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“IN NOTTINGHAM I learned to read and write, and how to spell - lucky! I went hungry now and again, but then was fed by 
the City ; the place nurtured me, for a start in life, because I worked there for a living - which was good; got bombed in 1941 
and didn’t get hit! A youth in Nottingham was rich with lovely gir ls, and f riendships never to be forgotten, a town built into 
my bones and heart, carried with me forever. Always part of me, impossible not to make it live for others as it lived and still 
does for me - something given back with more than thanks.”

Alan Sillitoe, 2008 
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James was ace at marbles at 
school but hasn’t amounted to 
much since. He once went on 
holiday and read eight books in 
seven days. His girlfriend left 
soon after. Unable to afford plastic 
surgery on his teaching wages, he 
is training to be a beekeeper in the 
hope that the stings will give him 
an adolescent look. He has written 
for LeftLion for three years, one 
as Literature Editor. For more info on his writing, please see 
www.jameskwalker.co.uk 

Al Needham
Paper Lad

James Walker
Literature Editor

Youths and Ducks,

Have the students gone, then? Wahey! No disrespect, 
but thank Baby Jesus that Nottingham can stop being so 
bleddy vibrant and eclectic for a couple of months, and we 
can all go bear-baiting and morris dancing in the Square 
again and break our necks running after a massive cheese 
that’s been rolled down Mansfield Road. And maybe even 
pull our trousers back over our arses for a bit, because 
that’s sucky.  
 
This issue, LeftLion makes no apologies whatsoever 
for clearing the decks and devoting the entire mag to 
two subjects very close to our hearts - Alan Sillitoe and 
going out on the batter. The former is unquestionably the 
man who crystallised the Notts attitude, the absolute 
Don when it comes to Nottingham culture, and a huge 
influence on all of us here at Lion Towers. I remember 
absolutely devouring his short stories when I was a lad at 
school, and being knocked bandy by the fact that someone 
was writing about our town, in our language, and I’d 
like to thank him for his contribution to this issue’s cover, 
which knocked me even bandier when it arrived in the 
office.

As for the latter…well, say no more. Actually, we say 
much more in this ish, as we’ve taken the time to pin 
down the people who work their arses off on Saturday 
night, sent photographers on reconnaissance missions in 
town, and even interviewed people in Chambers while a 
stripper whacked some lad’s bare arse with his belt. This 
issue is dedicated to the hundreds of people who work in 
the pub trade in Notts, especially the ones that carry our 
mag. If it wasn’t for them, you wouldn’t be reading this.

 Word to your Nana, and - in case you forgot - don’t let the 
bastards grind you down.

Al Needham
nishlord@leftlion.co.uk

Who’s that bald chap, a-
dragging his sack trolley 
through the town, trying not to 
scratch people’s cars up and 
swearing to himself whenever 
the wind blows dozens of 
LeftLions across the street? 
Why, ‘tis our Al, doing his paper 
round. When he’s not doing 
that, he’s a freelance writer for 
Scarlet, Cosmo, When Saturday 
Comes and loads of other mags and newspapers.
A retired male stripper and former presenter of a sports 
show on a satellite porn channel, Al also writes for 
male sex blog www.todgertalk.com which has been 
shortlisted as Blog of the Year at the Erotic Awards. 
The dirty bogger.
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Tabholing Other People’s Mentalist 
Conversations on the Bus

“Nah man, as if meh Nana’s getting a spray tan on 
Saturday”

theonelikethe

“Did you know that sperm per gram contains more 
protein than steak?”

“My God! Really? No wonder I was so chubby at 
Uni” 

44ton

“Milk is 80% pus.”

“Noooooooo! Milk is well jokes!”
BassRooster

“I had to walk fooking miles to a petrol station to 
get me smokes”

“Jokes, innit? But they can only put a petrol station 
where there’s petrol in the ground”

Dirty Lyle

“My Dad would go mad if I went out with a 
Blackeh”

“I know another word for them”

“What?”

“Caucasians”
Lord of the Nish

“So ‘e comes hobblin’ aht the pub and goes well 
mad at Dez’s girlfriend, yea?”

“So what ya do?”

“I took ‘is crutches off of ‘im and battered ‘im wi’ 
em”

(laughing hysterically)
myhouse-yourhouse

“I spoke to my Mum earlioh, yeah, and she is WELL 
JOLLEH”

“No way man, your mum is jolleh yeah?”

“Yer, she got a cheque from the DSS for £80”
daley thompson

“I like going past Vernon Park. It calms me down”

“I scored a great goal there once”

(pause)

“We lost 7 - 1”
Sparrow

with Nottingham’s 
‘Mr. Sex’, Al Needham

June 2
Derby County nick Chris Commons off 
Forest.

June 4
Forest buy Robert Earnshaw off Derby.

June 5
Notts County take delivery of a chest 
freezer in ‘decent enough condition’ 
from an advert in the Topper.

June 9
A couple from Hucknall get caught in 
Turkey trying to get shot of fake bank 
notes. Apparently, the authorities were 
alerted to the forgery by the words 
‘SUM MUNNEH’ and a watermark of 
Su Pollard when held to the light. 

June 12
Nottingham Trent announce a big name 
as their new Chancellor. No, not Su 
Pollard (because I’ve already done that 
joke) - Michael Parkinson. LeftLion is 
currently organising a whip-round to 
give to the first graduating student to 
ram an Emu puppet onto their arm and 
slowly take their certificate out of his hand, whilst flexing their 
fingers a bit to make him look as if he’s snarling.  

June 16
Bulwell Golf Course - otherwise known as ‘The Golfeh’ - is threat-
ened with closure after nasally respiratory-challenged locals 
keep ripping across it on those shitty mini-motos that make the 
rider look as if he’s trying to give himself a nosh. Solution? Turn 
it into a rifle range. 

June 20
Steve Green - the much-maligned (by us, anyway) Chief Constable 
of the Shire - retires, stating that drugs and drink-related crime 
are the top priorities for the force. Crikey. And there was me 
thinking they were quite reasonably paid. 
  
June 23
Nottingham University unveils Aspire, the UK’s biggest free-
standing structure and a huge ‘fuck off’ to the Angel of the North 
and Nelson’s Column. Depending on your point of view, it’s either 
symbolic of Nottingham’s driving ambition (in which case, it 
should have been a 50-foot chipped digibox with a huge pair of tits 
on it), or the world’s most unusable waste paper bin. Still, it’s not 
as if we paid for it, so shut up, us.

June 26
Two vermin from Arnold force their way into a kiddies party 
and nick cash and a computer. One of them cries uncontrollably 
afterwards because he wanted the computer and he never wins 
anything and its not fair, wets himself, and gets sent home with-
out any jelly or a Spongebob party bag.

June 27
Neil Entwistle gets sent down.

June 30
A shitbag and his girlfriend get done for trafficking women from 
the Far East into rented properties in Aspley, Sherwood and Sut-
ton-in-Ashfield, causing the Post to thunder - extremely rightfully 
- against prostitution. Let us hope that they didn’t accept adverts 
from these scumbags in the Personal Services section of their 
classifieds. Because that would be horrible, wouldn’t it?

July 1
More local newspaper dodginess a gwan, as the latest issue of 
the Recorder carries an advert looking for people to star in 
‘Adult movies’. Jesus in a jumpsuit - whenever someone usually 
advertises for hardcore in the Recorder, they usually want to get 
shot of a ton of it from their front drive, not actually make it. My 
own Mam actually rang me up and pointed it out to me. That’s 
how shit my life is at the moment.

July 2
Notts County midfielder Neil McKenzie begins a run on Count-
down that lasts an entire week, disproving the myth that all 
footballers are thick. Just for Neil and any other Notts supporters 
out there - and just for fun - here’s another conundrum for you to 
work out;

‘COFNEERNEC’

July 3
A tarantula dies in a house fire in 
Bestwood.

July 7
A woman from Hucknall gets a police 
caution for smuggling endangered 
spur-thighed tortoises into the country 
from Tunisia in pizza boxes. So if any 
of you rang up for some garlic dough-
balls the other month and found them 
a bit too deep-crust for your liking, now 
you know why.     

July 8
And completing the animal-badness 
hat-trick, thirty six grand’s worth of 
koi carp get nicked from the Japanese 
Water Gardens in Stapleford. So if you 
chucked away your garlic doughballs 
and had to take out a second mortgage 
just to pay for some fish, chips and 
mushy peas, now you know why.

July 9
Following the tragic demise of Bar 
Schnapps - the greatest licensed cor-
ridor in the world - Gatecrasher gets its 

application to stay open until 6.30am knocked back. 24-hour city, 
my arse.

July 11
Tales of Robin Hood make the appalling discovery that they’ve 
actually had a lap-dancing licence for the past three years, even 
though they didn’t ask for one and are not going to use it. And 
good show to that, I hate the places. What, duck? You’re offering 
to wipe your fanny on me best trousers, and I’m expected to give 
you a tenner for it?   
 
July 14
Entertainingly violent pisshead of the bi-month: the chap in Bee-
ston who wasn’t really listening when The Godfather was on and 
threatens police by telling them they are going to ‘swim with the 
fishes’ as they arrest him. He later demanded that they ‘make way 
for the naughty lad’ and stated that ‘this town is like a great big 
arse, just waiting to be wiped’.

July 22
Jeremy Kyle nearly provides a Nottinghamshire road with enough 
blood to fill ten year’s worth of DNA tests when his car flips over 
and lands upside-down in a Retford ditch. Now we need someone 
to offer Trisha enough money to do a motorbike jump over the Trent.

July 23
Someone who set fire to a burger van in town - which consequent-
ly set fire to a nearby building, causing a million pound’s worth of 
damage - gets sent down for four years. His reason for doing it? 
To cover up the fact that him and his mates had nicked a load 
of duddoos from out the van. Note to Channel Five: commission a 
new series called CSI: Thick Twats.  

July 24
Two mouth-breathers from Newark get sent to the Naughty House 
for attempting to kidnap an ex-girlfriend using an air pistol and 
a Dalek voice-changer after the relationship went stale. Quite an 
apposite tool, really; Daleks have problems getting their missuses 
up the stairs too.

July 28
A rat-boy from Sneinton faces trial for petrol-bombing two houses 
- including his own Mam’s - in St Anns. Has he not been watch-
ing the news, then? He could have flown in a Mafia hit-man from 
Las Vegas and saved himself enough cash to buy a dozen manky 
tracksuits.  

July 29
Sad news from Hollywood, where it is announced that 
Naddinghayum, the next cinematic squeeze of the Robin Hood 
tea-bag, has been indefinately shelved due to script concerns, 
location logistics, writer union unrest, and the realisation that it 
would have been an unmitigated bag of dog’s arseholes with 
rammell accents.  
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“Hey man! Do you wanna get panned? It’s time to get battered with the Townies!” sings Rob Cutforth

I REMEMBER MY first Saturday night in 
Nottingham like it was yesterday. My wife and 
I had just gotten settled and were rewarding 
ourselves with a night out on the town for 
finishing our big move across the ocean. The 
plan was to have our own mini-pub crawl, 
hitting the more sedate bars. On the way to the 
Malt Cross early on, I suggested we stopped for 
a quick one in Wetherspoons. My wife replied, 
‘No, that one isn’t very nice’.
  
The next pub we entered tricked me. It had 
leaded windows, great beer and even better 
music coming through the speakers. We were 
surrounded by groups of laughing friends, 
couples sharing a quiet drink and smiling and 
polite staff. And then last call hit, and it was 
as if someone had turned the “crazy” knob all 
the way up to 11. A quarter of an hour later, 
a waitress forcibly pulled my drink from my 
hands and barked ‘You should know how long 
it takes to drink an effing pint’. Outside, all the 
nice people had been taken away and replaced 
by cackling prostitutes, shouty fat blokes, and 
lots and lots of yellow-jacketed policemen. Had 
a bomb gone off somewhere? Had civilisation 
ended while we were in the pub? Is this the 
revolution? I was just about to retreat into the 
Sierra Maestra Mountains to plan my guerrilla 
uprising when we passed by Wetherspoons 
and saw a couple of its recent inhabitants 
projectile vomiting up the side of it.

I had just had my first encounter with the 
Townies. 
  
The word ‘Townie’ is such a cutesy-pie term for 
something horrible. It’s one of those quaint Brit-
isms like ‘Buttie’, ‘Kagoul’ or ‘Twee’ that makes 
life here so interesting. When I first heard the 
word ‘Townie’, I imagined a race of tiny people 
who hid in the little nooks and crannies in the 
town centre. Little munchkins who get up to all 
kinds of mischief like pulling people’s trousers 
down and shooting pigeons with little lightning 
bolts out of their magic wands.  If you catch 
one, and pull its tiny beard, it grants you a 
wish! 
  
I hardly expected it to refer to greasy twats in 
shiny poly-blend shirts and slutty chicks stuffed 
like sausages into sparkly, way too small, way 
too revealing evening wear.  A race of people 
who spend their time draining pints of cheap 
lager, diddling each other on the dance floor 
and puking, pissing and beating on each other. 
They do grant you three wishes if you grab 
them, though - if you’re after a black eye, a 
mouth full of used kebab and gonorrhea. 
  
In preparation for this column, I actually bit 
the bullet and went inside a townie bar to 
report back from the front lines, Rageh Omar 
style.  I got my disguise all ready: designer 
jeans, a pastel Ben Sherman and a gallon of 
hair wax.  I even filled my mobile up with short 
clips of deep throat porn just in case a townie 

lad called my bluff. For we were going into the 
granddaddy of townie bars, the Orc Castle 
itself: Yates’.

We were immediately greeted by the perfect 
townie bar trifecta: fruit machines on the wall, 
giant disco ball dangling from the roof, and a 
sweaty townie dude hanging off the back of 
an equally drunken hen (complete with bunny 
ears). If that wasn’t off-putting enough, there 
was a middle-aged townie dude dad-dancing 
on stage with his eyes closed. townies come 
in all shapes and sizes, but the old ones 
are especially frightening.  There is nothing 
creepier than a late-forties townie dude on the 
pull, leaning against the bar, eyeing up girls 
young enough to be his daughter (which, if he 
comes from certain estates, means ‘any women 
under 35’), air-guitaring to Living on a Prayer 
and shouting about his numerous ‘conquests’ to 
his mates. 
  
(I don’t know why townie men have a head at 
all. They might as well just have two cocks; one 
mounted on their shoulders to do their thinking 

with and one in their pants to disappoint 
townie women with. In fact, if their head-cock 
had a foreskin they had to pull back every time 
they had a drink, they might take breaths in 
between pints, thus giving the cock in their 
pants a chance of actually being capable of 
performing on the off chance it’s called upon.) 
  
And the old townie ladies? Man, where do I 
start? If your midriff is an ‘outie’, then it might 
not be a good idea to unleash that bad boy. 
Dark colours and layers are the ticket. We have 
middle-aged townie women in Canada as well.  
We call them ‘Cougars’, for their ability to stalk 
and attack young prey. Unlike their English 
counterparts, however, Coogs put in an effort. 
They spend every cent of their alimony on 
laser treatments, silicone and Botox. Snogging 
a Canadian Coog is like blowing up a lilo 
(ahem, not like I’d know).  I imagine snogging 
an English townie equivalent would be like 
pressing your face up against a climbing wall.  
Manoeuvring your mush around the jagged 
teeth, tuppenny-sized moles and scar tissue 
would be quite a feat. The younger townie girls 

wear short skirts. I thought at first that it was 
to attract the two-cocked townie men, but I’ve 
since discovered that it’s only so they have less 
skirt to pee on when they’re squatting in the 
Broadmarsh entrance. 
  
Even though I got enough to write about 
within the first thirty seconds of entering 
Yates’, I thought I’d be a good reporter and 
stay the course. Dodging punches and hens 
sprawled out across the dancefloor is not the 
most pleasant thing in the world, but it was 
nice to have a ‘Get Out of Society Free’ card for 
an evening. I took full advantage by necking 
four pints of Stella in quick succession and 
unleashing the C-word on a cabbie just for 
kicks. It felt good.

It wasn’t an easy task living amongst the 
townie-folk, but I survived it and can cross off 
another Nottingham experience off my list. Next 
time I’ll go for something a bit more enjoyable, 
like being shot in the groin by arrows.
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Can You Finish Your Drinks, 
Please?

SOME CITIES ARE good at football. Some are renowned 
for architecture. Some are adept at turning out successful 
bands and artists. Nottingham, whether we like it or not, is 
known nationwide for - no, not toting pistols - drinking. And 
binge-drinking in particular. Depending on who you talk to, we 
have anything from 350 to 400 licensed premises within easy 
staggering distance from the Square, many with late licenses to 
prevent us rioting at half eleven, and more people come here for 
that than they do for our historical charms. As a matter of fact, 
Binge Britain was born right in the middle of Upper Parliament 
Street. Don’t believe me? Check the article on the next page...

And perhaps it hasn’t done our pockets any harm. The drinks 
seem to be getting cheaper and a sizeable chunk of the 
local workforce is gainfully employed in the licensing trade. 
Nottingham collectively hands more than a million quid over the 
bar in just a few short hours on a good night; the effect that the 
booze trade has had on the city is enormous. People across the 
country travel to Nottingham to experience our nightlife, and it’s 
not just hag parties (although there are a lot of those).

So, what’s the problem? Well, obviously, binge-drinking has its 
downsides, both personal and social. There are myriad health 
risks, and not just to the liver and complexion. We’re more likely 
to get into risky situations, mainly through fighting, shagging, 
leaving your drink ‘unattended’, getting into a dodgy taxi or 
- that old chestnut - climbing up high scaffolding to retrieve big 
red balloons. And the services there to protect us are getting 
pretty overstretched.  

Women are perhaps most at risk, not least because they 
are the fastest-growing group of pissheads. Alcohol causes 
women’s testosterone levels to rise, is linked to increasing risk 
of breast cancer, greater risk of sexual assault, and greater 
risk of holding the baby in more ways than one after a night of 
drunken ‘passion’. But according to Public Health Minister Dawn 
Primarolo, ‘many women drink too much simply because they 
have no idea how many alcohol units they are consuming.’

Ah, yes: units. A recent YouGov poll showed that although 82% 
of us claim to know what a unit of alcohol is, 77% don’t know 
how many units are in a typical large glass of wine (it’s about 
three), a third of us didn’t know that an average pint of beer, at 
around 4%, contains two units, and nearly two thirds didn’t know 
a double gin and tonic also contains two units. Certain that it 

is our ignorance which causes us to over-drink, the Know Your 
Limits campaign - the biggest UK alcohol awareness campaign 
to date - kicked off in the late spring with a series of adverts 
on TV, radio, billboards and in press. This seems a bit, well, 
misguided to me. Unit-counting is the furthest thing from my 
mind when out on the lash. I do actually know I’m going over the 
recommended limit, but I also know that its not going to stop 
me having another cheeky half. Do they expect me to haul my 
dolled-up arse into town on a Saturday, to have just the three 
drinks before catching the tenth-to-last bus home? On yer bike. 
Campaigns like this won’t work because its not that we don’t 
know about units; it’s that we just don’t care.

The other strand to the campaign may be more successful: 
appealing to vanity rather than scare-stories. Seen the adverts 
featuring guys getting ready to go out by ripping out their 
piercings and pissing on their shoes, and girls pouring wine 
down their tops and smearing sick through their hair?  We 
certainly DO care about having a good time, and looking like 
we’re having a good time. A piece of advice on the NHS Units 
site says it all; ‘A lime and soda looks exactly like a vodka, lime 
and soda.’ The government is advising us on how to make it look 
like we’re drinking, when we’re not.  It realises that we celebrate 
drinking for drinking’s sake. There is kudos in putting it away, 
so even if we do end up bloodied and vomiting, we can still get 

laid! After all, everyone else is doing it; we might still be the 
sexiest of the sickiest.

It seems that every initiative taken by the government runs 
into the brick wall of our ingrained desire to get kaylide. 
Nottingham’s leaders, like those in other cities, are supposedly 
keen to inject a dose of ‘continental’ culture, where drinking is 
a pleasant side-activity and not the main event. How do they 
propose to do this? By offering us even more opportunities to 
get pissed. 24-hour licensing appeared to some as a win-win 
situation, as it would take the pressure off us to get hammered 
as quickly as possible, help the police by staggering chucking-
out time and give us the opportunity to show that we could be 
good boys and girls and that we didn’t really want or mean to 
binge on alcohol. Problem is, our drinking culture has always 
been: drink as much as you can, scoff the worst snap you can 
find, snog anyone you vaguely fancy and offer out anyone you 
don’t. To think that we can just steal a culture of pavement cafes 
in a country with our climate seems frighteningly naïve - for a 
start, we’d get pissed on, either by the rain or some meathead in 
a pastel Ben Sherman. In any case, market forces have already 
killed that idea stone dead; how many pubs do you know open 
all hours?

In the final analysis, and despite what your Nana might say, 
binge drinking is not a recent phenomenon that can be simply 
undone. Alan Sillitoe recorded this exact same culture half a 
century ago. The drinks may have been brown instead of blue, 
the women may have sat huddled in corners with halves of 
mild instead of flashing their tits outside Flares, and the pubs 
may have been run by middle-aged couples instead of faceless 
chains, but the urge to forget a rubbish week at work through 
alcohol is as strong as it’s always been. 
Mine’s a vodka and lime. Just 
a single, mind.

Nottingham: pisshead capital of the UK, or so it seems. But is that about to end with the 
introduction of new laws and multi-million pound campaigns? Not bleddy likely, says 
Charlotte Kingsbury…

our drinking culture has 

always been: drink as 

much as you can, scoff 

the worst snap you can 

find, snog anyone you 

vaguely fancy and offer 

out anyone you don’t

illustration: Rikki Marr



www.leftlion.co.uk/issue24   7

‘If everyone sobered up for a few 
months, things would change radically.’
For twenty-three years, Tania Glyde was a proud participant in UK pisshead culture.  She 
wasn’t what most would consider as ‘alcoholic’ as she never drank during the day and most 
of her heavy boozing took place in bars or at parties.  Her drinking started in her teens as a 
social thing, but slowly became a crutch that she couldn’t imagine a night out - or in - without.

