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ADVERTISING
SECTIONED
Local adverts ripped from the pages of history... words: Wayne Burrows

“It’s the local sound… and it’s all yours!” 
(BBC Radio Nottingham, 1979) 

This slim magazine contains a huge number of 
adverts, but these were clearly a way to disguise 
the fact that the whole publication is essentially a 
thirty-page advert for Radio Nottingham itself, with 
a 20p asking price. Still, it’s held its value: 20p is 
the exact amount I paid for this copy a week ago, 
unable to resist the headline, redolent of a League of 
Gentlemen catchphrase two decades before any such 
thing existed. 

The contents move us decisively from League of 
Gentlemen into I’m Alan Partridge territory. A 
succession of DJs, reporters, engineers and office 
types comment on their varied roles at the station. 
There’s even a Charlie Partridge on the staff, it turns 
out. Co-presenter of a weekday music programme 
called Free Hand, Charlie probably isn’t related to 
the entirely fictional Alan, but you can never be quite 
sure with seventies local radio. 

Among the features, Dennis McCarthy talks about 
five-year-old Tara, “the world’s youngest DJ”, who 
introduces a couple of records on his show each 
week. Manager Tom Beesley describes conversations 
with listeners in local supermarkets. John Hobson 
introduces his work on the station’s phone-in shows 
with a somewhat convoluted metaphor that begins: 
“If Hans Christian Andersen had been around 
a hundred years later than he was and lived 
in Clifton...”

Despite all this, it’s obvious that in 1979, local radio 
did much of the day-to-day stuff we now use social 
media to accomplish. Education, news, religion 
and sports coverage all get mentioned here but, 
more tellingly, McCarthy writes about the station’s 
community features: “In the first four years of Where 
Are You Now? it was reckoned that more than a 
thousand Nottingham people were put in touch with 
friends, relatives and neighbours they’d lost 
touch with...” 

John Holmes’ comments on Roundabout – “Britain’s 
first ever instant greeting, dial-a-dedication service” 
– also suggest that, when communication options 
were limited to landlines and snail mail, a letter or 
call to a local radio station asking to pass something 
on was basically a Facebook post or WhatsApp 
message travelling in ultra-slow motion. BBC Radio 
Nottingham may have lived up to its futuristic BBC 
Radiophonic Workshop theme tune even better than 
we imagine. 

Maybe that social usefulness also explains why the 
comedy value inherent in the world of local radio had 
to wait until email and home-based internet were 
widespread to reveal itself. It wasn’t until 2002, after 
all, that Steve Coogan’s already decade-old Alan 
Partridge character, formerly a mere TV presenter, 
finally attained the dizzying heights of a graveyard 
shift at Radio Nottingham’s Norwich equivalent.

Shelford Tommy

Nottingham has always boasted its fair share of characters, legends and 
eccentrics. People like Benjamin Mayo, and more recent contenders like Frank 
Robinson, affectionately known as Xylophone Man, will go down in local history... 
 

But there’s one from the eighteenth century who, 
although quite a local celebrity in his day, is 
generally forgotten in 2017. 
 
His real name was James Burne, though he 
was nicknamed “Shelford Tommy.” In 1931, J 
Holland Walker described Tommy as “an itinerant 
ventriloquist [who] earned a precarious existence 
by giving exhibitions of his capabilities with an 
ill-made ventriloquial dummy.” 
 
Tommy was recorded as “carrying in his pocket, 
an ill-shaped doll, with a broad face, which he 
apparently exhibited at public-houses, on fair 
days, race days and market days.” The gazing 
crowd would gather round to see this wooden 
baby and hear it speak, and its speeches were 
often deceived. “Nothing but the movement of 
the ventriloquist’s lips, which he endeavoured to 
conceal, lead to the deception.” 
 
Again, in 1931, Walker wrote “many amusing 
stories are told of his powers. One of which 
was that upon seeing a waggoner with a load 
of straw, he imitated the crying of a baby so 
naturally that the waggoner thought there was 
a child buried under his load, and in all haste 
proceeded to unload his cart lest he should 
smother the child.” 
 
There’s another tale told by John Throsby 
in his revised edition of The Antiquities of 
Nottinghamshire by Robert Thoroton, from 1797. 
He said Tommy was in a stranger’s house, and 

“to his extraordinary powers, a servant girl was 
in the kitchen, about to dress some fish; not long 
taken from the river but apparently dead. When 
she was about to cut off the head of one of them, 
Tommy, at the instant she laid her knife on the 
fish’s neck, uttered, in a plaintive voice, ‘Don’t cut 
my head off.’  
 
