed from the confines of linear logic. Of course, everything is connected – why had I never noticed it before?

			Buzzing with excitement I turned my attention to the picture of the butterflies. Taking it off the wall, I placed it on the glass and zoomed in. Made a copy, then another, this time changing the colours from their natural oranges and browns to cool blues and greens. The intensified magnification and bluer colouring brightened the image. I did another, this time darkening the colouring. 

			That evening I took the butterfly wings home and laid them out on our glass-topped dining table. The images were both identical, except one was slightly lighter than the other. In pencil, I drew a wave pattern of diminishing yin-yangs across the middle of the darker image. With a scalpel, I then cut the page in half along the swirling lines. Carefully, I glued this doily-like piece back into its original position but on top of the uncut and lighter-coloured twin image. My butterfly’s wing was again complete, but now a subtle, transparent wave of fractal energy was blowing through it – causing small eddies of visual turbulence.

			
			*

			
			Katia and Chris, a young lad from Grove Reprographics, were with Zander and me at our Brondesbury Park flat. Neither of them were helping matters by calling out ‘left-a-bit-right-a-bit’ instructions. I stood on a chair repositioning the wire, which we used as an aerial for our radio. I waved the wire about, searching for the signal. Static fizzed from the hi-fi speakers. When I got the angle right, music filled the room like the warm sunshine streaming in through the glass balcony doors. I pinned the wire into place. A woman DJ chatted – not in the slippery, snake-oiled voice of the legal radio stations but in a normal London accent, excited and unabashed. ‘Largin’ it big-style to the hardcore massive. Lovin’ it, livin’ it, this is the sound of the underground!’ 

			With our lifeline to the real world reconnected, I jumped off the chair and dragged it back to the glass-topped table we were all sitting around – all apart from Zander, whose cursing from the kitchen was apparently directed at saucepans that weren’t behaving. Katia got up and squinted through the smoke to try and see what he was up to. I went back to explaining my idea. 

			‘So, if you fold it in half, not only is it a butterfly with wings.’ I demonstrated by flapping my artwork in front of Katia and Chris. ‘But also a cover!’

			Katia and Chris looked at each other. Chris decided to get on with rolling the spliff he’d started, leaving Katia to ask, ‘Cover for what?’ 

			‘Maybe a zine about the stuff we’ve been talking about – nature’s patterns, creativity, the chaos connection,’ I said excitedly, though I was unsure myself. Like a word on the tip of my tongue, the precise shape of my idea was just out of reach.  

			‘It’s Glastonbury Festival in a week,’ said Chris. ‘You could write up some of that spiral shit you’re always on about.’ He flicked his fringe back and sparked up a large, conical spliff. The smoke curled around the sunlight to meet another blue cloud that was drifting in from the kitchen.  

			‘Glastonbury!’ I let the butterfly-printed paper float down onto the table. We had a plan. I’d try and find the words and images to express the ideas. Katia said she was up for laying it out on her college computer. Chris was up for helping me print it.

			Zander emerged from the kitchen wearing a pair of sunglasses with pink frames and round, dark-green lenses. His long, curly hair stuck out from under a red velvet peaked cap, and his extra-large T-shirt was tight on the muscles of his arms and chest. With a proud smile he lowered a tray of burned toast in the middle of the table. ‘How about using that Chief Seattle thing?’ 

			A couple of years earlier, Zander had ridden across the States coast to coast – and back again – on his Harley Davidson. When he returned to England, he brought back a book that had a text attributed to a Native American, Chief Seattle, of the Suquamish and Duwamish tribes. I say attributed because it’s now clear that Chief Seattle’s legendary words were translated, reinterpreted, added to by environmentalists in the 1970s, and even embellished by a screenwriter for a movie poster. But, perhaps at its core, the words still communicate something of what Chief Seattle actually said. 

			Zander pulled the book from the shelf, found the passage and handed it to me. 

			I found the well-thumbed page, cleared my throat and began.

			
			

			‘Where is man without the beasts?

			
			If the beasts were gone, men would die

			From a great loneliness of spirit.

			For what happens to the beasts,

			Soon happens to man.

			All things are connected.

			This we know.

			The Earth does not belong to man;

			Man belongs to the Earth.

			This we know.

			All things are connected,

			Like the blood which unites one family.

			All things are connected.

			Whatever befalls the Earth befalls the sons of the Earth.

			Man did not weave the web of life,

			He is merely a strand in it.’ 

			
			I put the book down. 

			‘Wicked!’ said Katia. 