Tania’s descent into dependency and depression - and her eventual decision to give up 
alcohol altogether - are chronicled in her acclaimed book Cleaning Up: How I Gave Up 
Drinking and Lived.  A few months ago, after six years of sobriety, Tania had a stroke.  She is 
only 41.  She has been told it could, possibly, have been caused by her past binge drinking…

It’s The Beer Talking
The truth about alcohol

“SAFE” DRINKING LIMITS:
2-3 units a day for women, 3-4 units a day for men.

TYPICAL UNIT COUNT:
Pint of ordinary lager: 2
175ml glass of red or white wine: (13% proof) 2.3
Pub measure of spirits: 1

MYTH:  Alcohol is a stimulant and gives you energy. 
TRUTH:   If this were true then town would be a lot more lively 

at 4 am. Alcohol is a depressant that affects and slows 
down the central nervous system. Although the initial 
effects may seem stimulating, cumulatively it slows 
down the way you think, speak, move and react.

MYTH:   ‘Beer before liquor, never been sicker / liquor before 
beer, you’re in the clear’, etc.

TRUTH:   No, mate. Your blood alcohol content is what 
determines how drunk you are. It doesn’t matter what 
type of alcohol you choose.

MYTH:   I can sober up quickly if I need to with a cold shower/
fresh air/hot coffee.

TRUTH:   Just as kissing can’t get you pregnant, taking a 
shower, drinking ten cups of coffee or eating a loaf of 
bread will not make you sober. Only time will remove 
alcohol from your system; depending on your weight, 
it takes about one hour to eliminate one unit of 
alcohol.

MYTH:   Drink drivers can be safe because they drive extra 
carefully so they don’t get pulled over.

TRUTH:   Don’t be soft, check back to the first myth. Alcohol 
slows down reaction time making driving a car a lot 
trickier than you think - even if you’ve only had the 
one. In 2002, alcohol was involved in 41% of all fatal 
crashes (NIDA).

MYTH:  Alcohol makes sex better.
TRUTH:   If only this were true. Alcohol is a pure bonk-on killer 

and can lower women’s sex drives, too. Having a 
skinful can lower some people’s inhibitions in social 
situations but (as we all know) that doesn’t always 
equate to better sex. It can affect your decision-
making ability which can lead to being stuck in some 
less than desirable or safe situations.

MYTH:   The worst thing that can happen if I drink too much is 
getting my stomach pumped.

TRUTH:   Alcohol poisoning can cause death, as can choking on 
your own vomit. Death has never been considered to 
be much fun and neither is cirrhosis of the liver, heart 
attacks and strokes, all of which are potential health 
risks associated with long-term, heavy use of alcohol.

MYTH:  Beer gets you less drunk than other drinks.
TRUTH:   Alcohol is alcohol; drink enough and you’ll get drunk. 

A pint of typical-strength beer (ABV 5%), a glass of 
wine (250ml, ABV 11%) or a large double vodka (70ml, 
ABV 38-40%) are all equally intoxicating, at around 2.8 
units of alcohol. It’s the alcohol itself, not the type of 
drink it’s found in, that makes you drunk.

MYTH:   Switching between beer, wine, and spirits will make 
you more drunk.

TRUTH:   This is the drinking equivalent of advertising ‘science’ 
- a load of old tosh. The only thing that necking a bit 
of everything will do is upset your stomach and make 
you feel a bit sick.

MYTH:   Eating a big meal, or ‘coating’ your stomach, before 
you drink will keep you sober.

TRUTH:   Drinking on a full stomach, or coating your stomach 
with a greasy or milky solution, will only delay the 
absorption of alcohol into the bloodstream, not 
prevent it. However, it is best to have a proper tea 
before a night out as a general rule.

MYTH:   Your body develops a tolerance to alcohol if you drink 
a lot regularly, so you can safely drink more.

TRUTH:   Nah mate - tolerance is a handy way to let you know 
that you’re damaging your innards and that your body 
has started to be affected by alcohol. The more you 
drink the more damage your body will sustain and the 
greater the risk of alcohol related problems become.

If you think you may have a problem with your drinking, 
are finding it difficult to cope on your own or are getting 
withdrawal symptoms, plenty of help and support is available. 
Visit your local alcohol help centre (listed in your telephone 
directory), call 0800 876 67 76 (textphone 0800 027 4114) or visit 
your GP. If you are a heavy drinker and might suffer alcohol 
withdrawal symptoms, NEVER stop drinking suddenly. Instead, 
cut down a little and get immediate medical advice.

www.nhs.uk/units

The Birth of the Booze
Binge Drinking: why it’s all our fault, again

Nottingham has one of the highest concentrations of drinking venues in the UK, with over three hundred within a square mile of 
the city centre. According to the BBC, tens of thousands of drinkers go out of a Saturday night, spending over a million pounds. 
Nottingham has played a defining role in the drinking economy of England thanks to the proposal of a new nightclub/bar in 1996, 
Liberty’s.

The liquor licensing laws in the UK at the time were pretty much based on the principle of ‘need’. A magistrate could reject 
an application on the grounds that the area did not require or need another drinking establishment. The Home Office had 
considered ditching this principle a couple of times since the seventies, because it was anticompetitive: the only thing that 
stopped them was fears for public safety. Thanks to a few alleged back-handers from the more-than-wealthy alcohol trade and a 
somewhat questionable Tory cabinet the decision was made that the principle of need should no longer be a factor in licensing 
decisions.

Notts Police were dead against the opening of Liberty’s, citing reams of statistics regarding drink-related public order problems, 
violence and hospital admittances. Thanks to a squadron of top-notch lawyers, however, Liberty’s license was granted. What 
had been a routine licensing application for a new bar became a landmark case which opened the floodgates for many more bars 
and clubs across the country, gaining licenses for empty banks, cinemas and even churches. Local authorities did not stand a 
chance at matching the legal teams and money that the drinks industry had at their disposal.

When the police appealed against the licencing of Liberty’s, the judge turned them down, predicting that the place would ‘a 
positive contribution to law and order and to the public good’. Liberty’s is currently shuttered up. The last time it was in the 
news, someone had bitten someone else’s nose off in there.

I’m not convinced about the unit-counting aspect of 
the Know Your Limits campaign. The maths of it is 
too hard - especially after the first drink - and the 
‘science’ behind it doesn’t really apply as people 
have such different body types.  It’s not just about 
being male or female.  Being different weights 
and sizes makes a massive difference too, as does 
individual physiology: some people simply process 
alcohol better than others.

The trouble is that in Britain we have a rather 
childish streak when it comes to our drinking culture 
- we’ll talk about how we got so drunk we pissed 
ourselves almost with a note of pride.  Obviously we 
don’t actually enjoy being smeared with sick, but 
we seem to consider that it comes with the territory 
of having fun and being a bit wild.  Drinking gives 
us the permission we seem to crave to be juvenile, 
dirty and imperfect.  We must be one of the few societies in the 
world where two people can go on a first date, get so drunk they 
puke and end up getting married.  Being a serious party animal is 
increasingly seen as a badge of honour and that’s where having 
more disposable income comes in, as we want to show publicly 
how successful and rich and strong we are.  It’s a continuum 
of consumption, where being a ‘lightweight’ is the ultimate 
putdown.

So, appealing to our vanity in terms of the night itself may not 
work - but perhaps ‘drinking alcohol makes you put on weight’ 
or a reminder that ‘drinking makes you feel shit the next day’ 
just might. If you got people to measure their hangovers - how 
they felt on a Sunday morning or at work after a ‘school night’ 
binge - using psychological tests about how they actually 
feel might make them realise that being semi-hungover all 
the time is going to make them depressed.  It’s important to 
remember that depression manifests itself in different ways, 
which might not involve sitting crying at home, or staring into 
space - it could involve aggression.  I don’t think most people 
realise how much the alcohol in our system actually affects us 
psychologically.

If everyone sobered up for a few months and let everything get 
out of their system, things would change radically.  We’d realise 
how shit things are in terms of equality, pay, debt and so on, 
and would actually do something about it.  Drinking is about 
anaesthetic as much as hedonism - as are all the drugs we 
do.  Cocaine, heroin, alcohol and cannabis all actually work to 
anaesthetise our senses.  They disinhibit you, but also kill pain 
and quieten our minds, and I don’t think it’s a coincidence. 

It’s frustrating, the insidious way that pressure is on people to 
conform and consume. Nobody is forcing us to get into debt, 
claw up the career tree or the property ladder, be a super mum 
and a super model - it’s framed as personal choice, but choice 

is an over-exaggerated term.  You let yourself get 
crowbarred into all kinds of things through group 
pressure and self pressure.  You have to be a very 
strong person not to get sucked in. It’s a taboo, 
really, to be content.

If people in this country could be more expressive 
and take more time to smell the roses, this might 
counter that need to get plastered - but we may 
have gone too far to come back.  We seem to be 
locked into a culture which gives such a strong 
sense of entitlement and which makes us so many 
promises that can never be fulfilled.  The media 
are full of celebrities and products which actually 
make us incredibly unhappy without even realising 
it. I can’t blame any young person, especially girls, 
for reacting to modern culture by getting trashed, 
as it means you can get away from having to be 

the perfect person all the time.  If you’re singing songs, grabbing 
guys’ crotches, having your eighteenth double vodka and puking 
everywhere, you don’t have to be that person anymore. 

One idea I like is if we could turn our intoxication into more of a 
special ritual. If everyone could just plan to have a huge two-day 
party every two or three weeks, once a month, maybe at the full 
moon, and it was a big deal and everyone was involved and we 
could discuss it and recover together for a few days.  I know it’s 
a fantasy but it might be a healthier and more satisfying way of 
doing it.

So the government hasn’t got it right yet - instead of 
understanding people they seem to treat them like an 
inconvenience to be herded around.  If your job doesn’t have the 
potential to make you a millionaire then they don’t pay much 
attention to you.  Therefore people can’t assume they can do 
whatever they like to their bodies and that the NHS will be able 
to bail them out.  I’ve learned the hard way that they don’t have 
the resources, nor the understanding.

I’m not anti-booze - I used to love getting drunk, but it stopped 
being fun.  Personally I’m always trying to learn from people 
who seem to have have found the right path in life, and trying 
to encourage others to find this for themselves, which in some 
ways explains my ‘sexual freedom’ work. I find that when 
people actually have an outlet to experience joy, release, 
expression and intimacy - in other words, contentment in 
forms of personal expression - they need booze less. I’m on a 
permanent quest for these sorts of things.  Sobering up isn’t 
about having less fun.  You can experience much more when 
you’re not anaesthetised by booze.

www.taniaglyde.com





www.leftlion.co.uk/issue24   9

Through his books he has constructed the definitive Nottingham 
landscape, producing narratives and characters which are 
constantly revisited, similar in principle to Balzac’s comédie 
humaine. The best-known family to reappear in his work are 
those lovable rogues, the Seaton family. Arthur Seaton first 
featured in a poem of 1950 which focused in on his thoughts 
while fishing. He would later be immortalised in Sillitoe’s 
seminal work, Saturday Night, Sunday Morning which won the 
Authors’ Club First Novel Award and was later turned into a film 
starring Albert Finney.    
  
Sillitoe is often lumped into the Angry Young Men genre which 
tends to simplify the depth of his characters. These are existential 
rebels with a cause. Think of the integrity of Colin Smith and 
what he sacrificed to achieve self-understanding by losing that 
long, lonely race. The same applies to Arthur Seaton. He requires 
a couple of bruises on his journey to discover who and what he 
actually is. Respect is not a given: it is something earned, and it 
is certainly not the repository of the middle-class authority figures 
who are so often manipulated by their more cunning inferiors. 
  
Having grown up in chronic poverty and witnessed his illiterate 
father dragged off to jail for the crime of being unable to pay for 
food, he has been a constant voice for the underdog by portraying 
their struggle with dignity, compassion and most importantly, 
truth. Sillitoe reminds us of the most important facts of all: Trust 
the gut. Know thyself. Never give in. That, readers, is why you 
should pay attention because as petrol goes up and your self 
esteem goes down, this eighty year-old man might just offer you 
the one commodity the bastards can’t steal from you; hope. 

Mr Sillitoe… 
It’s Alan. Please call me Alan. 
  
Alan. Firstly, thanks a lot for agreeing to do the interview, we 
really appreciate it. You’ve been a big influence on LeftLion 
and one of the reasons we started up - so much so that we 
nicked ‘All The Rest Is Propaganda’ off you… 
I noticed. That was wonderful of you, thank you very much. 
  
No, thank you. 
I’ve got the last two copies of the paper. It’s wonderful. Spot on. 
  

What was it like growing up in Nottingham? 
I lived in Radford, mostly. And it was very good really. It was a 
jungle. I don’t mean a terrible jungle, but a benign jungle where 
we knew every twist and turn and double alley. 
  
A happy place? 
We all felt perfectly safe as kids and it was a good place to grow 
up actually. I had a good education at Radford Boulevard. They 
taught me to read, taught me to write, they gave me an interest 
in history and geography, and that’s all I needed. In those days, 
you had to spell properly - nowadays it doesn’t matter, apparently, 

but I think that’s a load o’ bollocks. If you can spell, you can do 
everything with the English language that you need to. 

Radford’s slowly becoming a student area now… 
I’ve been around, yeah, sure. I think the Radford Arms is still 
there though. At least it was when I was last there. It was a big 
pub, standing in a vast open space and they decided to leave it. 

Well I’m sure the developers will be eyeing it up sooner or later. 
Oh yes, they do things like that. Some of the houses they knock 
down are alright, actually. The house we lived in wasn’t particularly 
okay, although it wasn’t bad. People used to say to me ‘what was it 
like growing up in the slums?’, and I’d say ‘fuck you. I didn’t grow 
up in the slums’. Radford was alright, it wasn’t slummy. We all 
knew where everything was and we had a good time. 
  
So whereabouts in Radford? 
We lived about a hundred yards from the Raleigh Factory where we 
were on munitions during the war. When I say munitions, I mean 
shell taps and fuses, things like that. I went to work there in 1942 
when I was fourteen, and stayed there for three months and then 
went to a place on Dulwich Road, which I don’t think exists any 
longer. They were making plywood parts for invasion barges and 
mosquito bombers. All I wanted to do was get in the Air Force and 
bomb Germany. That’s all anyone wanted to do in those days of 
course.

You were one of the few public figures to support the Iraq War. 
Given what’s happened since, is it a view you still stand by? 
Not entirely. But to a certain extent, I do, because I believe that 

Saturday 
Night’s 
Alright 
For 
Writing
Alan Sillitoe is unquestionably 
the greatest writer to emerge 
from the region and certainly 
one of the master storytellers of 
his generation. Born the second 
of five children on the outskirts 
of Nottingham in 1928 he has 
produced over fifty books; 
including poetry, children’s 
books, travelogues, screenplays, 
non-fiction and essays. That’s 
not bad for a man who failed 
his eleven-plus and left school 
at the tender age of fourteen, 
particularly when you consider 
nowadays you need a degree to 
clean a toilet. 

words: James Walker
photo: Dom Henry

I wasn’t sitting there thinking, 

‘ah, this is fucking prophetic, mate,’ 

not at all.



If Arthur Seaton were 21 today, much of his life would have 
changed. But not that much.

He’d still be living at home with his Mam, but chances are that 
his Dad wouldn’t be there, divorce having been a luxury in 
1958 but almost an obligation today. As for his neighbourhood, 
the only arse he would be shooting would be Bowser’s on his 
Nintendo Wii, because in 2008 nobody knows their neighbour 
at all, let alone enough to shoot them for gossiping. In any 
case, Mrs Bull would be too busy watching Big Brother and 
exchanging tittle-tattle on the Popbitch message board. And 

waving a gun out of the window in Radford is not the cleverest 
thing in the world to do these days. 

Workwise, he would no longer be stuck in front of a lathe, 
worrying about how much piecework he could do in a shift. 
Instead, he would be sat in front of a computer terminal (probably 
for the public sector or a faceless corporation) deleting emails, 
attending health and safety training and uploading statistics to 
cover his department’s arse. Propaganda is the one thing which 
hasn’t changed over fifty years. It’s just taken different forms.

Arthur could forget about relieving the monotony of repetitive 
labour by pissing about, because laughter is not allowed in the 
modern workplace, lest someone take offence and notify HR. 
Instead, he kills time by trying to look busy and insulting people on 
the LeftLion forum. He could also forget about working his fingers 
to the bone to earn some extra beer money - flexible working these 
days requires a fifteen-page business plan and approval by ten 
line managers. Instead of working his arse off for overtime, he’ll be 
working just as hard to avoid it, now that it’s unpaid.

Arthur still likes his pint, but he also likes his shorts, his 
cocktails, his alcopops and his shots. Concoctions that the 

Arthur of ’58 would consider ‘women’s drinks’ are decked 
without a second thought by his modern-day counterpart, who 
also enjoys the luxury of a credit card. No more waiting until 
payday or having to eke out your wages when you have a handy 
bit of plastic. No more trolling around local pubs, either - only old 
men and nutters frequent locals these days.

Arthur would still be fighting, just not on the street, lest it be picked 
up by CCTV and shown on Central News East. His new enemy 
would be anonymous and harder to pin down; the ‘no smoking, no 
drinking, no hunting, no fucking’ puritanical killjoys mentioned by 
Sillitoe in his interview, who are the oppressors fifty years on.

Summing it all up, although today’s Arthur Seaton probably has 
an easier, more leisure-orientated life than his predecessor, he 
also has a greater need to get out of it now than he did in 1958. 
Sex and booze would still play a great part in his life, but nobody 
would be shocked by that anymore. Pills, weed and coke would 
be added to the mix, but then again no-one would be shocked 
by that either. The weekend would be just as vital and relevant 
as ever, but with a credit card bill the size of Mrs. Bull’s arse 
awaiting him Sunday morning.
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giving the people there a say in their own destiny is a good idea. 
But obviously they don’t seem to think so. And now it’s very 
difficult for us to come out of it and leave them on their own. It’s 
a shame they’re not more educated, and that religion has such a 
high place in their life. If it didn’t, they’d be alright. But they’ve 
buggered it up, really. You can’t help some people. 
  
I think the problem with modern warfare is that the motives 
are dubious to say the least. There isn’t the same moral 
conviction that your generation, rightly, felt. You knew who 
the enemy was. I’m worried that we don’t. 
It’s more complicated now, that’s a fact. But there’s another 
major difference. These days soldiers are volunteers. 
  
Meaning? 
You can’t volunteer for the army today and not expect that you 
won’t be bloody killed. It’s terrible. I... grieve for the parents, 
I really do. You’re a young man of twenty or sixteen, and the 
minute you volunteer your life is at risk from that point onwards. 
That’s your lot, really. You can’t volunteer and not expect to be 
put at risk. It’s terrible, but fact. 
  
You have become synonymous with the city and as a result, 
every new local writer who breaks through is instantly 
compared to you. How does this make you feel?   
Well it doesn’t make me feel very good, really. Every new writer 
has their own fingerprint, if you like. I suppose it’s a matter 
of art - if you can stomach that word. I don’t use it lightly. If 
you’ve got something to say, you’ve got to say it in the most 
direct way possible. There’s this [Nicola] Monaghan woman 
who wrote The Killing Jar, she’s really very good. She’s got her 
own private, personal, stamp on writing. If you don’t find that, 
then it’s no good. 
  
Where did you find your voice?    
I found mine, well…it took about ten years, but I did find it 
eventually. But to go back to your original question, I don’t feel 
good when they compare me to them or them to me. I don’t feel 
terrible either. But let them. This is what the media do. You have 
to fight free of all types of prejudices in life. 
  
Many of your characters escape the humdrum of their lives 
through petty crime or heavy drinking. Presently, Nottingham 
has a bad reputation for both. Do you think your stories have 
somehow contributed to this myth, or have the media used it 
for their own agenda? 
I don’t know really. I mean this type of crime you get in 
Nottingham now is nothing like the kind of crime the people I 
knew when growing up would ever perpetrate. We wouldn’t 

dare. I wrote before the druggy era and what they then called 
the ‘black crime’- which sounds terrible to hear of now as the 
drug pushers are both black and white, of course.   

Do you sense this change in the city when you visit? 
I came up to Nottingham about two years ago, and instead of 
going to stay with my brothers I stayed in a hotel right at the top of 
Hockley, behind the Council House. It was Friday night, and I went 
out after having a bite to eat and I saw all these lovely girls, queuing 
up at cashpoints to get money and go to the clubs and get stinking! 

Did they try to shoot you? 
(laughs) They were all very nice.  I didn’t stay out till 2am to see 
what the scene was like then, but I enjoyed seeing the beginning 
and stayed out till midnight. Then I went and got some kip. The 
girls, the boys, the young men, they were all really polite. 
  
So should we be afraid of the new generation? 
I don’t believe that they’re all wicked kids, and that they should be 
stopped from drinking, smoking, fucking, hunting… whatever they 
want to do. The administrators would like everyone to be tame and 

not do anything that they wouldn’t approve of. I don’t know. 
I wonder if there is a generational difference in attitude 
towards crime, perhaps even in need. People don’t seem to 
be committing crime out of necessity but rather for the sheer 
hell of it, which is more or less what the media seem to be 
indicating.   
Well if it’s there, nick it. That’s what we used to say. 
  
So things haven’t changed at all? 
When I grew up in Nottingham, up to the age of eighteen, I, we, 
were lucky. I had plenty of work and I didn’t have to do anything 
that I didn’t want to do. All I did was work, which was alright 
- because after all, that’s what you’re on the Earth for, you know. 
So I consider myself lucky. I don’t know what young people are 
meant to do these days when they can’t work but then they don’t 
start, that’s a fact. 

I don’t think we have the same level of ‘want’ though. We can 
get anything on credit. 
I was brought up not to do that. You didn’t get anything on tick. 
You either paid or went without. 
  
A lesson learnt from personal experience? 
Having seen my father taken off to prison because he got 
something on tick that he couldn’t finally afford to pay, I thought, 
fuck that, that’s no good. And I never did it. I never owed any 
money. But I emphasise that I was lucky because I could earn it. 
Not a lot, mind you, but enough to keep me in the clear. 