“The girl, upon this, being much alarmed, and 
knowing not whence the voice proceeded, hastily 
drew the knife from the little fish and stood for 
some time in motionless amazement. At length, 
however, recovering herself, and not seeing the 
fish stir, had courage to proceed to her business, 
and took up the knife a second time, to sever the 
head of the fish from the body. Tommy, at that 
moment uttered rather sharply, but mournfully, 
‘What you will cut my head off’, upon which the 
frightened female threw down the knife on the 
floor and positively refused to dress the fish.” 
 
Apparently, the fish incident so alarmed the 
maid that she had a fit and Shelford Tommy was 
“seized by the constable and lodged in prison for 
his pains.”  
 
The bogger died around 1796, but let’s not forget 
his playfully trickish ways, and raise a glass to 
his legend and tomfoolery today. 

For more Nottingham history, check out the 
Nottingham Hidden History website.

nottinghamhiddenhistoryteam.wordpress.com



WHAT NOTTS
Find out what’s been going off around and about the city over the past month...

Tweet us @LeftLion with your #OverheardInNotts quotes.

Nottingham’s most opinionated grocers on...

PLENTY OF TEEFS
Internet dating can be a risky business. 
Catfish roam those unchartered and 
murky waters, ready to strike at any given 
opportunity. And now, it seems, so do 
bleddy teefin’ boggers. One young Notts 
lad fell victim to a terrible crime last month, 
when his Plenty of Fish date turned out to 
be a robbin’ cow who rocked up, thumped 
him one, an’ left with his dollar. 

The sixteen-year-old lonely heart signed 
up to the site, lying about his age, and told 
Charday McQueen that he was eighteen. 
She turned up to his parent’s house, where 
he paid £20 for her taxi fare and invited her 
in. Not too long after, one of Ms McQueen’s 
mates rocked up and the two of them 
started scouting out the gaff. Then Charday 
punched the defendant in the face and 
demanded he hand over his phone. The poor 
bogger was so scared, he jumped out the 
first floor window and bust up his ankle. 
And he’s still single. Bless his cottons. 
 

RUDE TUNES
Somewhere, lurking about Nottingham’s 
airwaves, is a dirty-minded individual with a 
penchant for seventies hits. The lyrics to Ivor 
Biggun’s tune that goes summat like “I’m a 
w**ker, I’m a w**ker”, have been bellowed 
out over Mansfield 103.2’s live broadcasts 
by a bloke with a Nottingham accent. Ofcom 
have rounded up the gang and hopped in 
The Mystery Machine (their van, complete 
with tracking equipment) three times to try 
and catch the bogger, but their efforts have 
been in vain.

APPEH BIRTHDEH YOU OWD BOGGER
Some folk fret when they see landmark 
birthdays looming over the hill. Indeed, 
many a last-ditch attempt hath been made 
to rekindle youth by splashing cash on 
a sports car to ease the pain of turning 
forty. But one establishment in town has 
no problem with ageing. Namely Ye Olde 
Salutation Inn, who blew out 777 candles 
last month, with solid legend echoing that 
it’s the oldest pub in Nottingham. You’ve 
well and truly earnt that bus pass, duck.

BUTTERFLIES AIN’T FLUTTERIN’ BY
A wildlife expert from Nottingham Trent 
University has expressed his concern 
regarding the lack of butterflies about town 
this year. Bio-science lecturer, Christopher 
Terrel Nield has noted the diminishing 
numbers, particularly in the Arboretum, and 
reckons a lack of nettles and weeds might 
be factor, but also stated that butterflies 
are sensitive to environmental change. 
“They don’t like uncertainty,” says Mr Nield. 
Will someone give these butterflies some 
goddamn stability and a dandelion. Is it 
really too much to ask?!

EE-AR DUCK
We’re right proud of you lot when you put 
your noggins to the test and persevere with 
an idea until it comes to fruition. Particularly 
when that idea serves to better the life 
of someone else. The people behind The 
Jericho Road Project in Chestnut Grove 
have just been given a new van so they can 
provide female sex workers, particularly in 
the Forest Road West area, with food, hot 
drinks and a friendly face. Good on yer.

MR HOT-TINGHAM
Single ladies and gentlemen of Nottingham; 
keep your eyes peeled and your chat-up 
lines sharp; we have an adonis in our 
midst. Zachary Oldershaw, aged 23, was 
crowned Mr Nottingham earlier this year, 
and on Friday 14 July, placed third in the 
Mr England contest. Well done on the facial 
features, our kid. We can’t claim him for 
ourselves entirely, though, cos the bloke’s 
actually from Leicester. 