			‘Wicked!’ Said Zander 

			‘Actually,’ said Chris, ‘Glastonbury isn’t in a week – it’s in six days.’

			
			*

			
			By Wednesday of that week, the flat was strewn with laser-copied images of the spiral ammonite. I’d spent the previous three days and nights grappling with ideas which, in my mind, were clear and focused, but as soon as I tried to get them down on paper, they’d escape me. 

			I’d always kept sketchbooks. In Manchester I’d meticulously invented tessellating shapes – positives creating negatives, negatives forming positives. One symmetry generating another. I was intrigued by the feeling that, although it was me who touched pencil to paper, me who positioned the lines, I felt that I was only giving shape to what was already there. The tip of my pencil and the nib of my pen tracing outlines around an invisible mathematics. Inking-in an unseen architecture, discovering some of the geometries that lay hidden above, and below, the surface of the page. 

			Our rather simple little leaflet was, I suppose, an attempt to find the words to explain the new reality that was unfolding before us. But did the vocabulary, capable of making sense of such things, exist yet? Rationalising the world into a single stream of words was always tricky – whereas when we submerged ourselves in music, everything made perfect sense. 

			With a few hours left before Katia was due to pick up the work to type out on her college’s computer, everything was still unresolved – images and notes were scattered across the table and floor. Nothing was solid. Nothing glued down. Chris had come round, and I was desperate for a second opinion: to know if the threads of chaos I’d been trying to weave together made any sense. 

			I’d mutated a diagram of the history of evolution which I’d cut from a magazine. At the bottom, the diagram had early globular life forms, then arrows rising up connecting developing species through pictures of trilobites, dinosaurs, mammoths, monkeys and humans. While I’d been cutting the edges of the paper with a steel rule and scalpel, the thin trimmings had naturally sprung into corkscrew curls. These random curls seemed to fit with the notion that chaos is self-organising and gave me the idea of replacing the straight arrows with the spiralled strands of white paper. Glued over the top of the diagram the curls gave it a new vitality – twisting threads of DNA connecting all life, across time. 

			I laid the half-formed pages in front of Chris. The Chief Seattle text, then more of my graphics and words: The spiral – the primordial, all-connecting symbol, a representation of the asymmetric shape of nature – the turbulence in the fractal flow. 

			I then went on to explain to Chris that the spiral is a symbol that represents something more than an icon or character. Letters in an alphabet only symbolise sounds – they’re not the actual sound. A skull and crossbones can symbolise pirates, but it’s not the actual pirates. A spiral is a symbol but not a symbolic symbol – it actually is what it is – not a representation of something else. 

			‘Totally,’ said Chris.

			
			*

			
			It was Thursday. 3 a.m. Chris and I were now back in the flat, delirious with excitement after an all-night session photocopying the pamphlets. We sat opposite each other at the glass-topped dining table, catching our breath after having carried the two heavy boxes of newly printed pages up the stairs. The job ahead was to make four thousand folds in the still-warm A4 sheets and to fit the inside pages into the butterfly cover. We got a production line up and running, a spliff on the go and the radio tuned into the local pirate channel. Everything was set: we’d even managed to organise a couple of vehicle passes into Glastonbury. 

			‘I’ve just had a thought,’ I said to Chris. ‘What’s the date?’ 

			He looked up from folding the pages with pink slit eyes. ‘Twenty-first?’ 

			

			‘Solstice! The shortest night of the year. When we were kids, Zander and I used to hitchhike down to the Stonehenge Free Festival.’ 

			Chris turned and peered through the glass of the balcony doors, past his own reflection and the ghosted room. ‘Yep – it’s getting light . . .’ 

			I took another wad of butterfly prints out of the box. ‘We were total Hawkwind fans. At Stonehenge we’d get wasted, stay up all night and watch the sunrise. For a lot of people it was a spiritual thing. But for me, it was more about making a stand against the authoritarianism we’d grown up with.’ 

			‘So how come Stonehenge doesn’t happen now?’ 

			‘Police violence. The last one in ’84 was massive. And I mean – mass-ssive! Like a Wild West boom town. Street after street of tents and wagons all competing for business. Cafs, Indian clothes, incense – like Camden Market, but for drugs. Shedloads. There were signs up everywhere for acid, puff, lines of Charlie – you name it, it was for sale!’ 

			‘Sounds wicked!’ 

			‘It felt soulless. It was better when it was makeshift – you didn’t feel like a punter. Overrun with dealers it became a hippy shopping mall. I’m up for legalisation – but the dealers were blatantly there to rinse the vibe.’ 