The digested read 

21-year-old Arthur Seaton works hard (Monday to Friday, capstan lathe in turnery department, knocking out bits at a rate of 
four-and-six a hundred) and plays hard (getting battered, knocking off a prial of girls, two of whom are sisters and married to 
his workmate and his workmate’s squaddie brother). The job is crap, but made bearable by piss-taking and bullshitting. He 
absolutely pisses his job, but dodges the suspicions of Robboe the foreman who would happily dock his wages if he senses he’s 
trying it on. He takes what he can, in and out of the factory, because there’s sod all else in post-war Britain. In between fishing, 
bike rides, grafting, shooting an airgun at his nosy neighbours and pub crawls, Arthur gets workmate’s missus Brenda pregnant. 
Under the watchful eye of Emler, local batchy sort, Brenda necks a bottle of gin in a hot bath. A relieved Arthur then cops off with 
Winnie. Arthur gets his comeuppance, courtesy of Winnie’s husband and his mate. Battered and bruised, he takes a couple of 
days off work, reflects on his behaviour, and gets engaged to the less complicated Doreen. Now he has to outwit her watchful 
mother if he is to get his leg over. Life is a series of battles. Moral: Don’t Let The Bastards Grind You Down. 
  

And the really, really digested read really digested read really

Lairy factory pisshead shag-rat gets kaylide, puts MILF up the stick, shoots neighbourhood nosey parker in the arse, 
teks a panning, settles down a bit. 

Arthur Century Later ITV were supposed to remake Saturday Night and Sunday Morning 
this year, but they chickened out.  So what would today’s Arthur 
Seaton be like? James Walker and Rikki Marr have a stab at it…

 Arthur Seaton, 1958 Arthur Seaton, 2008
Occupation: Factory worker, Raleigh Council worker

Appearance: Burtons suit Has mate at Paul Smith’s

Vehicle: Push-bike Chipped City Rider card

Lives:  With parents With Mam and her current bloke

Hobbies: Fishing and bike rides Fishing and bike rides on the Wii

On Friday night, gives Mam: 90% of wage packet His latest credit card bill, and a promise 
  that it won’t happen again

Ground down by: The Bastards Thirtysomething women at Jumpin’ Jaks

Strength: A fightin’ pit-prop Dead good at Wii Boxing

Last run-in with coppers over: Firing an air rifle at the arse  Tagging ‘C-TON YER GET MEH BRAP’ 
 of local nosey parker on tram stops

Indulgence: Nine pints (bitter) Nine-bar (‘sweet’)

Women on the go: Three Unsure

Saturday night diversion: The White Horse The white lines

Says: ‘I’m me and nobody else’ ‘What?’

People used to say to me ‘what was it like 

growing up in the slums?’, and I’d say 

‘I didn’t grow up in the slums’. 

Radford was alright, it wasn’t slummy.
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There seems to be a real fatalism about Saturday night. You’ve 
got to get drunker than ever... 
There’s a part of me that thinks fucking good; get drunk, get pissed 
up, why not, what the hell. Then there’s another part of me that 
thinks no, don’t do it, learn, be careful, hoard your money, work as 
hard as you can. I’m sort of two people in that respect. But I can’t 
help admiring people who say, ‘fuck ‘em all, let’s get pissed’. 
  
I suppose this is Arthur Seaton’s dilemma? 
True enough. That’s why I was taken to draw him in a realistic 
way, with sympathy. Because people that you write about, 
you’ve got to love in a way, otherwise you won’t get the truth. 
  
I guess conformity is inevitable in the end. At the end of 
Saturday Night and Sunday Morning Arthur gets engaged and 
reflects that ‘we’re all caught one way or another’. 
There’s a rite of passage that you go through. I didn’t really need 
to do it because of various circumstances, but a lot fight their 
way through then settle down. It’s better to do it and settle 
down than not do it and settle down in my view. 
  
The need for escapism is as relevant now as it was fifty years 
ago. The only difference being that Arthur’s lathe has been 
replaced with a computer terminal. 
I honestly don’t know. I suppose he’d have a job driving a van 
somewhere, but I can’t say. 
  
Saturday Night and Sunday Morning seems a more prophetic 
vision of society than, say, 1984. Is the need to escape 
therefore an ageless thing, part of the human condition? 
A book like 1984 is pretty good, but it’s a work of the imagination. 
It’s right in some ways and not in others, like everything else. But 
I don’t know whether Saturday Night and Sunday Morning was 
prophetic. To me, I sat under an orange tree in Majorca writing it, 
thinking this is all right because I’m writing about something I 
know, and so on. I wasn’t sitting there thinking, ‘ah, this is fucking 
prophetic, mate,’ not at all. You write and do the best you can 
and you wait, if you’re daft enough, for the critics to tell you what 
you’ve done and what was in your mind, although you don’t think 
anything of them either. You just do what you want to do. Do what 
you have to do, and do what you can do. 
  
Do you think you would have still been able to write the novel 
if you had remained in Nottingham? 
I’m not sure. I think I still would have been able to produce it 
but it would have been twice as long and therefore not as good. 
A thousand miles south meant I was perhaps able to produce 
it a lot clearer than if I had stayed in Nottingham. You just don’t 
know. If. If. If. What can you say? 
  
Don’t you think it’s ironic that you’re the literary voice of 
Nottingham when you left here before you were even published? 
I don’t think I’ve left Nottingham altogether - I certainly never 
left it in my spirit. I physically left it not because I disliked it, but 
because I wanted to see other places in the world. 
  
Well, you can return anytime you like, now that you’ve been 
given the keys to the city. How does that feel?      
I thought it was very good. I’ve always had a very soft spot for 
Nottingham. I was born there, brought up there, been in contact 
with the place through family in all the time I’ve lived in other 
places. I really do have a soft spot for it, like it, and I’m always up 
and down anyway. Apart from that, it’s a wonderful place. It really is 
one of the great cities of England. There’s no doubt about that at all. 
  
We interviewed local grocers the Thompson brothers recently, 
and they said that Nottingham is a friendly place due to it having 
such a mix of industries...
Yes, I think that could possibly be true. You had Boots, Raleigh, 
Players, lots of other little cottage industries, but I think the most 
important thing was the housing. If you lived in Radford, Basford 
or West Bridgford you were living in each other’s pockets in a 
way. You couldn’t really do anything bad, because everyone had 
their noses out of the windows and would say, ‘Hey you, what 
are you fucking around with? Our Fred will set onto you’. 
It was quite rich. 
  

So what do you miss about Nottingham? 
The thing I notice about Nottingham or have done over the years 
is that when I come back and call on my two brothers and we 
all put on our flat caps and go to the pub, I find that however 
much people seem to change, they still retain the same accent 
and slang. There’s a certain core, and of course even other 
people like Muslims pick it up, which is good because it helps 
them integrate. I think this is what I really like about the place; 
the accent is still there and so people of Nottingham are quite 
eternal to me. People are very nice. Charming. You know where 
you stand with them, at least. 
  
Now the factories are gone, Nottingham seems to be casting 
round for a new identity. What do you think about that? 
If you leave it to the people, they’ll give you the identity. The people 
of Nottingham are so positive in a sense, that when the factories 
go, a new identity will be brewed out of the people, who sooner or 
later will see what exactly is needed. You can try to give a place an 
identity, but it’s the people who live there that make it happen. 
  
We’ll be able to use a Speaker’s Corner soon. What do you 
think about things like that? 
Speakers’ Corner is a good idea, but it’s a way of keeping the 

people down. As long as they’ve got a place to spout what they 
think they won’t go out and blow any buildings up, which is fair 
enough. We don’t want that anyway. 
  
What do you think Arthur Seaton would say?  
‘Fucking hell’, and ‘God’, he might say that as well! (Laughter) It 
would definitely be off the cuff that’s for sure. I wrote a novel called 
Birthday which I think probably gives a good indication of what 
Arthur Seaton would say today because it’s about his present life 
and how he went on from Saturday Night and Sunday Morning. 
  
And what would you talk about? 
Oh, I don’t know, I’d have to think about that a little more. I couldn’t 
just say it off the cuff. I would waffle on I suppose about non-
smoking, non- drinking, non-fucking, non-hunting, non-this and that 
and the way the puritanical system was trying to beat one down.    
  
Saturday Night and Sunday Morning is such a cult novel 
because it’s about fighting against the system, which seems 
increasingly difficult to do today. What can people do to stop 
the bastards grinding them down? 
You can’t do anything. You walk around and you’ve got cameras 
looking at you. Take a piss in the corner and they take a picture. 
  
In the book Arthur is bedridden for three days. Was this 
based on the eighteen months you spent in hospital with 
tuberculosis? 
No, it wasn’t. It just came out of imagination. Arthur is 
bedridden out of self-indulgence. He just couldn’t get over 
the idea that he’d been pissed about with and beaten up, and 
wanted to reflect on his life without too much disturbance from 
the outside world. 
  
Arthur finds escapism at the lathe or fishing. Are these 
introspections the only place we can find true freedom? 
You find your own ways of doing things, that’s all, and I just 
imagined that these were the kind of things these people 
would find. 
  
Freedom for Colin Smith in Loneliness of the Long Distance 
Runner comes from deliberately losing the race. Was this always 
your intention, or did it become clearer as the book progressed? 
Yes, it was my intention from the start to make Colin Smith lose 
the race. If he had won the race, he wouldn’t have been half the 
man he was. He had to lose. 
  
Fifty years on we have the iPod generation. It would seem 
everybody wants distracting, rather than freedom to think. 
Well, you don’t need these cheap toys. I just have a pen and a 
typewriter. Mind you, I have the radio as well of course. But you 
can live without all these toys.  
  
Ernest Burton, whose grave the Seaton brothers visit towards 
the end of A Man of His Time, was too busy grafting to put food 
on the table to think. What can we learn from him? 
I think he’s someone to emulate - not in his worst moments, but 
in his attitude. He lived through a terrible time. People could 
learn from his stoicism, hard work and so on. 
  
And it also seems to me that one lesson readers can learn 
from Burton, Arthur Seaton and Colin Smith is that status, 
authority even, is something earned rather than inherited. 
I’ve always strongly believed in a meritocracy, where people 
make their mark through their talent alone. There was a stage 
in my life where I truly thought the class system was dying out, 
and I still hope it does. Some of the greatest English people 
England has ever produced - engineers, scientists, even writers 
- never even went to university. 
  
Is there anything else you’d like to say to LeftLion readers? 
Keep on keeping on. Believe in yourself, and be kind to other 
people. Something nonsensical like that.

Alan Sillitoe is currently working on his next book which will be 
set in Nottingham. When we asked what it was about, he said 

‘give me six months, and I’ll be able to tell you then.’

Like a kaylide youth falling down a flight of stairs, the 
stuffy world of literary criticism was bowled over by 

Saturday Night Sunday Morning...

‘Even if he never writes anything more, he has assured 
himself a place in the history of the English novel.’

Anthony West, The New Yorker, 5 September 1959. 

‘Unassuming but very outspoken and vivid glimpse 
of working class life.’ 

Richard Mayne, The Times, 12 October 1958. 

‘That rarest of all finds: a genuine, no-punches-
pulled, unromanticised working-class novel, 

which makes Room at the Top look like a 
vicarage tea-party by comparison.’

Peter Green, Daily Telegraph, 17 October 1958. 

‘The honesty and authenticity of his writing...
when he describes an English working-class home, 

we feel sure that we are seeing the real thing, 
not a sentimental Hollywood substitute.’

James Yaffe, Saturday Review, 5 September 1959. 
 

‘All the characters, but particularly the hero, have the 
deep-rooted sense of being exploited, bamboozled, 

lied to and generally made use of by a nameless ‘they ’, 
the possessing, ruling class, who exist as a kind of 

faceless pin-striped army of puppet-masters, working 
away in a dimension where they can’t be got at.’

John Wain, The Observer 12, October 1958. 

1. SNSM was unwittingly part of the Angry 
Young Man movement of the late fifties, along 
with John Osborne’s Look Back in Anger and 
John Braine’s Room at the Top. Unlike Jimmy 
Porter (the sulky, middle-class protagonist of 
the former) and Joe Lampton (the voraciously 
aspirational star of the latter), our Arthur is 
common as muck and wants to bring the toffs 
down, not join them.

2. Unlike most films of the time, SNSM 
was actually filmed mainly on location in 
Nottingham, instead of London and the Home 
Counties. Don’t go looking for the new council 
estate that Arthur and Doreen take a goz at in 
the final scene, though: it’s actually in Wembley. 
 
3. Although Sillitoe had nothing to do with the 
production of the film, his old house (where his 
Mam still lived) was used as a location. Not only 
that, but his brother Michael plays the drums in 
the pub band at the beginning of the film. 

4. Despite initial misgivings about the book, 
Raleigh were so enamoured of the proposed 
film (not to mention the free publicity therein) 
that they encouraged the producers to use its 
real name during location filming, instead of the 
original ‘Trentside Industries Ltd’. 
  
5. SNSM was the first starring vehicle for 
Albert Finney and only his second screen role. 
Alarmingly Manc-ish accent aside, he nailed the 
role of Seaton to such an extent that he’s been 
described as 'the closest Britain ever got to 
having its own James Dean or Marlon Brando'. 
  
6. SNSM also marked the directorial 
debut of Karel Reisz, who was one of 669 
Czechoslovakian children rescued from a Nazi 
concentration camp by Sir Nicholas Winton 
during World War II, and a co-founder of 
the Free Cinema movement which radically 
changed the face of documentary-making in 
the UK.

7. Hylda Baker - who plays Arthur’s Aunt Ada, and 
is the only cast member to even vaguely approach 
a Notts accent - not only went on to star in one of 
the biggest sitcoms of the early seventies (Nearest 
and Dearest), but also recorded a frighteningly 
successful cover version of You’re The One That I 
Want with Arthur Mullard that reached No.22 in 
1978. Their combined age at the time: 141. 

8. The film was co-produced by Bryan Forbes 
(a British independent producer) and Harry 
Saltzman, a Canadian who took his cut of the 
proceeds from the film and invested them in the 
film rights to a series of books that had been 
passed over by assorted production companies, 
as they were seen as unsuitable for film. The 
central character? James Bond.   
  
9. The score is by the great John Dankworth, 
who went on to write the theme tunes to 
Tomorrow’s World, Survival and The Avengers. 
His pianist at the time, who can be heard on 
the soundtrack, is none other than a very young 
Dudley Moore. 
 
10. SNSM went on to scoop Best Film at the 
BAFTA Awards of 1961, where Albert Finney 
also won Best Newcomer. 
  

Howard Jacks 

Saturday Night and Sunday Morning, The Movie: A Primer 



‘Th e Nottingham audience, sprinkled 
with Mod hair-dos and jackets, loved 
it clamorously.’ 

Ronald Bryden, Th e Statesman, 20 May 1964

Just before making his West End debut and becoming one of of the country’s 
foremost actors, Sir Ian McKellen was part of the Nottingham Playhouse’s 
inaugural season in 1963-64, and the first actor to play Saturday Night and 
Sunday Morning’s Arthur Seaton on stage in a ten-week run that rammed 
out the new building and delighted critics and audiences alike… 

12   www.leftlion.co.uk/issue24

‘Oh my GOD! You’re ALAN SILLITOE!’ 
Nicola Monaghan meets her hero, and just about manages to hold it down… 
  
I almost met Alan for the first time at the stage production of Saturday Night and Sunday Morning at Lakeside early 2006. I had 
gone outside with my husband so he could smoke and Alan was there with his pipe. I was too starstruck to speak to him, though 
I desperately wanted to squeal a little and say ‘Oh my God, you’re Alan Sillitoe, You wrote, like, the best book in the world and I 
answered questions about you on my O-level English paper and everything.’ I managed to resist the urge to embarrass everyone and 
give away my age. And anyway, a journalist type was giving him the third degree about what he thought of being quoted for the title 
of an album by the next big thing at the time, the Arctic Monkeys. 
  
The next time I saw him was at the Authors’ Club Awards when I won my Betty Trask. We were standing almost back to back when 
I turned and noticed him, then tried to restrain the excitement in my voice and not point as I turned to tell my husband who I’d 
seen. Chad skipped off and took a book from the Chatto Killing Jar display and gave it to Alan, who then asked me to sign it. This 
messed with my head a little; my equivalent to most people’s meeting Elvis and being asked to sing for him. I signed the book and 
Alan asked me to put our address inside the cover too. To my delight, some weeks later I got a letter from Alan saying how much he 
had enjoyed it. Besides providing my publisher with some lovely cover quotes, this made my year. That letter is stored in a very safe 
place to show my kids and their kids when they learn to read. Although at the rate I’m going this could be a century or two away, 
I’m convinced they’ll still be reading Sillitoe, and that they will be impressed. 
  

Nicola Monaghan is the author of The Killing Jar and Starfishing. 
www.nicolamonaghan.co.uk 

Lairy, Sweary, 
Quite Contrary
Arthur Seaton wasn’t the first (or last) chelpy-as-owt 
legend to spring from the psyche of Nottingham, 
says Wayne Burrows 
  
Alan Sillitoe crashed into the literary scene of the late 1950s 
with all the force of one of Arthur Seaton’s drunken plunges 
off a barstool. His account of working-class Nottingham life 
has weathered well enough to feel pretty accurate even now. 
Scrapping and binge drinking are traditions still upheld during 
Saturday nights in the city centre, and bright working class lads 
are still giving their betters the kind of inventive lip that Sillitoe 
created for Arthur. But then, Saturday Night and Sunday Morning 
didn’t so much mark a new beginning as the latest twist on an old 
Nottingham theme of not taking it lying down. 
  
We are, after all, the city that razed its own Castle, and our 
earliest surviving writings are probably the Robin Hood ballads, 
written in praise of another character prone to kicking against 
authority, getting into scraps and generally raising merry, if 
chivalrous, mayhem after a few flagons of mead round the forest 
campfire. 
  
It’s not a great leap from the outlaw gang of Robin Hood to 
that other nonconformist aristocrat George Gordon Noel, better 
known as Lord Byron, who not only invented 
everything we now mean by a rock star 
lifestyle, but also penned some of the most 
subversive verse of his own or any other 
age. Byron’s epitaph for Lord Castlereagh 
- a Tory minister who introduced laws in the 
early 19th century not a million miles away 
from the current Criminal Justice Act - ends 
with a description of his grave and the blunt 
instruction: ‘Stop, traveller, and piss’. 
  
D.H. Lawrence, like Byron, also found himself exiled during 
his lifetime, testing the limits of respectable public debate in 

England to a degree that still makes some 
readers uncomfortable (as late as 1963, Lady 

Chatterley’s Lover was at the centre of an 
obscenity trial where the chief prosecutor 
asked if it was a book ‘one would 
want one’s wives or servants to read’). 
Lawrence’s great novels of the early 20th 
century also blaze the trail for Arthur, with 
a succession of miners’ sons involved in 

their own kinds of rebellion against their 
backgrounds. 

  
With Arthur’s arrival, the nonconforming 
traditions of ordinary Nottingham folk finally 
got a look in, and his influence continues 
today in the cult status of Brian Clough - who 
I’ve always thought seemed like football’s 
very own Arthur Seaton, with his chippy 
quotability and refusal to bow to the yoke. 
  
One day, the council might even replace their 
slanty Ns and ‘proud and ambitious’ logos with something more 
fundamental to the city’s sense of itself. Just imagine it -the next 
big city PR campaign fronted by Arthur, fag cocked, with ‘Don’t 
Let The Bastards Grind You Down’ flapping round his head on a 
fancy scroll. 

Wayne Burrows is the Editor of Staple magazine. 
See Reviews page for further details
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Had you seen the film version before you took on the role 
of Seaton? 
I’d never seen the film, and I still haven’t. As a matter for fact, I 
can’t remember if I even read the book - it was over forty years 
ago, after all. As an actor, I’ve found it isn’t always helpful to 
read the source material, because that’s what the playwright 
has done, and after all, you’re doing their version. It’s not 
very helpful for you to say, ‘Look, there’s a wonderful scene 
here that you’ve omitted.’ Of course, I knew about the film - it 
was very important at the time that those sort of films about 
working-class people were being made. 
  
What was your immediate reaction 
to the script? 
I thought, ‘Oh dear, I’m going to have 
to do a Nottingham accent.’ Coming 
from Lancashire sort of helped, but I 
knew I was going to have to perform 
in front of local people. I visited Mrs 
Sillitoe in her house, and she talked 
enthusiastically about Alan, and 
came to see the show with relatives, 
and she said she enjoyed it, so I think 
I got away with it. Incidentally, David 
Brett, who wrote the adaptation, 
was employed as the Playhouse’s 
Dramatist, but he also earned a 
living as the Stage Doorman! A very 
nice fellow. 
  
We know some actors who were 
told at drama school that the 
Nottingham accent is the hardest 
to imitate in the country… 
Well, I’m glad I didn’t know that at 
the time. Being surrounded by local 
people was a help, of course, but I 
wouldn’t say my accent was the best 
part of my performance. 
  
So where were you at the time, careerwise? 
I’d been acting for three years professionally in Coventry and 
Ipswich, and then I joined Frank Dunlop’s company for the 
first season at the Playhouse, starting with Coriolanus, then I 
was involved with every production that season. 
  
How did you get on with the role of Seaton? 
(laughs) Well, what were you doing 45 years ago? I think 
that’d be for other people to judge. He wasn’t at all like me; 
he was a roustabout who drank a lot and involved himself in 

lots of activities that I wouldn’t, but that made it easier for me 
to get absorbed in a lifestyle I wasn’t involved in. I certainly 
didn’t find it a difficult part to play - the story races along, you 
know, and it’s a very simple one. 
  
Did you enjoy the run? 
It was a leading part in a new play that was very much relevant 
to its audience - I don’t suppose that there was a spare ticket 
to be had at any performance - and I enjoyed it enormously. 
It was presented very cleverly on stage with back projections 
that the locals would recognise, and I seem to recall the stage 

revolved at times. There was a lot 
of movement, and I enjoyed the 
technicality of it all - having to hit 
the right spot at the right time. You 
had to click straight into the scenes, 
because they weren’t long. It was 
actually like a musical without the 
music. It was more of a happening 
than a play. 
  
Out of all the plays you acted in 
at the Playhouse, which one was 
your favourite? 
Well, Saturday Night and Sunday 
Morning was a big deal for me 
- the production was supposed 
to transfer to the West End, but I 
decided I wouldn’t go with it; I was 
too busy trying to learn how to act 
to appear in London. 1964 was the 
400th anniversary of Shakespeare’s 
birth, and I played the lead in a 
little-known play of his called Sir 
Thomas More, and I got quite a bit of 
attention for my part in Coriolanus. 
Looking back, I chiefly remember 
the excitement of opening up a new 

theatre. The National Theatre had just opened up in London, 
but didn’t have its own premises at the time. And we rather 
thought that we were the National Theatre, because there we 
were in the middle of the country in an extremely successful 
place. The restaurant and café was always full, you could 
never get a seat, it was the place everyone wanted to visit 
- we felt that we were all involved in something special. We 
got a lot of attention from the national press, and I feel it really 
helped establish my subsequent career. 
  

Al Needham
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What was the last thing you were sick over? 
a) An elderly couple 
b) The back of your Dad’s head on the way to Skeggy 
c) Geisha shutting down 
  
What was the last thing that knocked you on your back on a 
Saturday night? 
a) A lorry in Derby 
b) A hen party, scattering from a fight outside a kebab shop
c) The bill for six sambucas in the Lace Market 
  
Which of these women are you most likely to have had an affair 
with? 
a) Two married women who also happen to be sisters 
b) A Nana in a mini-skirt at Jumpin’ Jaks 
c)  A robot on a text messaging service that advertises on Channel Five 

after midnight 
  
Where was the last place you had sex out of the bedroom? 
a) Strelley Woods 
b) A wank in the bushes at the Racecourse on dogging night
c) A caravan in Ingoldmells 
  
Which of these did you last out-drink? 
a) A gobby sailor who thought he was summat 
b) That drippy bint in HR at the last work do 
c) Your four-year-old nephew, last Christmas 
  
You find out that your girlfriend is pregnant, and you’re not ready to 
settle down. You deal with it by... 
a)  Taking her to a sucky old mentalist woman who sticks her in a tin 

bath and forces gin down her neck while you nob her sister 
b)  Making an arse of yourself on telly by shouting “I want DNA test, 

Trisharr!”
c) Baalin’ your eyes out like a big mardy-arsed yitneh
  
How many drinks does it take to make you collapse? 
a) Eleven pints of bitter and seven small gins 
b) Ten Bacardi Breezers and six Aftershocks   
c) One can of Top Deck 
  

There is no point saving your wages because: 
a)  The Yanks might do something daft, like dropping an H-Bomb on 

Moscow 
b)  The Yanks might do something daft, like giving mortgages to greedy 

bastards with fuck-all credit 
c) Daddy can always top up my trust fund 
 
How old were you when you started work?
a) 15 
b) What’s work?
c) 31, after completing your second PhD 
  
When you’ve finished work, how long does it take to clean the dirt 
off your hands? 
a) Half an hour 
b) A quick rinse under the tap, and a wipe on your suit trousers
c) What’s dirt? 
  
You find a dead mouse at work. Do you: 
a) Put it under a female colleague’s chair 
b) Ring up IT for a replacement
c) Bury it in the back garden with a crucifix made of sucker sticks 
  
What you’re after is: 
a) A good time
b) A reasonably satisfying career
c) A decent job in your Dad’s firm after you graduate     
  
Mostly A’s 
Congratulations. Your great grandfather is Ernest Burton and the 
bastards will never grind you down. 
  
Mostly B’s 
You may look the part, but it’s all propaganda. The only reason you’ve 
got soiled knickers in your pocket is because you bought them off eBay. 
  
Mostly C’s 
Whatever people say you are, that’s what you’re not. As long as they 
say anything other than; “Oh, he’s a right ponce, him.”

Are you Arthur Seaton? 
If you think that being fined seventy quid for pissing in a taxi rank 
makes you the spiritual heir to Arthur Seaton, think on. 
Tek this here quiz, and find out for yoursen...   

Gin and Beer
John Humphreys 
  
First he said gin and then beer, 
like I had any notion of either being impossible. 
Saturday night is never a drink too far, 
it’s always a wayward bull’s-eye 
hitting mates and strangers alike 
until the week makes sense. 
Liquid relief for the bile of the belly, 
spewed over them that’d sniff  and scoff ,  
a grin for my charm and chances, 
iron for them foolish fi sts, 
hold ‘em tight to the bar rail, 
sober as the judged. 
  
Until charging backwards down stairs 
once too often, 
brings the soft fl eshed thud of Sunday morning, 
in Brenda’s thighs. 
  

Arthur Seaton is Alive and Well
Jane Bluett 
  
Saturday night. 
Nottingham’s drinking alright 
so the likes of us stay in, 
drink wine, 
in for a good time. 
We know the word on the street 
is propaganda 
but we won’t wander 
round the bars and clubs. 
Tonight in front rooms 
fi lled with books, 
know-it-all looks, we’ll hide. 
Whatever people say we are, 
we are. 
We know our evening post, 
indoors, backed up, out of town. 
We fi nally let the bastards grind us down.

  

Saturday Night and Sunday Morning
James Nash 

National Service, licensing hours,
production lines and piece work,
sexual love, concealed in brown bags from the chemist,
and all without benefi t of underarm deodorant.

Arthur Seaton, a boy with a man’s name,
his energy and his roving eye,
led by his dick into who knows whose woods,
and always fi shing alone.

Maybe you could still fi nd him,
in the shadows of his local boozer,
grey-faced and apparently extinguished,
but a spark in his eye from time to time.

Outside this book he would be seventy-one,
inside these pages it’s always
Saturday night and Sunday morning
and Arthur Seaton is forever young.

Who has not, like him, laughed softly at their life? 

This issue, we’ve given Write Lion over to three specially comissioned pieces by 
notable local poets. They’ve each paid tribute to Seaton & Sillitoe’s big weekend 
in their own innimitable verse stylee and we’re very bloody impressed with the 
results. So cast your eyes and downwards half an inch and fill yer boots...

Write Lion



...You followed the motto of ‘be drunk and be happy’, kept your crafty 
arms around female waists, and felt the beer going beneficially down 
into the elastic capacity of your guts.
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The Bartender 
Joseph Leivers has worked at too many 
Nottingham bars to mention. 
  
I’VE ALWAYS WANTED to work in pubs since I was six, 
when I used to go to parties with my Mam, and people would 
get us to make drinks for them. I started as a glass collector 
when I was sixteen, and became a barman the minute I turned 
eighteen. I didn’t see it as a career at first - I only did it to 
rack up some holiday money - but behind every bartender is a 
sneaking ambition to own a bar, and that’s what I’d like to do 
eventually. 
  
Working in bars is the only job I’ve come across where you enjoy 
the beginning of the week; our weekend is on Monday and 
Tuesday. Things only start to pick up in town on Wednesday, 
because that’s when the students come out, and by Thursday 
you’re already bracing yourself for the weekend. Saturday night 
for us actually begins at 8pm on Friday, because that’s when 
you start really working your arse off. Friday tends to be an 
older,  more local crowd, but Saturday is bulked out with out-
of-towners, stag and hen dos, people on birthday nights… just 
everyone. On a good night, you’re getting two thousand people 
through the door and you’re just buzzing; dealing out drinks, 
having banter, chatting up, dealing with arseholes, making tips, 
getting phone numbers. And when your shift’s over, you can 
pretty much walk into any bar you like and have a few on the 
house. It’s a very solid community here; you feel like you know 
everyone in town. The fraternity of bar staff in Notts is very 
tight; we’re all serious partiers, we’re all grafters, and we all 
love Sambuca. 
  
People assume that it’s a dangerous job, but I’ve never had 
trouble. When you’re in the right bar with the right door staff 
you feel invincible, because if someone gives you shit, you’re 
just a call or even a wink away from getting ‘em removed. To be 
honest, Saturday is one of the safest nights of the week - it’s the 
weeknights when there’s no door staff when it can get moody, 
and you get the feeling that the punters have taken over the 
place.  I’ve seen some amazing kick-offs; I was working in the 
Lace Market at 2am, clearing up, and someone upstairs shouts 
‘Fucking hell! Look out the window!’ and we saw fifteen blokes 
kicking seven bags of shit out of each other, and were locked 

in for two hours while the police tried to sort it. One of the 
waitresses at a bar I won’t mention found that some twat had 
stuck a knife in the cork of a wine bottle. He went mental when 
he came back from the bogs and saw it in her hand while I’m 
ringing the coppers. Luckily, he pegged it. 
  
I think that as far as the night-time economy goes, the boom 

time is over. We peaked about five years ago: the Lace Market 
was really kicking off, people were coming from all over the 
country, queues all over the place, bars getting reviewed in the 
Sunday supplements, it was all gravy. Problem is, trendy bars 
started springing up all over the place, all aiming for the few 
people in Notts who could actually afford it. A new place would 
open, all the minted punters would flock to it, and then as the 
word got round there’d be a slow trickle of penny millionaires 
who’d take all their wages out the cashpoint, flash a fat roll 
about, and only spend twenty quid, and the place’s reputation 
goes down the pan. When the Cornerhouse opened up, that 
dragged a lot of people away from the Lace Market, and Geisha 
shutting down was a huge blow. The Lace Market will pick up 
again, no doubt, but it’ll take a while. People will always want 
to drink in town. 
  
I think the thing that separates Nottingham from other towns 
is that the bar scene is hugely compact, so you don’t have to 
walk so far to the next place and you get pissed quicker. And if 
you live anywhere but Bridgford, there’s no decent locals, so if 
you’re in Clifton, that pub you drink at in town is your local. So 
you get more salt-of-the-earth types in here, and you serve the 
same people over and over again, even when you’ve moved to 
another bar. Bridgford is the new Lace Market now.  You can see 
a migration of locals to Mansfield Road, Canning Circus, and 
places like that.  
  
People assume that it’s a ball-ache working while everyone 
else is getting battered, but working Saturday night in a good 
bar is like being paid to have a night out. You’re having a laugh, 
making up to fifty quid in tips, getting drinks bought for you, 
and it’s mint. It’s a lot more fun working for an independent; 
chain bars are alright, but you can get weighed down by 
manuals that tell you how many ice cubes should be in a gin 
and tonic, and where the slice of lime goes. 
  
The only advice I’d give to punters for a better night out is to tip 
out when you can - because ‘tips’ stand for ‘To Improve Personal 
Service’ - and treat us with the respect we give you. A lot of us 
are on minimum wage, only a few of us are on a proper salary, 
and all the stuff you’ve heard about massive performance 
bonuses is bollocks. But I’m glad I’ve done it, because the 
bartenders of Nottingham are some of the best people in the 
world. It can be a low-paid shitty job, but so are most jobs in 
Notts, and it pisses on working at Poundland, doesn’t it?

For it was Saturday night, the best and bingiest glad-time of the week, 
one of the fifty-two holidays in the slow-turning Big Wheel of the year, 
a violent preamble to a prostate Sabbath...

This is Saturday night, Nottingham, 2008.
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The Big Spender 
‘Dave’ works in sales and has been drinking in town since he was sixteen. 
  
I’VE NOT READ THE BOOK, but I suppose you could call me an Arthur Seaton character, because 
I do live for Saturday nights. My job pays very well, especially when the commissions roll in, but I’m 
definitely work-to-live, not live-to-work.

On an average Saturday, I can spend up to £150. Easily. I usually start off in Bridgford late afternoon, get 
a bit merry, jump a cab into town, and take it from there. I wouldn’t call myself a snob, but I don’t see 
any point in sitting in some old-man’s pub spinning a pint out or going to some scummy bar and taking 
my chances with randoms just because they’re doing two-for-ones. I’ve worked my nuts off all week. I 
deserve a good time. I always take the money out with me - it’s way too easy to put your card behind the 
bar, so I don’t - and I feel like I did when I was a kid at the start of a holiday, with it just burning a hole in 
my pocket. 
  
It’s not like I drink in exclusive bars; I’ll go anywhere, as long as the vibe’s right. But I’m definitely a bar-
hopper, and if I’m in the Lace Market and I get a call from a mate who’s on Mansfield Road, I’ll get a cab. 
Fuck walking. By the end of the night, I’m either in a club, or the casino. If someone can get hold of pills 
or coke, I’ll chip in. If we fancy having something to eat, we’ll go somewhere proper. It all adds up, but I 
wouldn’t have it any other way. I’d go insane if I had to stay in on Saturday night. 
  
Have I got a drink problem? Not at all. I’ll do the rounds in Bridgford on a Friday night, have it large on 
Saturday, spend most of Sunday in bed, and that’s it. I only drink on a school night when I’m meeting 
clients. I’m sure there are people in town getting into a far worse state than me on a quarter of my 
outlay, and I never cause trouble. I know my limits, both physically and financially. Is it a waste of 
money? Maybe to you, but not to me. I’ve had arguments with former girlfriends about it, but I point 
out to them that it wasn’t a problem when we were first going out and I paid for everything. I only feel 
a little guilty when I’ve lost big at the casino - and I’m not even going to tell you how much - but it’s 
my money, I’ve earned it, and I’ll do what I like with it. 

So you’re in town on Saturday night, 
acting the bell-end, and assuming that the 
best way to impress your chums and the 
opposite sex is to treat the bar staff like 
Oompah-Loompahs? Think again, nob-
chops: according to our resident tap-puller 
Bar Bar Black Sheep, here’s what can 
happen when you treat the staff like shit… 
  
1. THE TWAT TAX
You’re at the bar, braying like a moose with a stick up its arse, 
waving your money about like Lady Windermere during a 
heatwave, and generally behaving like you think you’re summat 
because you’re getting a round in for some women on a hen 
night who are going to piss off the minute your back’s turned. 
Did you check your change? Oh dear; a couple of quid has 
mysteriously ended up in the tip pot. Fancy that.

2. THE CHECKED SHIRT BAN 
You and your mates, upset that you’ve already lost half your 
Mam’s board money on a gram of coke that was inside a Vim 
canister that morning and looking to take it out on anyone who 
even stares at the building you’re in, have rocked up to Mr 
Fisters or Slaggers or whatever dump your sort go to in order to 
breed. Amazingly, the doorman says ‘Sorry lads, there’s a strict 
policy on checked shirts/Timberlands/tattoos of postcodes on 
foreheads/etc’. Are places really that draconian? Of course not, 
you div - it’s that the doorman remembers you making gun 
signs at them the week before like a bunch of sucky kids 
after watching the A-Team, and is telling you to do one in the 
nicest possible way. 
  

3. THE MOCKTAIL
Braying dickhead who thinks he knows all about mixology 
because he saw that Tom Cruise film is holding up the bar all 
night demanding stupid cocktails for all his other waste-of-
sperm-and-egg mates, whilst everyone behind him silently 
seethes and imagines what it would be like to punch him 
repeatedly in the back of the head, over and over again. After 
the third time he’s taken a sip and admonished the bar staff 
for not using enough amaretto in his girl’s drink, said bar staff 
member secretly makes his next round without using one 
single drop of alcohol. He doesn’t even notice. 
  
4. THE GLASS SWITCH
A variation on the above. Gormless cow dramatically kicks off at 
harassed bar staff and demands a fresh glass of wine, because 
the one she has isn’t sweet enough. Or dry enough. Or it’s 
too sparkling. Or it’s flat. Bar staff member, who is thoroughly 
aware that the only thing wrong with the drink is that it’s 
attached to the hand of a bint in a pink cowboy hat, apologises 
and offers to change it immediately - into a new glass, when 
she’s not looking. She takes a sip, says “That’s better”, and 
goes off to steal some more precious oxygen. 
 
5. THE BOG AMBUSH 
A great cure-all for anyone who has imposed mither upon the 
bar staff as soon as they nip to the lav. Bar staff contacts the 
door, and tells them that they think someone matching their 
description is in the toilets having a ‘nose-up’/downloading 
child porn/meeting Osama bin Laden by the Johnny machine. 
Doorman ushers out said miscreant, who complains that he’s 
not done owt and he’s just got a drink in. Except that the bar 
staff have already cleared it away, shrugging their shoulders 
and claiming that they thought the table was vacated. 

Bar Wars: Revenge Of The Staff 

The Limo Driver 
Marco Pietrantonio is the operator of Moonlight Limo Hire 
  
I’ve been running the limos for just over a year. I worked in security for eighteen years 
before that, driving 80 to 90,000 miles a year, and I thought that I might as well become 
a cabbie, but really wanted to do something more enjoyable. At present I have a stretch 
Lincoln Continental, a standard-sized Hummer, and a Jaguar as a bridal car. We offer 
a corporate service, but the vast bulk of our work is at the weekends; hen nights, 
birthdays, that sort of thing. 
  
The routine hardly ever changes; I’ll pick up people round about seven or eight, either 
at their house or a pub, and drive them through the city for an hour before dropping 
them off in town. And that’s it, really. Sometimes they’ll want picking up from a club at 
the end of the night, but that’s quite rare – people don’t know what time they’ll want to 
come home or even if they are going home, after all. 
  
Why have limos become popular in town? Because they want the star status, I suppose. 
Reality TV has made everything very…American. They want to act like stars for the 
night. And they want to be noticed. We have the TV and Playstation in the back, a few 
bottles of bubbly. I rarely have any trouble with clients, because everything’s booked in 
advance. It’s not like a taxi, when you don’t know who you’re picking up or what you’re 
getting into; all clients have to sign the terms and conditions, so they’re aware that if 
they cause any damage to the vehicle, either by doing it themselves or by shouting at 
people on the street and enticing them to cause damage, they get the bill. 
  
So far, we’ve had no incidents. The only problem is that people want to hang out of the 
window, which isn’t allowed. When we first started, we arranged to pick people up at 
the end of the night outside a club, and we were swarmed by a gang of kids when they 
turned the place out, so we park round the sides these days. 
  
Working on Saturday night isn’t too bad, when you realise that you’re usually finished 
early. You’ve got the rest of the evening to do what you want if there’s no return journey, 
and it’s a laugh. The drivers - who usually work in cabs - do it because they want to.
  
www.moonlightlimo-hire.co.uk 



‘RE-REWIND, when the crowd say bo-selecta’   
    
If there’s one line of a song I never want to hear again, it’s that one.  
‘Craig David all over your boink’. Oh, fuck off, Craig.   
    
It’s not his fault, but that song is the soundtrack to the worst job I have ever 
had, in the worst pub in Nottingham. Yes, that one. Having moved to Notts in 
December 1999, the plan was simple; work over Christmas and New Year to pay 
January’s rent, whilst having the days to get my bearings.   
    
My interview, with a ‘Marco off Eastenders’ wannabe, started well when I was 
asked if I could pull a pint. Having confirmed that I was capable of basic motor 
skills, I was hired. Next priority was the uniform. He asked what size I was, and 
I told him. When he said ‘No, I mean your bra size’, alarm bells started ringing. 
When he then told me that it didn’t matter because it only came in one size - 
small - the alarm bells caught fire and melted into a charred hunk.   
  
Then he told me I was only to be allowed one until I had worked there at least a 
month. Hm: three consecutive twelve-hour shifts + zero washing machine in my 
house = rancid.  Sod it - I wasn’t there to pull, and the smoky stink of the place 
suggested that I could soak it overnight in tramp’s piss without the threat of 
nasal detection.   
    
As the manager walked me out of the office, he proudly pointed to a picture 
on the wall of him stood next to a topless Lindsey Dawn McKenzie, who was 
grabbing her nipples like they were something off a climbing wall. So, my new 
boss was an out-and-out sad bastard. But who cared? I was now gainfully 
employed for minimum wage (£3 an hour) with the promise of double time for 
Christmas Eve and treble for New Year’s!   
  
Training comprised being shown where the till lived. Between 7 and 10pm, there 
was that classic offer of two bottles for a pound. Consequently, the queue was 
never less than five deep and some people just refused to leave the bar, maybe 
as that would have involved moving, having friends to talk to, or losing sight of 
me in my tiny tee. The clientele - middle-aged loners, alcoholics who talked to 
themselves, boys in pastel shirts and women who seemingly boil-washed all 
their clothes - seemed to assume that being elbowed in the face was all part of a 
great night out.   
    
At 10pm, ‘Happy’ ‘Hour’ ended, and the prices were jacked up to a whole British 
pound for a blue-coloured beverage, which meant I was now screamed at by 

everyone that I’d only given them one bottle when it should be two.  The only 
successful response seemed to be pointing at one of the millions of posters that 
clearly said the promotion ended at ten - possibly because they couldn’t read 
and didn’t want to look any more stupid, or because following someone’s finger 
would make them throw up or fall over.   
    

By the end of my first shift I had seen three pairs of breasts, too many bare arses 
to count and had been asked for two blow jobs. However, only one person had 
puked on the floor and no fights had started, so apparently it was a successful 
night. Cleaning down the bar wasn’t as grim a job as I’d expected; you upturned 
the drip trays, restocked the fridges and then went home. The mystery of why 
I’d nearly lost my shoes to the floor throughout the night was now solved.   
    
As it was Christmas time, every day was like a Saturday.  Each morning, we’d 
have a staff meeting where the manager told us which staff members had told 
him to stick their shitty job up his fucking arse, and the new door code, which 
had been changed in order to prevent said ex-employee coming back with their 
brothers to kick his fucking head in. While this top-level confab was going on, 
we’d be distracted by impatient pissheads who were already banging on the 
window and forlornly gazing in like kids staring through a toy shop window. I in 
turn would be forlornly gazing outward, already regretting my career move.   
    
By the end of the first week, I had seen the manager fighting with one of the 
staff and other people walking out mid-shift. I’d been groped by men who 
thought I wouldn’t notice or that it came as part of the price of the drink and I’d 
heard that Artful Dodger track at least six times a night (one time it was played 
twice in a row. Why?).   
    
The final straw came on Christmas Eve, whilst we were all in a post-traumatic 
daze and waiting for taxis. Like a lecherous St. Nick, the manager presented 
the most attractive girl with a bottle of champagne and then told her she’d be 
going home with him. She wasn’t having any of it - so he fired her, told her she 
could walk home, grabbed his bottle of champagne back and shoved her out 
the door. As he left to get in the first taxi like the true gent he was, he let us all 
know that there would be no special rate for the shift we’d just worked, or New 
Year’s, and that he’d see us on Boxing Day. My jaw was pretty much stuck to 
the grotty carpet at this point, more so because everyone else was carrying on 
as if nothing had happened. They were obviously as stupid as the people they 
served.   
    