			‘Everyone’s got to scrape a living.’ 

			‘Suppose so, but at the expense of everything else? Anyway, the following year it got stomped on – hard. But as far as I could see, bread-head-hippies had already killed the spirit.’ 

			‘Fuck off!’ said Chris. ‘You can’t kill the spirit!’

			

			Glastonbury: June 1990

			There was a problem. 

			At dawn, after we’d finished putting the leaflets together, Chris, who lived round the corner at his mum’s, had gone home to grab some camping stuff. I’d run myself a hot bath. Though I ached with exhaustion, I felt a deep glow of satisfaction. We’d done it. Our leaflet wasn’t advertising anything; it had no religious or political agenda; it was our attempt at mapping and communicating our ‘all-connecting’ spiral-vibes to the world. 

			With two thousand leaflets boxed and standing by the front door ready to go, I’d allowed myself the luxury of taking a single copy into the bathroom to read. Having worked as a graphic designer, I knew it was always difficult to view one’s own work objectively, especially after it’s been in your face for so many days and nights. In an attempt to gauge the finished work – at least that’s what I told myself, as I was probably just over-tired – I lay in the bath and tried to imagine myself as a stranger reading our zine.

			With wet hands I opened up the coloured cover and began to read out loud. Halfway through I lost my place and had to backtrack. I started at the beginning. Again I lost the thread. Something was wrong. I read the section again – this time in silence. 

			With a heart-thumping jolt I realised a large chunk of the text was missing. Gone. We’d muffed it. Without that one key passage nothing in the leaflet made sense. Still holding the dampened paper, my hands sank into the bath water. My energy ebbed. 

			I woke up spitting bathwater. Someone was hammering on the front door. I wrapped myself in a towel and went to answer. Chris stood there with a rucksack on his back, floppy blonde hair brushed, pale face cheery as he babbled excitedly about Glastonbury. In my hand I still clutched the ball of wet paper. I tried to open it up to show him, but the butterfly wings disintegrated and fell to the floor with a soggy splat.

			
			*

			
			And so it was we set off to Glastonbury without the leaflets – and as punters, with Chris, and his mate John, as illegally smuggled punters. 

			Greg, an old school friend who also worked with Zander’s firm, had managed to wangle some dodgy vehicle passes. 

			As a teenager, seduced by the promise of adventure, Greg had enlisted in the military, but as he’d grown up, he’d discovered he had more of a passion for love and life than being a trained killer. He’d recently bought himself out, let his shaved hair grow into a wild blonde mop, and swapped his combat camo for baggy, psychedelic clothes. He loved the music of The Doors as well as the comic book art of the dope-smoking Fabulous Furry Freak Brothers. Even though the image belongs to another era, I saw in him one of the young Vietnam vets returning to San Francisco in 1968 and placing flowers in the gun barrels of the National Guard. But Greg wasn’t all flower power. 

			We drove down to the festival together in convoy. Zander and I were in the Land Rover, with Chris and John in the back. Greg and his girlfriend Kerry were in the car in front. 

			Every year thousands of people risked a kicking from security by climbing, tunnelling, or otherwise blagging themselves over, under or through the perimeter fence. As we queued in the bumper-to-bumper traffic feeding into the festival site, we chatted about the irony of having to break into a crowded, enclosed space to escape the controls and conventions of the outside world. We all agreed that what many people perceive as freedom often only exists as a contrived and controlled illusion – all part of the stage show. 

			

			After a long wait we finally neared the gate. Chris and John ducked out of sight and hid under a pile of bedding. Busy trying to push a broken-down van out of the mud, the security waved us straight through. It was like crossing a border checkpoint choked with fleeing refugees. Cars and vans, their rear suspensions sagging, bulged with people and camping kit. 

			While we parked up in one of the fields, Greg came over to Zander’s open window with his finger to his lips and gave knowing nods towards the back of the Landy. Flushed from the effort of trying to keep a straight face, Greg pretended to be a security guard and demanded to see our tickets. Zander played along. 

			‘Just the two of you in the vehicle?’ 

			‘Just two of us.’ 

			‘What’s in back?’ 

			Zander and I got out and went around to the back with Greg and Kerry. Zander drew out the agony by fumbling with the wrong keys in the lock. After a prolonged few moments, Zander opened the back door – which hadn’t been locked in the first place. 

			‘So – just camping stuff is it then?’ Greg put a little more boom into his voice for extra effect while he frisked the bedding, patting Chris and John’s legs underneath. He then gently took hold
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