I received a phone call from the manager on Boxing Day wondering where I was. 
He went on about how I had promised to work the New Years Eve shift and that 
I couldn’t just leave. Tough shit. I already had. His parting words to me were 
‘You’re barred’. Somehow I managed to get over it. Still haven’t forgiven Craig 
David, though. 
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The Cabbie
‘Zar’ has been a taxi driver for a local firm since 1999

Saturday nights are just mental, y’know? You come out knowing that there’s a 
good chance you’re gonna get shit off people, but also knowing it’s a certainty 
you’re gonna get a proper amount of cash out of it. You’re at it from about 7pm, 
because a lot of people want to get into town and get stuck in without waiting 
for the bus, then it’s non-stop until 4am. You don’t have time to clock-watch.

I like the early jobs best - people are still sober, they don’t piss you about, they 
already know how much it’s gonna cost and they’re in a good mood. From about 
ten o’clock onwards, you can feel people changing - women coming home early 
because they’ve had a row with their boyfriend, people who can’t handle their 
drink, etc. After that, you just don’t know what’s going to happen - someone 
cussing me down because I won’t let them eat food in the car, someone who 
wants me to take them to Forest Road or wait for them somewhere dodgy 
because they want coke. I really hate the ones who kick off about how much the 
ride cost - like, you’ve dashed away fifty quid on a few drinks and you’re pissed 
off with me for getting you home safe?

Do I miss not having Saturday nights to myself? Well, put it this way; if 
everyone I took home were all smiling and happy, I probably would. But your lot 
are either too pissed to know your own name, bitching about who you’re gonna 
beat up if you see ‘em next, or just miserable. Doesn’t seem like any fun to me, 
mate...

The Hot Dog Man 
Peter Dixon, 23, has been manning the hot dog trailer 
outside Ocean since 2002. 
  
There’s usually four of us in the trailer, but the club shuts down in the summer 
when the students have gone, so it’s just me at the moment. I’m not the owner; 
the bloke who owns it has been working this spot for twenty years. When I first 
started here, Ocean was a Joe Bloggs place, and very rough. You saw all sorts 
- people being knocked over, fights kicking off, a police car crashing into the 
railings, you name it. Now it’s students only, which makes my life much easier. 
They’re a nicer string of people - they don’t want to fight, they’re always polite, 
they say ‘please’ and ‘thank you’. 
  
My Saturday routine hardly ever changes; I roll up between half six and seven, 
set up, open between eight and half past, and it’s a steady flow of customers all 
night rather than big peaks and dips, because Ocean doesn’t open on Saturdays 
at all now. Friday’s the really busy night - you don’t stop all night, and it really 
kicks off between one and four - but Saturday’s the one night I work all year 
round, because it’s a nice atmosphere. I get all me regulars, a lot of people 
from the local bars and my mates swing by, and I enjoy it. Long hours, though 
- when the clubs have turned out, it should only take us an hour to clean up and 
go, but it never does, so I could be going home as late as six or seven. 
  
I haven’t got a clue how much money we take on a good evening, but it’s 
enough - I wouldn’t be doing it otherwise. It can be a bit of a demanding job, 
but it’s a fun place to work. When me and my boss get going, we have a right 
good laugh. It’s like being on a night out, but getting paid for it. I don’t drink, 
anyway. 

Diabolical Liberty’sThe DJs 
John and Shaun are regular DJs at Chambers, 
amongst other places. 
  
John: I’ve been a full-time DJ for about five years, all around the city, and it’s 
obvious that it’s nowhere near as busy as it used to be. Do I think we have 
an unfair reputation for violence in Notts? No. (laughs) The thing about this 
place is that people come in huge groups - stag dos, birthday parties and 
the like - so it depends on them. If they come from certain areas in town that 
we won’t mention, that’s when it gets moody. Also, you’ll have one pub in 
town where the trouble is, and people think that you can solve the problem 
by shutting it down, when all they’re doing is spreading the violence to other 
pubs. I can’t say I’ve seen anything in here that you wouldn’t see in other 
places - blokes with bloody noses, and that. Why do people get like that on 
Saturday night? Alcohol. People have a drink, someone bumps into someone 
else on the dance floor, spills their pint… Bam! And then their mates join in. 
  
Shaun: I tell you what, though, it was a lot worse in the eighties. Without 
a shadow of a doubt. You could be in a club one night and easily see six or 
seven fights and nobody stopping them. It’s far better policed nowadays 
than it ever was, and the door staff are so organised these days. 
  
John: I think the worst thing about working on a Saturday night is that it 
can be a detriment to your social life, in some ways. It can definitely shag up 
your relationships if you’re not careful. The money’s good, though; we make 
about £20 an hour, and we don’t have to pay a penny for the equipment - all 
we need to do is to sort out the MP3s. We make four times more than the 
bar staff, but we’re the people who make the night work. We have to set the 
mood throughout the night; if we play one wrong record and get the punters 
overexcited, the place goes up, so we have to calm ‘em down every now and 
again. 
  
Shaun: The worst kind of punter is the pissed-up guy who asks for the same 
tune over and over again, when you played it five minutes ago. And then 
comes out with the classic line we’ve all heard; ‘What kind of a DJ are you?’ 
  
John: But the upside is having a good night and ending up sober whilst 
watching people make right fucking idiots of themselves. 
  
Shaun: Yeah, we get the last laugh, because they’re falling over looking like 
complete twats, and we’re going home sober with money in our pockets. 
They’re going home skint. 

‘I’m me and nobody else; and 
whatever people think I am 
or say I am, that’s what I’m 
not, because they don’t know a 
bloody thing about me.’

Alison Emm came to Nottingham to sample our 
vibrant and eclectic nightlife.  But before that, 
she worked at the very crucible of Binge Britain...
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Professor Terry Shave 
Painter and Head of
Visual Arts, Nottingham 
Trent University (NTU)

What is your practice?
I am a painter, but where the act of painting is negotiated as part 
of a pluralistic activity - not reinforcing a traditional position of 
painting but exposing problems of that tradition, posing 
questions about the physical and emotional activity of painting 
as well as what is painted. My current practice stems from 
interest in the way the activity of painting can be mutated and 
transformed using processes and methods that have been 
initiated and examined by other means, i.e. new technology, 
photography, film and video. 
  
What’s the hardest thing about being an artist? 
The hard work it involves. That sounds a bit glib but we are 
brought up to think that some people have a gift, talent, that all 
it takes is inspiration and the rest is some sort of magic. Those 
hours I spend making things that are looked at in a moment! 
  
How do you balance your time between tutoring and creating?
This is always difficult. Working at NTU is a significant part of 
my life, choosing to come here three years ago, so what I do and 
want to do for NTU fills most of my waking time. I do firmly 
believe that you can be a better educationalist if you are a 
practicing artist, plus we have to create the opportunities to 
make work or research. 
  
What advice would you give to new students beginning a 
Fine Art course? 
The networks of people you build up are more important than 
you think. 
  
What advice would you give to graduates? 
It takes a while to be an ‘overnight success’, and being a success 
will not necessarily be in a role you first thought of. 
  
terry.shave@btinternet.com

Naomi Terry
Artist

What is your practice? 
Much of my work takes the form of carefully crafted, lo-fi 
sculpture, usually of seemingly familiar objects that have an 
imaginary function and purpose, contrary to their recognisable 
structure and associated use. 
  
How do you feel the structure of a course has affected the 
way you make work? 
At NTU you have to take responsibility for how you use your 
time, making sure you stick to deadlines as well as maintain 
your practical work. I personally found this invaluable because 
it allowed me the freedom to work in the way that best suited 
me, and learn how to manage myself under pressure. It was the 
best preparation for being outside of university. 
  
What are your plans for the coming year? 
I plan to stay in Nottingham and continue practising as an 
artist. I will also be working part time to earn some living 
money, and the rest of the time making work, submitting to 
exhibitions, and putting on some shows and being 
involved with art generally! 
  
What advice would you give to Fine Art students due to start their final year? 
Just keep the same pace going the whole year, and stay on top 
of deadlines, that way there will be no last-minute rush or 
panic, and the last month will feel the same as the rest of the 
year which will keep you calmer! 
  
www.naomiterry.com 

Ben Judd
Artist and Tutor of Fine Art at NTU

What is your practice? 
Through video, photography and 
performance I explore my 
relationship to specific groups and 
individuals who have their 
own rules and belief systems. Part of my 
interest in these belief 
systems is to position myself as both 
participant and observer 
when making the work, and to test the 
extent and nature of my 
own beliefs and preconceptions. Previous videos have focused 
on tourists, trainspotters, amateur photographers, Morris 
dancers and preachers. 
  
Where do you currently work? How has working 
between there and at NTU affected what you make? 
I have a studio in London Fields, Hackney, in London. I’ve had 
that studio for four years, but I’ve had a studio in the East End 
since I graduated. I really enjoy my teaching in Nottingham, and 
I find it mutually beneficial - I learn things from speaking to 
students that feeds back into my practice. 
  
Describe your first year out of art school... 
After my BA I shared a studio with friends and we also 
organised an exhibition together. I did the same after my MA - 
I think a peer group is really important so you can support 
each other. I also co-ran an artist-led gallery for two years and 
wrote for several art periodicals. 
  
What’s the hardest thing about being an artist? 
I think that apart from the infrastructure of galleries, as artists 
and curators you are essentially on your own. This means you 
have to be self-motivated and just plain bloody-minded. 
Conversely, the fact that you’re on your own is what also makes 
the whole thing worth doing - I love working for myself. 
  
What advice would you give to the current crop of graduates? 
Get a studio as soon as possible, and organise shows of your 
own work. Be single-minded in your ambition. 
  
www.benjudd.com 

Chie Hosaka
Artist

What is your practice? 
Windsocks and parallel universes. 
  
What has surprised you most over the 
past year? 
The difference in the scale of time.  I had 
been a student non stop in 
my life until last July. After graduating, I 
realised that my life style was 
highly based on an institutional time-
scale.  Now I organise my time 
purely by myself and it’s been 
fascinating. I feel like ‘living’ day to day. 
  
How have you found being part of an 
artists’ collective/studio? 
Very positive.  It’s good to have people 
around me who have chosen a 
similar life path.  It encourages me that I’m not that alone. 
  
Do you have any career aspirations that you hope to achieve in 
the next five years? 
I would like to be classified as an art executive and fly home in first class. 
  
What advice would you give to Fine Art graduates? 
Don’t stress out too much when you’re not making artworks 24/7.  Time 
passes at a different pace when you’re not a student. 
  
What advice would you give to new Fine Art students? 
Develop good friendships and value crit sessions. Have serious fun! 
  
chiehosaka@gmail.com 
www.tether.org.uk 

If you are a Nottingham-based artist and would like to be profiled in this section,
please email amanda@leftlion.co.uk

page design by Benjamin Nelson
curated by Hugh Dichmont
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What are your influences?

I draw on my lifelong fandom of music, films, TV and all that 
kind of stuff - I don’t really like to use the term ‘popular culture’ 
because people assume a particular kind of work. I’m equally 
as interested in the politics I grew up through; the eighties was 
possibly one of the crappest decades, with The Cold War and 
the Berlin Wall, the Miners Strike, Thatcher’s Britain. My cousin 
introduced me to Iron Maiden when I was eight years old and 
I’ve never looked back. That’s the kind of music that I’ve listened 
to throughout my life. So unavoidably it’s ended up influencing 
what I do in my work.

A Real Rock Archive was your exclusively commissioned 
artwork for The Public art space in West Bromwich. How did 
that musical influence manifest itself?

Some really seminal rock bands like Black Sabbath, Led 
Zeppelin, and Judas Priest have come from West Bromwich. 
So I researched a fans archive in the West Midlands region, in 
particular trying to track down seemingly quite throw-away 
stories and bits of memorabilia. I was interested in people who’d 
had a pint with Robert Plant in the pub one night and maybe 
kept the pint glass. The sorts of stories, which act as cultural 
gold dust for fans but that don’t really mean anything to people 
who aren’t into the music. 

You often use film in your artwork. What inspired your 
film The Scooby Dead, which was part of the Terra Incognita 
exhibition at the former Angel Row Gallery?

In 1983 Driller Killer, Texas Chainsaw Massacre, loads of ‘video 
nasties’ disappeared off the shelves. I’m interested in what they 
are as films and objects but also in their political position, as 
the government decided that this stuff was unsuitable for us as 
a nation, and so it all got banned. The Scooby Dead was partly 
a realisation that Scooby Doo is a bit like the horror film Evil 
Dead in that you’ve got this group of characters who are always 
surrounded by zombies and nasty things happen to them.

Elements of youth culture are evident in your projects 
particularly Among the Living, which took place this time last 
year, combining art and skateboarding. How do you forge that 
connection?

At a skate park I recognised a very particular kind of artistic 
culture within skateboarding, which fused with contemporary 
art could make something interesting happen without 
compromising the culture of either. When I used to skate, 

there was a kind of statement in the graphics or some political 
allegiance being held up, which doesn’t really happen anymore. 
So I approached ten artists, none of whom were people you’d 
think would make something to exist on a skateboard, to have 
artworks produced as the graphic. There were five live events 
at skate parks around the country and five different gallery 
partners on board who all exhibited the decks.  Dave Bevan, who 
puts out a proper old school fanzine called 88 Shades of Grey, is 
producing a fanzine based around the show. Also a film has been 
made of it by Los Angeles based filmmaker Damon Packard, who 
makes crazy cut-and-paste films.They are both documents of the 
project but also artworks in their own right.

Your film The Death of Peter Fechter showed a young man 
being killed as he tried to cross the Berlin Wall. What was 
your idea behind re-enacting such a disturbing event?

The film documents a live performance for the ICA, who 
commission artists to re-enact important moments from 
cultural history. Peter Fechter wasn’t the first person to 
be shot for going over the Berlin Wall but it made the 
international news because whilst his work colleague got 
over, the East German guards shot Peter Fechter who fell 
back into no-mans-land. He lay there for an hour shouting for 
help whilst neither the GDR guards nor the American guards 

stepped in. He bled to death and the GDR guards removed 
his body. 

What I was interested in was this 18-year-old lad who believed 
that he would have a better life on the other side of the wall 
and there was actually no reason at all why he died. He was 
a victim of the wider political situation. It has a really strong 
contemporary resonance, whether you’re talking about Iraq and 
Afghanistan or the border between Mexico and America; literally 
thousands of people die every year in their attempts to cross 
these borders for a better life on the other side.

The Berlin Wall is also referenced in your recent exhibition 
Here Today, Gone Tomorrow, where a temporary dividing wall 
splits the audience by their height.

I established an arbitrary system of dividing the audience, 
a completely pointless way of discriminating (with a small 
‘d’).  The nature of the installation means there’s a lot of cross 
referencing which raises different thoughts around rock music, 
religion, information, discrimination, history… I like to think that 
everything I do leaves people wondering ‘what is he trying to 
get me to think about?’

You lecture at Nottingham Trent University and have 
developed your career whilst being based in Nottingham. Is 
Nottingham good at nurturing its emerging artists? Do you 
have any advice for Nottingham artists?

I think that Nottingham is a good place to develop a career; you 
can graduate, get a studio, work part time and still pay your 
rent. There’s some really interesting artists here and interesting 
stuff happening too, particularly with Nottingham Contemporary 
opening next year and the international focus that will bring. Its 
central location too is fantastic. In the early stage of an art career 
it is vital to go to different cities and meet artists and curators 
and see shows. I would say 95 percent of everything I’ve ever 
done has come about through chatting to people.

What are you up to until autumn?

I’m just in the process of finishing two new multiple works to 
celebrate the launches of Ceri Hand Gallery and The Public. I’m 
also involved in a fantastic exhibition through the Collective Gallery 
in Edinburgh. In September I’m undertaking a residency west of 
Glasgow. So it’s a busy summer all in all. Just the way it should be!

www.smarkgubb.com

Touched By The Hand Of Gubb

There’s a lot of 

cross referencing 

between the artworks 

raising different 

thoughts and 

issues around rock 

music, religion, 

information, 

discrimination, 

history…

S Mark Gubb grew up in a seaside town in the eighties, where he was introduced to Iron Maiden at the 
age of eight. In his artwork he develops collaborative projects and gallery installations, drawing from 
his lifelong fascination with music, films and skateboarding while referencing politics with a small ‘p’. 
Resident in Nottingham, Gubb’s work has been shown locally at Moot Gallery, at the ICA in London, at 
Manchester’s Castlefield Gallery and will launch the opening of Ceri Hand Gallery in Liverpool this month. 
We met up with the cool cat of culture to talk about his antics. words: Frances Ashton
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IF YOU KNOW NOTTINGHAM as well as we do, you already 
know that the imperious Basement Boogaloo set - curators of 
the Shire’s finest monthly disco night - always bring it proper 
on Bank Holidays. They’ve thrown some absolutely scorching 
parties over the last four years at places like Moog and The Nags 
Head, and they’re about to take a hiatus from their, er, summer 
hiatus to bring y’all a party of cosmic proportions this August. 
Fresh back from throwing a boat party at Croatia’s Garden 
Festival, the crew are sticking with the nautical theme and 
dropping anchor at the Canalhouse - scene of May’s party with 
Faith boys Stuart Patterson and Dave Jarvis - with another all-day 
Boatyard Boogaloo. 
  
This time round, the guests steering HMS Boogaloo through the 
choppy waters of summer excess will be Yam Who? and Dolan 
Bergin from the Electric Minds label, responsible for a small but 
universally acclaimed batch of 12”s (not least the recent release 
of Chaz Jankel’s Compass Point Sessions). The daytime session 
sees local residents Ed Cotton, Nick Shaw and Beane scrub the 
decks out on the canalside patio alongside Yam and Dolan, before 
everything moves upstairs and the party pirates of Electric Minds 
take over for the evening. 
  
If previous Boogaloo parties are anything to go by, you’re in very 
safe hands - sticking to smaller, intimate venues has ensured a 
good atmosphere and allowed Boogaloo to retain its charm. With 
a high-calibre line-up, a Funktion1 soundsytem and local residents 
who aren’t afraid to push the party button, we suggest you get on 
board and set sail for the duration. 
  
We talk to Ed Cotton, Nick Shaw, Olly Hewett and Beane about 
life in the Basement... 
 
How was Croatia? 
Amazing! There was even a cake fight. We lost one punter 
overboard last year and a few people nearly followed this time 
- slippery sugar all over the deck despite our best mopping efforts. 
Still, made for some wicked disco skids. It was great to see so 
many of the Notts party crew out there and really going for it. 
Showing the foreigners how it’s done. 
 
What’s your take on the Notts party scene at the moment? 
For us it’s great - as long as you can be bothered to dig a little. 
Before, the best parties were going on in major venues. These 
days they’re happening on a small scale all over the place - The 
Maze, Moog, The Loft, Loggerheads and Saltwater - to name but 
a few. Firefly, Detonate and Spectrum are still going strong. And 
with venues like The Golden Fleece, Loggerheads, and Brownes, 

which is re-opening, there are lots of options. Nottingham has a 
great and varied scene at the moment - you just need to get out 
there and make it happen. The scene will only grow if people get 
out there and support it. 
 
Have you never been tempted to play bigger venues? 
No. It’s all about the intimate vibes for us. Sometimes it’s possible 
to be both large and intimate - and we might go for that if we 
found the right venue - but we never have in Nottingham. 
 
What’s the best night you’ve ever put on? 
Can we have three? Faith at the Canalhouse this May (we had to 
move it indoors as the weather wasn’t cooperating, we had Ilija 
Rudman over from Croatia, Long on percussion, a great turn-out, 
and a masterclass from Stuart Patterson and Dave Jarvis: the 
place went nuts); Greg Wilson at the Nag’s Head last year (the 
infamous ‘raincoat raving’ episode - the rain was coming down 
sideways as it was so windy, but everyone turned up and danced 
on the tables in their anoraks), and Daniele Baldelli at the Maze in 
November ‘06 (only his second-ever UK gig, people coming from 
Manchester, Sheffield, London and Leeds and an entire dancefloor 
whooping, screaming, clapping and jumping at the end). 

So what can we expect on Bank Holiday Monday? 
The usual organised carnage. The formula just works: Canalside 
terrace + BBQ + fantastic crowd + loft space + quality sound 
system + Boogaloo tunes = scenes. 
 
Isn’t Disco a dirty word? Wedding music? Something your 
mum likes? 
Yes. All three. Perhaps we should all marry our mums? 
 
Future plans? 
We’ll be back at the Maze from 4 October with Domu, followed by 
Faze Action on 1 November and the legendary Ashley Beedle on 
6 December. New Year’s Eve is still a long way off, but we’ve got 
big things planned. It involves the return to Boogaloo of two of our 
favourite guest DJs of recent years, plus a special live appearance 
by an infamous Notts-based act... 

Boatyard Boogaloo, Sunday August 24, The Canalhouse, Canal 
Street. Outdoors with canalside BBQ 2pm-11pm, upstairs 

afterparty 11pm-3am. Tickets: £6 from The Canalhouse, Funky 
Monkey and Selectadisc. Afterparty entry guaranteed to first 200 

ticket holders only. 

www.myspace.com/basementboogaloo 

PG 23 ∙ GIGS
Current fave band names include: 
Arse Full Of Chips, I Taped Over Your 
Cassettes and Sex Grand National.

PG 26 ∙ WEEKLIES
All your once-every-seven-days-
related jollies taken care of.

PG 27 ∙ ART
Hinterland throw a Byron Binge,
the NAE finally opens, VIEw From 
The Top go Green, and more.

PG 27 ∙ THEATRE
Terror, horror, violence, sex and lots of 
swearing - a bit like Saturday night in 
town, really.

For even more listings, check our 
regularly updated online section 
at leftlion.co.uk/listings.
 
And if your event is still not in there, 
spread the word by aiming your 
browser at leftlion.co.uk/add.

All Hands on Decks
Basement Boogaloo push the boat right out 
on Bank Holiday Sunday

The English weather might be mingy as, 
but it’s the best you’re gonna get in Notts, 
so shurrup bleddy moaning and mek the 
most on it. In addition to the usual parks 
and beer gardens, there’s outdoor options 
ahoy in the ‘Ham this bi-month, especially 
on the Bank Holiday.

Catch some rays by the river at the Boat-
yard Boogaloo party at Canalhouse. With 
music from special guests Yam Who? and 
Dolan Bergin from the Electric Minds label, 
as well as the Basement Boogaloo regulars 
Ed Cotton, Nick Shaw and Beane. 

Chill out in the comfort of concrete on 
Mansfield Road, at the charity bandfest 
that is Party in the Car Park. With a strong 
line-up of Nottingham favourites and 
outdoor entertainments such as firebreath-
ing and swordfighting, it offers plenty in 
the way of beer and Bank Holiday Monday 
entertainment.

Or if you fancy a culture fix, find out more 
about the man responsible for some of Not-
tingham’s most loved poetric ramblings as 
well as those goth boots, at That Beautiful 
Pale Face Is My Fate (For Lord Byron) by 
Hinterland Projects.



Friday 01/08 
 
Roy De’ Wired  
The Approach 
Free, 7pm 
 
The Smittens  
The Rescue Rooms 
£4 / £5, 8pm - 3am 
Plus The Deirdres, The Pete  
Green, Corporate Juggernaut  
and DSFAR DJs.
 
Nimming Ned  
Moot 
Free, 9pm 
 
The Drains  
The Robin Hood 
Free, 9.30pm 
 
Discharge  
Junktion 7 
£8 / £10, 9pm - 2am 
Plus The Smears, Fight Back and 
Jesus of Spazzareth. 
 
Joe Strange Band  
Southbank Bar 
 
Goodgreef Xtra Hard  
Gatecrasher Loves Nottingham 
£8 adv, 10pm - 4am 
Alex Kidd, Kutski, Andy Whitby, 
Deco, AJ Gibson, Mandarin and 
Lewis Raine. 
 
Funkasaurus 
Moog 
Free, 9pm 
Joe Budha, Furious P, Dimes, 
Endemic and Squigz.
 
Riverside Festival  
Victoria Embankment 
Free, 10am - 10.30pm 
Runs until: 03/08 
Food, music, stalls, rides, boats 
and fireworks. 
 

Saturday 02/08 
 
Party in the Park  
Tichfield Park 
Free, 12pm - 9pm
Andy Abraham, Stonefoxx and 
more.
 
Drugdealercheerleader  
The Salutation 
Free, 8pm 
Plus Dear Superstar and Peepshow.
 
Wigflex: Shackleton (live)  
Stealth 
£5, Doors 10.15pm 
Plus Spamchop and Bizmarc. 
 
New Education  
The Bodega Social Club 
£4, 7pm 
 
Wildside Clubnight  
Junktion 7 
£10 adv, 9pm - 2am 
With Zodiac Mindwarp and the 
Love Reaction and King Lizard. 
 
Wild Wood  
Southbank Bar 
Free, 7pm 
 
Rompastompa 
Igloo 
10pm - late 
 

Sunday 03/08 
 
Panic Cell  
Junktion 7 
£5 / £7, 7.30pm - 2am 
Illuminatus, Speed Theory and Nex. 
 
Nathan Wall Band  
Southbank Bar 
Free, 7pm 
 

Tuesday 05/08 
 
Reverand Horton Heat  
The Rescue Rooms 
£13, 7.30pm 
 
Luke Pickett  
Junktion 7 
£7.50 adv, 7.30pm - 12am 
Plus For the Commonwealth. 

Thursday 07/08 
 
Mourning Becomes Electra  
The Golden Fleece 
Free, 9pm 
Plus The Pockets. 
 
Dawn Landes  
The Bodega Social Club 
£6, 8pm 
 
Drive By Truckers  
The Rescue Rooms 
£15, 7.30pm 
 
Maskfest Mini  
Junktion 7 
£6 / £8, 5.30pm - 12am 
Plus The Eyes of a Traitor, Evita, 
The Argent Dawn and more. 
 
Richie Muir  
Southbank Bar 
Free, 7pm 
 

Friday 08/08 
 
{EkLECTIC}  
Muse 
£2, 9:30pm -2am 
With Beatmasta Bill, ScampiPete, 
Still Motion and Paul Weaversmith.
 
River Freshney  
Junktion 7 
Free, 8pm - 2am 
Plus Yes My Ninjas? Mason, 
Engines of Armaggedon 
and Blinded. 
 
Buster  
The Approach 
Free, 7pm 
Plus Good Times and Tee Dymond. 
 
Robbo  
Southbank Bar 
Free, 7pm 
 
Myhouse-Yourhouse: 
Midnight Candymen  
Saltwater 
Free, 8:30pm - late 
With Peej, Fran Green and Alex 
Traska.
 
Siesta Project (Chillout)  
Saltwater 
Free, 3pm - 7pm 
Red Rack’em, Fran Green, Alex 
Traska and guests.
 
Poppycock  
Moog 
Free, 8pm - 2.30am 
David Blenkey and Mike Greenwell.
 
Grand Re-Opening  
The Maze 
£4, 9pm 
With Emmit Brown, Amusement 
Parks on Fire, The Natalie Duncan 
Band, 35 Past The Skank, Alright 
The Captain and more tbc. 
 

Saturday 09/08 
 
Noodle and Centrifuge  
Moog 
Free, 4pm - 4am 
DMX Krew, Formication, Uncool 
Sam, RobotWon, NeuTek, Missaw, 
Spandex, Matthew T. Hinton, DJ 
Weiss and Moo.
 
CULT DnB Sessions: 
Muse 
£2 All Night, 10pm - 3am
With Hydrophonics, Vtekk, AWAC, 
D’Jackal and residents.
 
Aphemia  
The Salutation 
Free, 8pm 
 
Psycle’s Summer Extravaganza 
BluePrint 
£5, 7pm - 3am 
Dark Angels Album Launch: Ben 
Fraser, Magrah, Aeon and more 
tbc. 
 
Bombay Bicyle Club  
Stealth 
£6, 7pm 
 
 

Saturday 09/08 
 
The Pitty Patt Club  
The Bodega Social Club 
£6, 8pm 
 
Trashtock  
Junktion 7 
£10 / £12, 4pm - 2am 
With Robin Black, The Glitterati, 
Patchwork Grace and more. 
 
Stop The BNP Awareness Gig  
The Maze 
£4 / £6 (NUS), 6pm 
With Moonbuggy, Jimmy The 
Squirrel, Dirty Revolution, Catch-It 
Kebabs, Big Topp and more tbc. 
 
Firestorm  
Igloo 
Around £5, 10pm - late 
 

Sunday 10/08 
 
Total Chaos  
The Salutation 
£6 adv, 8pm 
 
S.P.A.M 
The Ropewalk 
Free, 6pm - 12am 
 
Happy Being Miserable  
The Maze 
£12, 8pm 
With Gordon Giltrap. 
 

Tuesday 12/08 
 
The Gutter Twins  
The Rescue Rooms 
£16, 7.30pm 
 
You Say Party, We Throw Gigs  
The Maze 
With Ulterior, Le Couteau Jaune, 
Nephu Huzzband, Catch Collective, 
Stop Eject, Death by TV, and We’ve 
Taped Over Your Cassettes. 
 

Wednesday 13/08 
 
Infection 
The Market Bar 
£4, 7pm - 1am 
Eliza Doolittle, Kieran Crosby and 
Will Orchard. 

Agnostic Mountain Gospel Choir  
The Bodega Social Club 
£6, 7pm 
 
Mindvox Presents  
The Maze 
£4 adv, 7.30pm 
The Accidentals, The Souvenirs, In 
Isolation and more tbc. 
 

Thursday 14/08 
 
Papa La Bas  
The Golden Fleece 
Free, 9pm 
 
The Script  
The Rescue Rooms 
£8.50, 7pm 
 
The Jet Boys  
Junktion 7 
Free, 8pm - 12am 
Plus The Amber Herd and more. 
 
The Breakdowns  
The Maze 
£3, 8pm 
Plus The Charm Offensive, Gallery 
47 and more tbc.  

Friday 15/08 
 
Clumberfest  
Clumber Park  
£28 adv, Gates 4.30pm 
With The Feeling, Scouting for 
Girls, Turin Brakes, The Rushes  
and Lowline.
 
New Generation Superstars  
Junktion 7 
£5 door, 8pm - 2am 
Beast and The Priest and Union X. 
 
Joe Strange Band  
Southbank Bar 
Free, 7pm 

Friday 15/08 

Siesta Project 
Saltwater 
Free, 3pm - 7pm 
With Alex Traska, Red Rack’em, 
Fran Green and guests.
 
The Establishment  
The Maze 
£4, 9pm 
Plus The Swiines, Hiatus, The 
Other Left and the Wickets. 
 
Depraved  
Igloo 
Around £5, 10pm - late  

Saturday 16/08 
 
The Essential Journey  
The Salutation 
£3, 8pm 
 
Clutch  
The Rescue Rooms 
£12.50, doors 6.30pm 
 
Wild Wood  
Southbank Bar 
 
Lemurian Launch Party  
Moog 
Free, 3pm - 3am 
With Lone, Letherette, Keaver and 
Brause, Spamchop, Red Rack Em, 
Deejay Snigger, Zetia, Lukey Wet1 
and Windows 78.

nottingham event listings... for more: leftlion.co.uk/listings
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Dotty Stopout
Mansfield Road finally gets a meat-free caff
 
The ever-changing face of Mansfield Road has recently 
been blessed with a new addition to its range of culinary 
options. Given the current entourage of funky second-hand 
shops and vintage outlets that line this hub of a main road, 
it’s perhaps surprising a veggie food outlet like Dotty’s 
Café hasn’t popped up sooner. With its hyper-kitch fifties 
interior and down-to earth environment, Dotty’s is a haven 
of homemade vegetarian and vegan food, with an equally 
impressive array of teas available by the pot (such as 
raspberry leaf or liquorice root). They also claim to serve the 
best soya latte in town - but we’re not exactly afficionados 
on vegan coffee, so we’ll leave you to judge. 

The menu contains a multitude of sumptuous sarnies (from the likes of smoked tofu and chutney or feta, 
pesto and tomato), baked potatoes, hemp/chilli burgers and much more. There are many delights that 
stick out on their impressive menu, although the LeftLion favourite has to be the choice of fresh salads, 
such as the delicious spicy peanut noodles or broad bean, pea and mint feta.

For those with a sweet tooth, Dotty’s also offer a selection of vegan cupcakes, which are also available 
alongside the sarnies at outside events, and can currently be found with an added dose of alcohol at the 
Pitty Patt Club burlesque night at the The Bodega Social Club.

The thing we like best about Dotty’s is that it’s a down-to-earth space with friendly service - our Literature 
Editor has been particularly impressed by the way the staff let him read their newspaper while they’re 
preparing his lunchtime treats. The whole place is child and dog-friendly and has a small garden out to the 
rear. Check it out and you won’t be disappointed.

Dotty’s Café, 197 Mansfield Road. 9-6 Mon-Fri, 10-6 Sat. Tel: 0115 9583633

DAYS OUT
What’s hot, brown and sticky?  Outdoorsy Notts folk during 
August and September, innit? Lots of fun, friendly, family-
oriented goings-on over the next couple of months, so get your 
sunnies/wellies on and check out some of these events…

Riverside Festival - Victoria Embankment, August 1-3, free
One of Nottingham’s largest and most popular family events, right on 
the banks of the Trent.  A ‘vibrant and eclectic’ mix of live music, crafts, 
organs, engines and food from around the world, with performances 
by Grupo Fantasma, Transglobal Underground and Senegal’s Laye Sow 
Band.  There’s also a street fair (for those in desperate need of large, 
flammable animals) and of course the famous firework display on 
Saturday night. But who will win the duck race? Be there to find out.

Children’s Festival - Various locations, August 1-17, free
Nottingham’s first ever extended kidfest, aimed at under thirteens 
– right down to the little weeny newborns. Parents can get stuck in 
with their children in a full programme of arts and activities on the 
theme of myths and legends from all over the world, kicking off at 
the Riverside Festy with an ‘artzone’. Then there’s a global picnic at 
Wollaton Park (bring your fancy-dress teddy, apparently), plays and 
summer schools at the Theatre Royal and Lakeside Arts Centre, and 
family-friendly films showing at the Broadway. Plus with all the sport, 
dance and music events on the Old Market Square and other city-
centre venues, this festival is basically guaranteed to get your kids so 
knackered they beg to go to bed early – result!

www.nottinghamcity.gov.uk/childrensfestival 



Saturday 16/08 
 
Stumble in The Jungle  
The Maze 
Charity donations, 8pm 
With Wibble, Rubber Dub, Spiky 
Wild Thing and loads more. 
 
African Angolan Party  
Muse 
 

Tuesday 19/08 
 
The Bridal Procession  
Junktion 7 
£4 / £6, 7.30pm - 11.30pm 
Plus Many Things Untold, Zenith 
and The Winterhill Syndicate. 
 
Revolution Sounds  
The Maze 
£3, 8.30pm 
Maybe, The Rutherfords, No 
Etiquette and Asbo Peepshow. 
 

Thursday 21/08 
 
Amusement Parks On Fire  
Stealth 
£5, 7.30pm 
 
Robbo  
Southbank Bar 
Free, 7pm 
 
Smelly Mob  
The Maze 
£3, 8.30pm 
 
Revolution Sounds  
The Maze 
£3, 9pm 
With Satnams Tash, Pepper Box, 
BB Black Dog, Ordo Ab Chao and 
more tbc. 
 

Friday 22/08 
 
Puresence 
The Bodega Social Club 
£10, 7pm 
 
The Proxy (live)  
Stealth 
£5, 10pm 
 
Joe Strange Band  
Southbank Bar 
Free, 7pm 
 
Siesta Project  
Saltwater 
Free, 3pm - 7pm 
With Alex Traska and guests.

Friday 22/08 
 
Sevenfest  
Junktion 7 
£5 / day, 6pm - 2am 
Runs until: 24/08 
Fri: Inme, Drag The Lake and 
Deadfall.  
Sat: iLiKETRAiNS (DJ), The Kull, 
The Swines, Piano, The Jet Boys 
and Sheriff Fatman.  
Sun: Dead Souls, The Beast and 
The Preist, Weeble, Fad Lady Singh  
and Apparatus of Sleep.

Poppycock  
Moog 
Free, 8pm - 2.30am
With David Blenkey and Mike 
Greenwell.
 

Saturday 23/08 
 
Fugitive  
The Salutation 
Free, 8pm 
Plus NG26.
 
Kenan Bell  
Stealth 
£5, 10.15pm 
 
Tee Diamond  
Southbank Bar 
Free, 7pm 
 

Sunday 24/08 
 
Boatyard Boogaloo 
Canalhouse bar 
£6, 2pm - 3am
With Yam Who? Dolan Bergin, Nick 
Shaw,  Ed Cotton and Beane. 
 
Sophie Gig  
The Salutation 
Folk Metal Gig in Aid of Sophie.
 
Back To The Future 
Stealth 
£6, 10pm-6am 
With Dave Mothersole, Sam 
Phillips, Dudley Strangeways  
and Andy Sant.
 
The Establishment  
Southbank Bar 
Free, 7pm 
 
The Maze Acoustic Festival  
The Maze 
Free, 3pm 
Runs until: 25/08 
Guys on Sunday, Girls on Monday. 

Sunday 24/08 
 
Bank Holiday Blow Out  
Via Fossa 
£3, 2pm - 3.30am 
Runs until: 25/08 
Hexadecimal, Riotous Rockers, 
Chico Fresco, Doyley, Huw B & Dr 
Midge, DJ L Rico & Manu Bongo, 
Supine, House Kitten, D’Jackel, 
Moid and The Chosen Ones. 

Monday 25/08 
 
Party in The Car Park  
Grosvenor 
Free, All Day 
Captain Dangerous, The Swiines, 
Quato, Tom Wardle, Arcane, Jake 
sulman and Son of Meric.  
 

Tuesday 26/08 
 
Lou Reed  
Royal Centre 
£40 / £45, 7.30pm 
 
All Time Low  
The Rescue Rooms 
£10, 7pm 
 
John Wesley Hardy  
The Maze 
£10, 7.30pm 
 

Wednesday 27/08 
 
The Gaslight Anthem  
Rock City 
£6, 7.30pm 

Thursday 28/08 
 
Kerbface  
The Maze 
8.30pm 
 

Friday 29/08 
 
Detonate  
Stealth 
£10 adv, 10pm - 4.30am 
With Ed Rush, Sub Focus,  
D-Bridge, Transit Mafia, Dan B, 
MCs I.D and Ruthless. 

Joe Strange Band  
Southbank Bar 
 
Siesta Project 
Saltwater 
Free, 3pm - 7pm 
With Alex Traska and guests.
 
Skaville  
The Maze 
£5, 9pm 
Dub Cats, Cracked Actors, 3 Minute 
Warning and The Stop Outs. 

Saturday 30/08 
 
Ronnie London’s Groove Lounge  
Grosvenor 
£3, 8pm - 1am
 
Vice Squad  
The Salutation 
£5, 8pm
 
Stack It Up  
Southbank Bar 
Free, 7pm 

I’m Not From London  
The Maze 
Love Ends Disaster, Yunioshi and 
more tbc. 
 
This Is How It Feels  
Igloo 
Around £5, 10pm - late 
 
Mass Appeal  
Muse 

Sunday 31/08 
 
Buster  
Southbank Bar 
Free, 7pm 
 
Jazz Junction  
The Maze 
£4 (tbc), 8pm 
 

Wednesday 03/09 
 
Backyard Babies  
Rock City 
£11, 7.30pm 
 
Summer Slaughter UK  
The Rescue Rooms 
£12.50, 5.30pm 
With Suicide Silence, As Blood 
Runs Black, Abigail Williams, 
Born of Osiris, Annotations of an 
Autopsy and The Bezerker. 
 
Doledrum  
The Maze 
tbc, 8pm 
With O’ Lovely Lie, Tabloid Love, 
We Show Up On Radar and 
Redmont. 
 

Thursday 04/09 
 
Tubelord  
The Bodega Social Club 
£5 (NUS), 8:00pm 
Plus Blakfish, My Psychoanalyst 
and Cuban Crime Wave.
 
Urban Intro Trio  
Southbank Bar 
Free, 7pm 
 

Thursday 04/09 
 
Enablers  
Rose of England 
£5 / £6, 8.30pm 
 
Damn You!  
The Maze 
£5 / £6, 8.30pm 
With Enablers.  

Friday 05/09 
 
The Drifters  
Royal Centre 
£18, 7.30pm 
 
Joe Strange Band  
Southbank Bar 
Free, 7pm 
 
Funkasaurus  
Moog 
Free, 9pm - 2.30am 
With Joe Budha, Furious P, Dimes, 
Endemic and Squigz.
 
Nottingham Punk Club  
The Maze 
£5, 9pm 
With Drongos for Europe, Riot 
Squad, The Nags and The 
Arguments. 
 

Saturday 06/09 
 
Eye  
The Salutation 
Free Entry, 8pm
 
Agent Ribbons  
Stealth 
£5, 10.15pm 
 
Clare and The Reasons  
The Bodega Social Club 
£7, 7pm 
 
Wild Wood  
Southbank Bar 
Free, 7pm 
 
CULT D&B Sessions - Big Bud 
Muse 
£4 / £6, 10pm - 3am 
Plus Dj Priceless, Mouse, 
Houghmeister and MC Juma Phist. 
 

Sunday 07/09 
 
Roy De’ Wired  
Southbank Bar 
Free, 7pm 
 
The Sunday Soul Surgery  
Moog 
Free, 1pm - 11pm
With Mark Rayner and Ed 
Challenged.
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Next We Change Earth
Be grateful they didn’t call it ‘The Excreta Gnaw Hen’.

In the heart of Hyson Green 
and Forest Fields, the New 
Art Exchange (NAE) is already 
establishing itself as a beacon 
of culture, creativity and 
community. Welcoming all 
through its grand glass doorway, 
it is a unique centre dedicated 
to African, African-Caribbean 
and South Asian artists - the 
first of its kind in the UK outside 
of London. Boasting two large 
exhibition spaces, a cafe, performance and rehearsal space, artist-in-
residence studio, art education and workspace, it is home to many 
creative individuals and groups.

The grand premier exhibition celebrating the rebirth of NAE this 
September commences with a brief introduction into language. An 
anagram of ‘The New Art Exchange’, Next We Change Earth showcases 
artists who have resided in Nottingham and reflects upon the progress 
throughout time on Black issues; culture, identity, space and home. 

Keith Piper’s stunning landscape video stills of The Forest recreation 
ground will be illuminated, drawing parallels with landscape paintings 
and the representation of danger in the locality. On show also will be 
an interactive sonic installation by Gary Stewart in collaboration with 
Dubmorphology, a Nottingham based collective. In the modern time of 
teenage deaths, stabbings and abuse by their contemporaries, Stewart 
et al will be questioning the shadow of traces in the aftermath. 

This will be a homecoming show for many artists and audience 
members. Issues will be touched upon and explored, culture will be 
rich, identity cherished, space breathed and home welcomed. 

Next We Change Earth is showing 6 Sept - 28 Oct 

www.newartexchange.org.uk

PARKING SPACE IS THE PLACE
The return of party in 
the car park
Anyone who lives on the north side of town knows all about 
The Grosvenor’s beer garden. OK, not so much ‘garden’ as ‘car 
park’, but so what? It’s got benches, it’s got beer, and you get 
a great view of people in sweatbox cars glaring at you in stone-
cold envy on Mansfield Road. What’s not to like? Especially 
round about this time of year, when one of the more inspired 
local musical events takes place on Bank Holiday Monday.

Three years ago Glen Davies (the drummer from former 
Notts music favourites The Deltarays) and mates were 

sitting around with a pint when they decided they could do something with such a big public space, and 
probably raise some money for good causes to boot. Thus was born the Party in the Car Park. ‘It all began 
when my mother got Multiple Sclerosis,’ Glen told us. ‘I wanted to do something for her and I had a friend 
who was the pub manager who let us use the function room for rehearsals. I asked him if I could do a 
one-off fundraiser, put on loads of bands, and have a big barbecue in the car park. He said yes, and I 
guess that’s where it all began’.

Over the last couple of years, this annual event has raised thousands of pounds for charities, including 
the neo-natal unit at the Queens Medical Centre. This year the event will raise money for When You Wish 
Upon A Star, which grants the wishes of children with life-threatening illnesses. It promises to be bigger 
than ever, with bands playing all-day in the function room upstairs including Notts favourites like Captain 
Dangerous, The Swiines, Quato, Tom Wardle, Arcane and Jake Sulman. The bar area downstairs will 
host an open mic session with quality acoustic acts. Slots booked so far include Carbon Copy, Black Vinyl 
Heart, the Nottinghamshire Deaf Society and Glenray. You can also look forward to live displays outside 
like Viking sword fighters, fire-breathers and a gymnastics display. It’s still not too late to get on board, 
either - to bag an open-mic slot, call Glen on 07812 567977. 

Party in the Car Park, The Grosvenor, 291-293 Mansfield Road, Monday August 25
www.whenyouwishuponastar.org.uk

Photo: David Silitoe



Sunday 07/09
 
Monsters Build Mean Robots  
The Maze 
£4, 8pm 
Plus Alright The Captain, Apparatus 
of Sleep and more tbc. 
 

Monday 08/09 
 
The Anomolies  
The Bodega Social Club 
£5, 8pm 
 
Monday Mayhem  
The Maze 
£1 / £2, 8pm 
The Amplifire, Levity, Skam and 
Last Arrow. 
 

Wednesday 10/09 
 
Wire  
The Rescue Rooms 
£17.50, 7.30pm 
 
Micah P Hinson  
The Bodega Social Club 
£9.50, 7.30pm 
 
The Devil’s Haircut  
Junktion 7 
7.30pm - 12am 
 
Smelly Mob  
The Maze 
£3, 8pm 
 

Thursday 11/09 
 
Modey Lemon  
The Bodega Social Club 
£7, 8pm 
 
Lach  
The Rescue Rooms 
£6.50, 7.30pm 
 
Fandangle  
Junktion 7 
£6, 7.30pm - 12am 
Plus Jimmy The Squirrel, the 
Johnstones and Arse Full of Chips. 
 
The Establishment  
Southbank Bar 
Free, 7pm 

Friday 12/09 
 
Sennen  
The Bodega Social Club 
£6, 7pm 
 
Poppycock  
Moog 
Free, 8pm - 2.30am 
Mike Greenwell and Dave Blenkey.
 

Saturday 13/09 
 
Cibelle  
The Rescue Rooms 
£11, 7pm 
 
The Pitty Pat Club  
The Bodega Social Club 
£6, 8pm 
 
Myhouse-Yourhouse - CityFly 
Saltwater 
Free, 8:30pm - late 
With Jonna, J-Shez and Alex 
Traska.
 
Noodle V’s Centrifuge  
Moog 
Free, 3pm - 3am
 
Firestorm  
Igloo 
Around £5, 10pm - late 
 

Sunday 14/09 
 
Shangri-La Lounge - Blue 
Hawaii Hula Party  
The Rescue Rooms 
£7, 7pm - 2am 
 
RACP All Dayer  
The Salutation 
£5, 12pm - 12am 
Charity event in aid of Nottingham 
Childline.
 
The Dodos  
The Bodega Social Club 
£7, 8pm 
Plus Euros Childs. 
 
S.P.A.M 
The Ropewalk 
Free, 6pm - 12am 
 

Tuesday 16/09 
 
Sun Kil Moon / Mark Kozelek  
The Rescue Rooms 
£12, 7.30pm 
Plus Dawn Landes. 
 

Wednesday 17/09 
 
Garrison  
The Maze 
£3, 8.30pm 
Plus Gus MacGregor, Tim McDonald 
and The Hi and Lo. 
 

Thursday 18/09 
 
Firewind  
Rock City 
£12.50, 7pm 
 
Beggars  
The Bodega Social Club 
£6, 8pm 
 
Sunset Duo  
Southbank Bar 
Free, 7pm 
 
Word of Mouth  
Muse 
9pm 
 

Friday 19/09 
 
Fighting With Wire  
Rock City 
£6, 7pm 
 
Abgott  
Junktion 7 
£6 / £8, 8pm - 2am 
Plus Keep of Kalessin and 
Lordaeron. 
 
Joe Strange Band  
Southbank Bar 
Free, 7pm 
 
Muzika  
The Maze 
£5, 9pm 
 
Ferry Corston  
Gatecrasher Loves Nottingham 
 

Saturday 20/09 
 
Duff McKagans Loaded  
Rock City 
£15, 7pm 
 
Longview  
The Rescue Rooms 
£8, 7pm 
 
Swimming  
Junktion 7 
8pm - 2am 
Plus The late Greats and We Show 
Up on Radar. 
 
Smokescreen 
The Maze 
£5, 9.30pm 
Frandanski, Rob and guests. 
 
Depraved  
Igloo 
Around £5, 10pm - late 
 
Mass Appeal  
Muse 
9pm 
DJ Priceless 
 

Sunday 21/09 
 
Cobra Starship  
Rock City 
£10, 7.30pm 
Plus guests. 
 
Richie Muir  
Southbank Bar 
Free, 7pm 
 
Nottingham Punk Club  
The Maze 
With A.I.M (Aus), Girlfixer, Mere 
Dead Men, Impact, Verbal Warning 
and more tbc. 

 

Monday 22/09 
 
Golden Silvers  
The Bodega Social Club 
£6, 8pm 
 
Alright The Captain  
The Maze 
£4, 8pm 
Plus Sinatra, Inertia Blooms and 
Maybe She Will.  

Tuesday 23/09 
 
Attack Attack  
Rock City 
£6.50, 7.30pm 
 
Frank Sidebottom  
The Rescue Rooms 
£14.94, 7.30pm 
Plus Charlie Chuck. 
 

Wednesday 24/09 
 
The Ting Tings  
Rock City 
£13.50, 7.30pm 
 
Hayes Carrl  
The Maze 
£10 adv, 7.30pm 
 

Thursday 25/09 
 
The Ocean Fracture  
Rock City 
£3, 10pm 
 
Revolution Sounds  
The Maze 
£3, 8pm 
With Paul Carter, Liam O’Kane, 
Toon Union, Perkie and Raskal Gaz. 
 

Friday 26/09 
 
Detonate Hospitality 
Stealth 
£10 adv, 10pm - 5am 
With High Contrast, Scratch 
Perverts, London Elektricity, 
Plastician, Mistabishi, Transit Mafia, 
Detail and Furious P, Rust, MC 
Wrec and Ruthless. 
 
Poppycock  
Moog 
Free (NUS), 8pm - 2am 
David Blenkey and Mike Greenwell.
 
Skaville  
The Maze 
£6, 9pm 
With Back to The Planet, Kilnaboy 
and Whackim’ Shillelaghs. 

Saturday 27/09 
 
Ronnie London’s Groove Lounge  
Grosvenor 
£3, 8pm - 1am
 
Knockout Kaine  
The Salutation 
Free Entry, 8PM 
 
Soft Toy Emergency  
Stealth 
£5, 10.15pm  
Cajun Dance Party  
The Rescue Rooms 
£9, 7pm 
 
Millencolin  
Rock City 
£15, 6.30pm 
 
Rolo Tomassi  
The Bodega Social Club 
£6, 7pm 
 
Jason Heart Band  
Southbank Bar 
Free, 7pm 
 
Firefly 
Marcus Garvey Ballroom 
£tbc, 10pm - 6am 
 
This Is How It Feels  
Igloo 
Around £5, 10pm - late 
 

Sunday 28/09 
 
Sam Sparro  
NTU Students Union 
£10, 7pm
 
Roy De Wired  
Southbank Bar 
Free, 7pm 
 

Monday 29/09 
 
The Subways  
Rock City 
£12.50, 7.30pm 
 
Little Man Tate  
The Rescue Rooms 
£10, 7.30pm 
 

Tuesday 30/09 
 
Heavy Trash  
The Bodega Social Club 
£11, 8pm 
 
Foals  
Rock City 
£13.50, 7.30pm
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DOGGY STYLE 
A global treasure trove in the heart of Canning Circus
Given the competition within the industry 
there aren’t many retail outlets around 
that can boast extreme individuality. But 
a haven like Le Chien Et Moi, situated on 
Derby Road, is the kind of place you only 
hope to stumble upon whilst strolling 
through a city’s back streets.

Housed in a beautiful listed building, 
complete with antique fixtures, 
dominating pillars and a resident 
Basset hound called Mulberry, Le Chien 
is a veritable treasure trove of items 
sourced from across the globe. Owners 
Andrew and Pip have spent the last 
few years finding products from little-
known designers and artists, resulting 
in a staggeringly diverse range of old 
and new brought together with impressive continuity within one 
space. Hand-made Italian bikes, jewellery from Japan and New 
York, fragrances from Bermuda, European handmade ceramics and 
Portuguese stationery are just a small selection of the in-store goods 
on offer. All sit elegantly within retro shop cabinets and on top of 
worn carpenters’ benches which were sourced from Andrew’s father’s 
workshop.

History and tradition are evidently in the minds of the proprietors. A 
strong sense of nostalgia flows through the design of the space, the 
products it houses and the old-style packaging used (incorporating 
embossing seals and stamps). An element explained by the owners 
self-confessed love of traditional hardware stores, and the pharmacies 
of days gone by.

There are some places to which a review cannot fully do justice, and 
Le Chien Et Moi certainly falls into that category. To get a feel for the 
passion and knowledge behind the reins you simply have to walk 
through its doors, an experience which comes highly recommended.

Le Chien Et Moi, 60 Derby Road. Tel: 0115 9799199
www.lechienetmoi.com

INSTALLATION OVERDRIVE
The pick of the local art happenings this month
Now is the time to have that summer affair with the artworks of your 
fancy and to hear the latest about some of our local talent hitting the 
heights across the world.

Spend an afternoon up at Nottingham Castle galleries for a striking 
exhibition of colourful paintings and drawings of the ballet and theatre 
by Dame Laura Knight, East Midlands artist of the twentieth Century, 
showing until 28 September. 

Across town, VIEw from the Top gallery has its annual Green and Organic 
show of eco-designed artwork and clothing. Last year’s selection was 
corking, check this space out from September 3 - 13.

If you’ve not yet been along to the New Art Exchange, now is your 
opportunity to experience some culturally rich artwork and sample this 
delightful new building. During September there’s an unmissable show 
of work by artists Gary Stewart, Keith Piper and Hetain Patel.

Hinterland Projects are re-creating Bryon’s final journey on Sunday 
31 August at 11am, inviting a parade of thousands of mourners to 
take part in a silent procession from Weekday Cross to Zara’s near the 
Market Square - formerly the site of a pub where the poet’s corpse lay 
in state after being brought home from Greece.

And finally, we are thrilled to hear that Notts artist Jon Burgerman 
currently has a show in Beijing until 12 August. This is Jon’s first 
exhibition in the East and we feel that his vibrant, characteristic 
illustrations and paintings are sure to create a heatwave there. 

 
www.nottinghamcity.gov.uk / www.viewfromthetop.co.uk / 

www.thenewartexchange.org.uk / www.jonburgerman.com /  
www.thehinterlandprojects.com
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Mondays
 
Neon Rocks  
Stealth 
£3, 9pm - late 
NTU student night. 
 
Motherfunker  
The Cookie Club 
£1 before 11pm, 10.30pm - 3am 

Open Mic
Golden Fleece
Free, 9pm
 

Tuesdays  
 
Acoustic Open Mic Night  
Running Horse 
Free, 8.30pm 
Hosted by Steve Pinnock ‘Notts’ 
premier acoustic guitarist.’ 
 
Acoustic Tuesdays 
Malt Cross 
Free, 8pm 
A great selection of local acts every 
week. 
 
Planet Moog 
Moog 
Free, 8pm
 

Wednesdays  
 
The Big Wednesday  
The Cookie Club 
£2.50, 10.30pm - 2am 
 
LeftLion Pub Quiz  
Golden Fleece 
£2 per team, 9pm 
Our weekly pub quiz continues, 
come down and you could win a 
load of beer or a meal for your 
team, but more importantly have 
a laugh! 

Wednesdays  
Electric Banana  
Bodega Social 
£2 / £5, 10pm - 3am 
The Reverend Car-Bootleg. 
 
Blues Jam Night  
Running Horse 
Free, 8.30pm 
Hosted by Colin staples, great 
blues entertainment, come and 
join in. 

 

Thursdays  

Showcase  
Loggerheads 
Free, 8pm 

Live Thursdays  
Golden Fleece 
Free, 8.30pm 
Live music every week. 
 
Club NME  
Stealth 
£2 / £4, 10pm - 2am 
 
Word Of Mouth  
Muse 
£less than a pint 
Run in partnership with 
Camouflage, the home of live 
underground hip-hop, bringing 
the finest quality acts for your 
acoustical enchantment. 
 
Radar  
Bodega Social 
11pm - 3am 
The best in new music - first! 
Radar residents and guests.
 
Modern World  
The Cookie Club 
£1 / £3, 10.30pm - 2am 
 

Thursdays
 
Loft Conversions  
Loft 
Free, 8pm 
Tribute and acoustic bands. 
 
Tuned  
Rock City 
£1 - £5, 10pm - 3am 
All the latest alternative music 
alongside a healthy dose of pop 
and chart music. 
 
Chic
Gatecrasher Loves Nottingham
£4 / £5, 10.30pm - 3am 
Four floors of music. 
 

Fridays 
Fridays  
Golden Fleece 
Free, 8pm 
DJs playing reggae, DnB, funk, hip 
hop, disco, and all sorts else. 
 
Joe Strange Band  
Southbank Bar 
Free, 8pm 
 
Roy De’ Wired  
Approach 
Free, 7pm 
Plus Good Times. 
 
Love Shack (Nineties)  
Rock City 
£4 - £5, 9.30pm - 2am 
 
Atomic / Sabotage  
The Cookie Club 
£2 b4 11pm, £4 after (NUS 
discount), 10.30pm - 3am
 
Distortion 
Rock City 
£5, 9pm - 2.30am 

Fridays 
 
Liars Club  
Stealth 
Free / £5 / £6  
9pm - late 
 
Play 
Gatecrasher Loves Nottingham 
£7 / £9, 10pm - 4am 
 
Rise and Shine / Funk You 
The Cookie Club 
£5, 10.30pm - 3am 

 

Sundays  
 
Sunday Jam Sessions  
Loggerheads 
Free, 8pm 
 
Jazz 
Bell Inn 
Free, 12.30pm - 3am 
 
Reggae Roast 
Golden Fleece 
Free entry, all day.

THE NEXT STAGE 
(Your bi-monthly 
theatre and comedy 
round-up)

August is always the quietest 
month for theatre, not least 
because anyone with the slightest 
ability to act or tell a joke decamps 
to Edinburgh for the Festival and its 
Fringe. Everywhere else is left with the dregs and, as ever, Nottingham 
gets the Colin McIntyre company and their annual season of five classic 
“thrillers” at the Theatre Royal. They are pretty fun-free affairs so let’s 
skip swiftly ahead to the new season which starts in September... 
 
The Playhouse’s first offering is Vertigo, an adaptation of a French thriller 
which was made famous by Hitchcock’s film. A former policeman with 
a fear of heights is contracted to follow his friend’s wife who appears 
to be mentally ill. He becomes obsessed with her but is unable to stop 
her jumping to her death. As he recovers from the shock, he meets 
another women who is nearly her double and his obsession grows again. 
 
The other choice for September is an amateur production of Judith at 
the Lace Market Theatre. The play is based on a biblical story in which 
a widow seduces the general of an occupying army in order to murder 
him in his sleep, and promises violence, sex and lots of swearing. 

www.royalcentre-nottingham.co.uk /  
www.nottinghamplayhouse.co.uk / www.lacemarkettheatre.co.uk



Theatre
Saturday 02/08 
 
Horrible Histories  
Royal Centre 
£6 / £8, 10.30am 
Runs until: 13/09 
 

Monday 04/08 
 
Holmes and the Ripper  
Royal Centre 
£8 - £17.50, Various 
Runs until: 09/08 
 

Monday 11/08 
 
Deadly Nightcap  
Royal Centre 
£8 - £17.50, Various 
Runs until: 16/08 
 

Monday 18/08 
 
A Party to Murder  
Royal Centre 
£8 - £17.50, Various 
Runs until: 23/08 
 

Friday 22/08 
 
Midsummer Night’s Dream  
Nottingham Castle 
Runs until: 24/08 
A  new production of 
Shakespeare’s comedy. 
 

Monday 25/08 
 
The Edge of Darkness  
Royal Centre 
£8 - £17.50, Various 
Runs until: 30/08

Tuesday 26/08 
 
Hatch - Wish You Were Here 
Hotel Deux 
Free, 7.30pm 
A holiday special with the best 
performanc-y acts we can 
assemble in the same place at the 
same time. 
 

Thursday 28/08 
 
The Aluminum Show  
Royal Centre 
£12 - £24, 7.30pm / 2.30pm  
Runs until: 30/08 
 

Sunday 31/08
 
Without Pomp or Nonsense 
Nottingham Contemporary 
Free, 11am  

Monday 01/09 
 
Deathtrap  
Royal Centre 
£8 - £17.50, Various 
Runs until: 06/09
 

Friday 12/09 
 
Vertigo  
Playhouse 
£7.50 - £24.50 
Runs until: 27/09 
A gripping genre-hopping 
psychological thriller. 
 

Monday 15/09 
 
An Ideal Husband  
Royal Centre 
£8 - £23, Various 
Runs until: 20/09 
 

Wednesday 17/09 
 
Judith  
Lace Market Theatre 
£6 / £7, 7.30pm 
Runs until: 20/09 
 

Tuesday 23/09 
 
NBT A Tale Of Two Cities  
Royal Centre 
£10 - £30, Various 
Runs until: 27/09 
 

Exhibitions
Thursday 01/08 
 
Wollaton Hall & Park: Scene 
Unseen 
Yard Gallery (The) 
Free - car park fee applies 
Runs until: 07/09 
Local photographer Peter Lester 
has spent years photographing 
Wollaton Hall and Park.  
 
Laura Knight at the Theatre 
Nottingham Castle 
Admission applies, 10am -5pm 
Runs until: 28/09 
Reflects the life on and off the 
stage of the British Impressionist 
painter Dame Laura Knight. 
 

Thursday 01/08
 
Styling Project 1 
Nottingham Castle 
Normal museum admission 
applies, 10am -5pm 
Runs until: 28/09 
 
Fresh Art and Design II 
View from The Top 
Free, all day 
Runs until: 30/08 
A collection of work from Midlands 
based artists. 
 
That beautiful pale face is my fate 
Newstead Abbey 
Free, All day 
Runs until: 07/09 
See box out below for information. 
 

Wednesday 03/09 
 
Outside - Keith Wright 
View from The Top 
Free, All day 
Runs until: 13/09 
Presents his latest work
 

Thursday 04/09 
 
Green and Organic 
View from The Top 
Free, All day 
Runs until: 13/09 
opening with a fashion show 
compered by BBC’s Penney 
Poyzer. There will also be recycled 
musical instruments and jewellery 
workshops. The exhibition 
comprises art, textiles and design 
work created using eco processes 
or recycled materials. This year’s 
market is on Saturday 6th from 
10am to 5pm. You’ll  find vintage, 
fairtrade, eco, and organic 
products from designer makers, 
green loving businesses and 
companies. 
 

Saturday 06/09 
 
Next We Change Earth 
Art Exchange 
Runs until: 28/10 
Showcasing artists who have 
resided in Nottingham and reflects 
upon the progress throughout time 
on Black issues; culture, identity, 
space and home. See box out on 
page 24 for more information. 

Tuesday 16/09 
 
NHS Trust and Crocodile House 
Design  
View from The Top 
Free, all day 
Runs until: 22/09 
A second exhibition to raise 
awareness and tackle the stigma 
surrounding learning disabilities.  

Comedy  
Tuesday 12/08 
 
Daniel Kitson: The Impotent 
Fury of the Privileged 
Playhouse 
Sold Out, 8pm

 
 

Wednesday 03/09 
 
Lee Evans 
Nottingham Arena 
£30 
Runs until: 06/09 
 

Monday 08/09 
 
Steve Coogan 
Royal Centre 
£30 
Runs until: 09/09

 
 

Tuesday 16/09 
 
Should I Stay or Should I Go? 
Maze 
£4 / £5, 8pm 
 

Sunday 28/09 
 
Michael McIntyre 
Playhouse 
£16, 8pm 
 

Monday 29/09 
 
Gladdie’s Night Comedy Club 
Gladstone The 
£5, 7.30pm 
BBC 6 Music presenter Jon 
Richardson headlines a top line 
up alongside Dave Longley and 
regulars MC Duncan Oakley 
and Sarah Millican’s selection of 
comedy treats from her ‘Cake 
Shelf’.
 

nottingham event listings... for more: leftlion.co.uk/listings
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DAYS OUT
 

Caribbean Carnival - Forest 
Recreation Ground,  

Aug 9-10, free
Experience the sights and sounds of 
the Caribbean – sort of - with this 
annual event featuring a whole load 
of live music, arts, and food and gift 
stalls. There’s also a bit of a funfair. 
Don’t miss the carnival parade on 
Sunday.
 

Bands in the Parks - Sunday 
afternoons, various locations

Providing the backing track to your 
Sunday afternoon in the park are 
Nottingham’s best brass and wind 
bands. They’ll be playing at the 
Arboretum, the Castle and the Embankment – but not all at once, so 
check the details on the City Council website to see who’s where and 
when.

www.nottinghamcity.gov.uk

Latin Party in the Park - Newstead Abbey, Aug 10,  £12/£14
Enjoy a summer’s evening of live Latin and Salsa with the fabulous 
Cach’e seven piece band and dancers. From salsa and mambo to 
rumba and meringue. Come down and bring a picnic and soak up the 
atmosphere - but not before scoring a ticket from the Royal Centre Box 
Office (0115 989 5555), Nottingham Tourism Centre (0844 4775678) 
or Newstead Abbey’s A60 gate during normal opening hours.

Experian Robin Hood Festival of Running - Victoria 
Embankment, Sept 13-14 

The newly-rebranded legging-it binge returns with a huge range of 
events to suit all ages and abilities, to encourage more people to get 
involved and get fit. What’s more, it’s now a two day affair - Saturday 
is Fun Day, with free-to-enter kids events (if you’re a kid, obviously), 
live bands and the RAF Falcons parachute team dropping in, while the 
marathon and half-marathon are on the Sunday. There’s still time to 
enter online, so mek ‘aste and hit up the website.

www.experianfestivalofrunning.co.uk

ONE8 (One Nation for Everyone 2008) - Nottingham Castle 
–  Sept 27, free

Join in with loads of young ‘uns from 11am, celebrating their diverse 
heritage and identity through events, exhibitions, workshops and 
performances. Heritage, culture, sport and youth services from across 
the region will be working together to make this a day to remember.

WELEASE BYRON!
Reclusive Author gives interview after 186 year silence

As the solstice has now passed and summer nights draw in there is a haunting creative 
union occurring between the lamented and the modern. Curated by Alex Farquharson, 
director of Nottingham Contemporary, That beautiful pale face is my fate (For Lord 
Byron) is an enticing exhibition of international standing.
 
Whilst construction work continues at the edge of the Lace Market for the modernistic 
building of Nottingham Contemporary, the elegant off-site space, Newstead Abbey, has 
been adopted for this latest show.
 
Connecting with Lord Byron, a past resident of the Abbey and celebrity of his day, 
the artists present offerings of artwork in amongst the historic artefacts. Artists 
include Nottingham’s Blue Firth who will be revising witchcraft and the pagan heritage 
with interventions in the gardens and the Cloister Garth, along with Goshka Macuga 
(shortlisted for this year’s Turner Prize) who is contributing a portrait of the poet made 
from found objects.
 
In addition, an exclusive, previously unpublished, 186-year-old interview with Byron,  
which was discovered in the attics at Newstead, will be available and there is an 
educational programme running for families. Going along to experience the show you 
too will be lured and captivated by the essence of the Byronic works on show.
 

That beautiful pale face is my fate (for Lord Byron) is showing 26 July until 7 September 
at Newstead Abbey. 

Take along the back page advert in this magazine for free entry to Newstead house on Tuesdays (entrance fee to the gardens will still apply).

www.nottinghamcontemporary.org 
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Sorry, I Don’t Speak Geek is brought to you in association with The Stone Soup Project. www.thestonesoupproject.com

Which vocal mic should I buy?It largely depends on how much money you have to 
spend. If you’re on a tight budget, the robust Shure SM58 
costs up to eighty quid and will generally get the job 
done to an acceptable standard. If you can spare the extra 
cash, I would highly recommend purchasing a condenser 
microphone as the extended frequency response with 
greater sensitivity will prove handy, especially if recording 
female vocals. The Rode M3 at £100 would be a good choice 
and offers a good sound coupled with great versatility. If 
you’re feeling particularly flush though, £500-£600 will 
get you something like the AKG 414 or Blue Baby Bottle, 
which will provide a much smoother sound.

Tim Ades

I want to make music on my computer, but I’m totally new to it. Which 
program should I go for - Reason or Ableton?From a predominantly track-writing perspective, I feel song construction 
within Ableton can often rely heavily on the user already possessing a certain 
amount of core audio data to work with. It was originally marketed as a live 
performance tool, so most people, myself included, would previously have 
song data (constructed elsewhere) stripped down and ready to re-sequence, 
effect, loop and trigger. Reason, on the other hand, is totally self-contained 
and in essence needs no further external audio files or pre-constructed ideas 
in order to create a competent track. Reason contains limitless virtual rack 
space for synthesisers, samplers, drums machines and is shipped with 
hundreds of presets, samples and loops to get you started. For functionality 
and for the huge array of bundled sounds I would lean my recommendation 
towards Reason.

Luke Williams

Where’s the best place in Nottingham to get your guitar serviced?
I’d say it depends on what type of guitar you have. Dave Mann Music on Mansfield Road (near the Golden Fleece pub) specialise in classical and acoustic guitars, so that’d be your best bet for those types.  Hobgoblin Music on Derby Road are slightly cheaper, and would be a better choice for an electric guitar or a bass. Best of luck.

Jack Wiles

If you have questions about technology, audio, video, photography, computers or indeed anything else, let the geeks know by emailing geek@leftlion.co.uk. All questions will be answered and a selection of them will be printed in this magazine…

Sorry, I Don’t Speak Geekin association with The Stone Soup Project. www.thestonesoupproject.com

NEW YORK · LONDON · PARIS · MANSFIELD
INTRODUCING LEFTLION SUBSCRIPTIONS 

it’s like having a little piece of Nottingham in your toilet

CALLING ALL EXPATRIATES marooned far, far away 
from the Motherland, Nottophiles in all locations 
who can’t go two months without seeing the word 
‘chelp’ in print, and locals who just can’t be 
arsed to go into town: LeftLion subscriptions 
are now available.

That’s right, youths and ducks - from now 
on, you don’t have to ratchet up your carbon 
footprint by jetting into Nottingham in 
order to pick up the latest issue of the only 
magazine in Nottingham worth the steam off 
your wazz - simply giz some money, and we’ll 
send every issue to you the minute it comes 
off the presses. With a stamp and everything. 
Until your subscription runs out, obviously.

Now you don’t have to spend your lonely nights 
in a lesser town worrying about who is playing at 
The Maze next month as you slowly lose your accent 
- we’ll get your postie to shove Nottingham through 
your letterbox on a bi-monthly basis. Hit up 
www.leftlion.co.uk/subs to order online. 

UK: ONE YEAR OF LEFTLION (6 ISSUES) - £12
EU: ONE YEAR OF LEFTLION (6 ISSUES) -  £20 
REST OF WORLD: ONE YEAR OF LEFTLION (6 ISSUES) - £35 

BACK ISSUES
KICKING YOURSELF because you missed out 

on an issue of LeftLion? Regret cutting up a 
certain issue to make blackmail threats to 
your ex? Want five copies of the issue with 
Su Pollard having it off in the Square on 
the cover to sell on eBay in years to come?  
Don’t mither yoursen, kids - simply giz some 
more money, and we’ll sort you out. We have 
limited copies of every issue of the ‘Lion 
(excluding issue 3), and when they’re gone, 
they’re gone. 

Again, check www.leftlion.co.uk/subs.

UK: £2.50 PER ISSUE, £7 FOR ANY THREE ISSUES
EU: £3.50 PER ISSUE, £9 FOR THREE ISSUES
REST OF WORLD: £4.50 PER ISSUE, £12 FOR THREE ISSUES

www.leftlion.co.uk/subs



Jon Burgerman
Gribba Grub
(Rojo)

Jon Burgerman’s debut 
A5 monograph is a special 
edition book (a thousand 
copies left) containing 
works specifically from 
2007. Illustrating a 
twelve-month rampage of 
drawing, photographing 
and capturing idle 
thoughts, this book is an 
artwork in its own right. A delightfully squidgy cover leads you 
into the contents, where every page has a story to tell through 
doodles, prints, graphics and photographs. It is a durable 
little book so should survive even the roughest hands. It is, in 
essence, hyper-active artwork, attention-deficit doodles, which 
are loose yet tidy, mucky yet scrummy.  Amanda Young

Buy this if you like: something on your coffee table a bit more 
substantial than a nicked pub ashtray

Out now, £20
www.jonburgerman.com

Ian Daley
Route Offline:A Festival of Short Stories
(Route Publishing)

Route have been rightly described as 
the North’s answer to Granta, due to 
their impressive record of publishing 
high quality short story collections under 
the watchful editorship of Ian Daley. 
Innovative and exciting, they were 
one of the first publishers to embrace 
the web 2.0 revolution by producing 
free downloadable collections of 
contemporary stories in their Byteback 
series. Five of these collections are now 
celebrated in gloriously-produced hardback, edited by Crista 
Ermiya, Katherine Locke, Daithidh MacEochaidh, Susan Tranter 
and LeftLion’s James Walker, and cover subjects ranging 
from Bulgarian shorts, skin, ‘dog days’, sexual awakening and 
single parenting.  Nathanya Laurant

Buy this if you like: quality fiction for bus journeys into work

Out now, £10.99
www.route-online.com

Lone
Lemurian
(Dealmaker Records)

As the much-hyped Kids In 
Tracksuits take a break from 
the scene, one half of the duo, 
Matt Cutler, has been busy 
in the studio producing his 
second solo pursuit. Lone 
takes us on a journey into a 
dream-like existence you may 
never want to leave, merging 
twisted chords and evolving 
pads with broken hip-hop beats. 
Lemurian has a distinctive sound, creating lush, atmospheric 
soundscapes with subtle samples and throwing them into the 
hip-hop domain. The result is inevitable head-nodding and an 
accomplished soundtrack to summer which looks set to make a 
serious impact over the coming months.  Camillo Hortez

Buy this if you like: Flying Lotus or Boards of Canada.

Release date: 18 August 2008
www.myspace.com/lonemusic

Late Of The Pier
Fantasy Black Channel
(Parlaphone)

Originally from Castle 
Donnington, now based firmly 
in Hoodtown, the current 
Princes of Nu-Rave formed from 
the ashes of old Liars Club gigs 
at the Social circa 2004. Since 
then they’ve led a host of major 
labels a merry dance before 
finally releasing their debut 
album - and pretty bloody good 
it is too! featuring singles like 
Space And The Woods, Heartbeat and The Bears Are Coming, it’s 
a veritable diaspora of rock, indie and electro. See them perform 
tracks from it live at Fopp on 5 August - and expect a proper 
interview with the band in the next issue of LeftLion.  
Jared Wilson

Buy if you like: Klaxons, Errol Alkan, Brian Eno, 
Glowsticks and the next big thing

Out August 11
www.lateofthepier.com

The Rascals
Rascalize
(Deltasonic)

Presently scoring both critical 
and commercial success with his 
other debut record The Age of 
the Understatement, Miles Kane 
has perhaps made a mistake in 
releasing his side-project before 
that of his own band. A multitude 
of guitar effects combined with 
that familiar social commentary 
may make for a darker tone 
than that of the Arctic Monkeys. 
Despite the grungy snarl of I’ll Give You Sympathy and the 
muted bass and strong harmonies of Freakbeat Phantom, the 
rest of the album is far too similar in its pacing, with an overuse 
of reverb. This has the unusual effect of having you come away, 
despite mostly enjoying what you have heard, not really being 
able to recall a single track. Rascalize is certainly a competent 
and likeable record but unfortunately does not have blinding 
brilliance to it.  Johnny Royall
 
Buy this if you like: The Last Shadow Puppets, The Coral, 
Arctic Monkeys.
 
Out now
www.therascals.co.uk

Leni Ward
Body
(Tunica Adventitia Records)
 
Derbyshire-based Leni Ward set 
up her own home studio, and 
then locked herself away in it for 
ten months. The result is Body, 
with Ward the sole composer, 
performer, producer and record 
engineer. Such an undertaking 
leads, inevitably, to a very 
personal album. It’s a mixture of 
bedroom-based electronica with 
ambient orchestration, with 
Ward seeming to be a jack of all 
trades, but master of none. If she’d left the production side to an 
experienced producer, and had some help with the peripheral 
instrumentation, she could have allowed more of her talents as a 
songwriter to develop and shine. If such steps were taken for a 
second album, I’d certainly give her another listen.  Tom Hawkey

Buy this if you like: Experimental, bedroom-based 
atmospheric music

Out now
www.leniward.co.uk

Counting Crows
Saturday Nights and Sunday Mornings
(Geffen Records)
 
After a six-year wait, Counting 
Crows have come back with a 
very apposite concept made up 
of two separate sides - each with 
its own producer. In an attempt to 
capture the title’s moods the first 
side is rock-based and supposed 
to represent the night, whilst 
the second has a more regretful 
country style. All very clever, but 
the rock never reaches the sinful, 
dirty heights of, say, Marilyn Manson and the country is never 
quite apologetic enough to believe they have anything more 
than a mild hangover. As accomplished musicians the songs 
are well composed if a little ponderous and at fifteen tracks 
this is an epic.  Alison Emm
 
Buy this if you like: Van Morrison and REM cover bands.
 
Out now
www.countingcrows.com

Lykke Li
Youth Novels
(LL Recordings)

Li shows an appreciation for a 
number of genres such as electro 
and folk, and the single I’m Good, 
I’m Gone enjoyed substantial play 
on mainstream radio stations (and 
is a catchy piece of piano-led sass 
which could easily have been put 
together by the likes of Feist and 
Rilo Kiley). Production comes from 
Lasse Marten and is exceptionally 
clean; every cowbell, cymbal and 
drum can be heard clearly throughout giving the music an 
understated feeling of grandeur without taking the focus from 
Li’s velvety vocals. Li’s ability to represent so many genres 
in Youth Novels suggests that, with time, this Swedish artist 
could become a treasure. Lauren Evett

Buy this if you like: Feist.

Out now
www.myspace.com/lykkeli

Staple 68: The East Midlands Issue
Wayne Burrows, Editor

Staple is a high quality thrice-annual 
magazine based in Sneinton which 
publishes poetry, short fiction, articles, 
reviews and photography, making it the 
arts equivalent of Jive Bunny. In this 
special edition, which celebrates authors 
based in or related to the East Midlands, 
Wayne Burrows attempts to trace the 
roots of a definitive local identity with an 
enlightening cultural editorial which is a 
reason to purchase in its own right. With 
a mix of up-and-coming and established 
authors, the collection was also recently 
showcased at the Lowdham Book Festival.  James Walker 

Buy this if: you drink Home Ales and have the Major Oak 
tattooed on your arm

Out now, £6.99
staplemagazine.wordpress.com

Time, once again, to clear though that pile of CDs, books, 
mags, and all the other stuff we get sent. If you have 
anything you want us to give the once-over, please send 
it to LeftLion Reviews, LeftLion, The Oldknows Factory, 
St Anns Hill Road, Nottingham NG3 4GP...
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Leo (July 24 - August 23)
Others seem to have no idea of the degree to which you shape and influence their thinking and 
help to encourage them by praising certain activities, while keeping quiet about others of which 
you are less certain. What’s for sure is that if you spend the entirety of next week in a soapy bath 
then your skin will go incredibly peely.

Virgo (August 24 - September 23)
It’s not that you don’t trust certain individuals, it’s just that their track record in dealing with 
financial matters has not been great. That internet-only investment banker might well be a nice 
guy at heart; however, unless retrograde Mercury accepts his trust until late next week then you 
might not want to give him all your savings towards that condo.

Libra (September 24 - October 23)
Not only do you feel responsible for your own plans going as intended, but you also have a habit 
of taking on the burdens of others. Recently this has caused problems to your personal life as you 
have made a loved one unhappy and they may have a valid point. If you’re not careful they will 
eventually jab you in the eye with this wisdom. Wear goggles.

Scorpio (October 24 - November 22)
You face a time of choice ahead. You can invest your time and energy in showing those around 
you who have caused you problems who’s the boss. Or you can let it go, hire a car, get a pack 
of tobacco and a a bag of weed and head off to the country nearest to you where prostitution is 
legal. Germany maybe?

Sagittarius (November 23 - December 22)
A recent clash with a very close friend may have been unsettling for you. Nevertheless the 
exchanges brought to light feelings of great importance. How dare they say you have a superiority 
complex? How dare they talk to you like they even understand your greater intellect? How dare 
they label yours and Teddy’s relationship childish?

Capricorn (December 23 - January 19)
When a particular individual tried to convince you they would cooperate with your plans when 
they had no intention of doing so, they had no idea of the problems they would cause. It has now 
become time to get that broadsword you have been saving from out of the cupboard and get fully 
medieval on their asses. That’s what made Alexander great!

Aquarius (January 20 - February 19)
You say you don’t even believe in star signs? You only read them to humour nutty astrologers 
and pass a bit of time? Maybe you pity them or think their account of the future, based on the 
alignment of the solar system, is inaccurate and, at best, guesswork. Yeah, just like all other 
Aquarians then. Wankers! 

Pisces (February 20 - March 20)
While others rush around in a hurry and try to get things done, flailing here and flailing there, 
your priority this week must be first to review and understand the events triggered by last 
month’s Sagittarius Full Moon. After this you can go back to watching those endless repeats of 
Heroes on DVD. Have you figured out why they got the guy from Star Trek in it yet? 

Aries (March 21 - April 20)
Across for the hospital, down for the morgue. Those were the last words my grandfather said to 
me before he took his own life all those years ago. I still haven’t forgiven him for this rather horrific 
display. But this is a time for forgiveness in your life and you may want to revisit someone who 
you feel has wronged you and and make amends. Failing that, a suicide pact? 

Taurus (April 21 - May 21)
If man is five, if man is five, if man is five. Then the devil is six, and the devil is six and the devil is 
six and the devil is six. And if the devil is six, then god is seven, and if god is seven and if god is 
seven, this monkey’s gone to heaven. You’re a 4.7.

Gemini (May 22 - June 22)
You could try to blame everything on Mercury’s retrograde cycle, but it’s not solely responsible 
for some of the more perplexing situations you’ve been facing. The reason you got fired is because 
you weren’t good enough at your job. The reason your partner left you is because you weren’t 
good enough in the sack. You can’t blame it all on Queen Freddie.

Cancer (June 23 - July 23)
Blubby gone bad, but blubby come good. Blubby goes mad, when Blubby gets wood. Blubby 
likes metal but when it’s hot it burns. Blubby likes driving, but crashes when he turns. Blubby 
likes petals, but they give him hayfever. Blubby likes twins, but he prefers neither. Blubby is an 
elephant when he’s in the sack. But blubby did drugs and now he on crack.

SUNDAY MORNING

Actual duration (hrs): 2.25 (11.45am-2pm)
Average calorific intake: 1,878 (Sunday dinner, 3 fun-sized Mars bars out Nana’s tin)

People in church: 139 (proper ones)

Sucky female activity: T4, Eastenders Omnibus

Chances of getting cab: Fuck all 

SATURDAY NIGHT

Actual duration (hrs): 35.5 (5.30pm Fri-5am Sun)

Average calorific intake:

1,676 (8 pints lager, 4 vodka shots)

People in church: 16,000 (refurbed chain bars)

Sucky female activity: Crying in toilets

Chances of getting cab: Fuck all 
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Bruce Lee died in 1973 under suspicious circumstances. His son, Brandon, died on the set of The 

Crow in 1993. And no, Jared isn’t spilling coffee on their graves - after already stickering most of 

San Francisco, he was running out - and thought it’d be a bit rude to slap one on the great man’s 

headstone.

If you can get a photo of a LeftLion sticker or copy of the mag somewhere dead exotic, 
send it to info@leftlion.co.uk.

LEFTLION ABROAD
Bruce Lee’s grave, Seattle, June 2008



Nottingham City Councilproud
to present

As well as the major events listed there will also be lots of activities 
taking place in Nottingham’s libraries, museums and parks.

Exhibition:
Laura Knight 
at the Theatre
19 JULY - 28 SEPTEMBER
NOTTINGHAM CASTLE
A major exhibition of paintings by 
leading British impressionist painter 
Dame Laura Knight.

Nottingham City Council is 
proud to present an exciting programme 
of events and activities for you to enjoy…

Caribbean Carnival
9 - 10 AUGUST 
FOREST RECREATION GROUND
Experience the sights and sounds of the 
Caribbean – live music, carnival parade 
(Sunday), arts, craft stalls, 
fun fair and food. Global market and 
music song and dance from Nottingham 
and across the world.

Parklife 2008
Have fun at your local community 
Parklife event this summer. There are 
lots of activities for you to try: sports, 
dance, face painting, art workshops, 
climbing wall plus much more!

Each event runs 11am – 4pm

Bulwell Hall Park – 
Norwich Gardens 12 August

Birchover Park 14 August

Coppice Park 19 August

Clifton Playing Fields 21 August

Vernon Park 28 August

For more information please 
call 0115 915 2740 or visit 
www.nottinghamcity.gov.uk/parklife

Outdoor Theatre
NEWSTEAD ABBEY
Pinocchio 16 August

NOTTINGHAM CASTLE
A Midsummer Night’s Dream
22 & 24 August

Image 2008
3 SEPTEMBER - 
1 OCTOBER
BREWHOUSE YARD
A display featuring the best images from 
the Nottingham and Notts Photographic 
Society annual competition. Covering a 
variety of themes, they demonstrate the 
creative talent within the region.

Northern Ballet Theatre 
dance workshop
24 SEPTEMBER, 2pm - 4pm
NOTTINGHAM CASTLE
£10.00 (including museum admission)

Taking inspiration from works in the 
exhibition, Caroline Burn, Education 
Officer for Northern Ballet Theatre, will 
lead a dance workshop in the galleries. 
The session will be accompanied by live 
music and will end with refreshments 
in the café. People of all ages and 
abilities are welcome and no previous 
dance experience is required! Booking 
essential on 0115 915 3651.

Nottingham 
Children’s Festival
1 - 17 AUGUST
Following a theme of ‘myths and 
legends’ the first children’s festival takes 
inspiration from stories across the globe, 
as well as the diverse cultural traditions 
in Nottingham today. Look out for well 
known tales including those about our 
very own hero Robin Hood.

Riverside Festival
1 - 3 AUGUST
Live music, fairground rides, street 
theatre, craft workshops and more 
along the beautiful Trent riverside. 
Fire works spectacular 10.30pm 
on Saturday.

Goose Fair
1 - 4 OCTOBER 
FOREST RECREATION GROUND
Come along to experience the dazzling 
array of sights and sounds of one the 
UK’s most famous funfairs. Soak up 
the atmosphere and take part in 
the vibrant tradition that is the 
Goose Fair.

ONE8 (One Nation 
for Everyone 2008)
27 SEPTEMBER, 
12pm - 6pm FREE
NOTTINGHAM CASTLE
This festival for young people aged 
11-24 and families throughout the 
region, is a melting pot of global cultural 
activity. Includes live music, dance, 
drama, exhibitions, workshops and 
much more.

To find out what’s happening where and when call the 
Nottingham Tourism Centre on 0844 477 5678 or visit 
www.nottinghamcity.gov.uk/whatson

Latin Party in the Park
10 AUGUST
NEWSTEAD ABBEY 
Live outdoor Latin and Salsa from the 
Fabulous Cach’e seven piece band 
and dancers.

Seasonal Celebration
22 - 28 SEPTEMBER,
12noon - 5pm
NEWSTEAD ABBEY
See the house adorned with a feast of 
autumnal colours and floral decorations. 
Celebrate the changing of the season! 
With willow weaving demonstrations, 
ceramic displays and 
holistic therapists.

Nottingham Castle 
Annual Open 2008
in partnership with the New 
Art Exchange.

11 OCTOBER - 2 NOVEMBER
A diverse exhibition celebrating creative 
talent in the East Midlands.
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