COLLEGE DROPOUT
The plans to merge both New College 
Nottingham and Central College Nottingham 
to make one collegial superpower – 
Nottingham College – will apparently 
make up to £600 million a year for the 
local economy. But the University and 
College Union are concerned by the fact 
that the futures of 378 staff are hanging in 
the balance. Positions are being merged, 
downgraded and scrapped altogether, 
leaving many uncertain whether they’ll have 
a job in the new academic year. 

DR WHO IS A WOMAN
It makes no difference to us if it’s a man or a woman; it’s a 
Time Lord at the end of the day, so the body doesn’t really 
count. We never liked the show though, even when we were 
children. It was too scary: those damn Daleks and the slug-
like things inside their cases. It’s an awful programme and 
should be banned.

NOTTINGHAM BEACH
We went once but we didn’t sit down. Can’t see the point of 
it. If you want to go to the beach then Skeggy is only eighty 
miles up the road. The thing in the Market Square must just 
be full of bacteria and wee. There’s loads of children there 
and not a public toilet in sight. Plus plenty of men who, late 
on in the night, have probably had one beer too many. It’s a 
big no from us.

NEW £10 NOTE
We’re surprised they’ve done them after all the ballyhoo over 
the fivers. They said that vegans weren’t very happy with 
them, but they don’t need to eat them, do they? The problem 
with those notes is that they don’t fold very easily. If you’re 
a trader and you want a wad of notes, you need to have 
elastic bands ready. We’re pleased to see Jane Austen is on 
it though: she was a wonderful writer. 

“He's got the same shit tattoo I've got.”

"Pigeons eat worms. And they like bread."

"You wanna get your puff 
pastry chat sorted, mate."

"What's your favourite meat substitute? 

I mean, do you prefer tofu or Quorn?"

"He was on the run from the mental 

health unit. That's why he was so fat."

"If pancakes are all that, 
why just once a year?'

“You know when she has a flare up down below? Well I reckon it's that what makes her go all funny.”

"Only in the UK will someone go 

to A&E due to a scone hitting 

them in the eye because of 

high winds."

"I've never understood Arnold."

"Wait, so your girlfriend's parent's dog was there too?"

"Don't knacker it. 
Eat it nicely."

"It was actually his brother that 

put the pork pie up his arse."

Woman: Can't believe you pissed in 
a bottle in our flat!
Man: Shouldn't have been in the 
shower then.

"At least we're good enough friends that we don't 
mind showing each other our gums."

“If there's a Long Eaton, 

is there a Short Eaton?”

"He bought her a courgette for Valentine's day."

"You wipe wee to poo, not poo to wee."

"You can't wear a coat like that 

and not be ballin'."

“Skol is brewed by 
Pol Pot’s brother.”

“Three pahnd for a packet! And you only get six sausages!”
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“Last time I walked 
down a hill were 
two year ago.”

“Spread it for the bants, spread it for the fam.”
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Conscious, funky and unsigned, Mellonie Page aka Mellonie 
Williams, has gorra sound that moves between reggae-gospel and 
seventies soul, her Mother-Earthly voice in tow. You might have 
clocked her down Nottingham Contemporary launching her most 
recent album, Back to the Garden, or covering reggae classics 
alongside The Ites Band down Southbank. This month, she’s got a 
new single out – Women Women – and will be gigging all over the 
shop, so keep your tabs pricked for that nostalgic voice and them 
positive vibes.

Party in the Park, Beeston, Saturday 12 August
Duke of Saint Albans, Bestwood, Saturday 19 August
Hootananny, Brixton, Saturday 26 August
Manvers Arms, Radcliffe-on-Trent, Sunday 27 August

facebook.com/mellonie.page



We asked your lot to tell us about your inky endeavours, 
from the great to the gutterous, and here are the results...

“This is a line from Max and Paddy's 
Road to Nowhere. There's a group of us 
from Long Eaton and we call ourselves 
the ‘pigs on board.’ Don't really 
remember why. We had stickers and a 
flag that we took to Kavos with us and, 
while we were there, we decided to get 
a tattoo. Thirty euros. Everyone else had 
it on their leg so no one would see. I said 
‘Watch this’ and had it on my wrist.” 
David Winsbury

“One night, when I was about 
sixteen, we'd been on the lash and 
gone back to my mate's house to 
continue drinking. I finally passed out 
in a pile of pizza boxes at around 6am, 
and woke the next afternoon dazed, 
confused and dreadfully hungover, 
with my trousers around my ankles. 
It wasn't until two days later, after 
finally making it home and into the 
shower, that I found hot water to be 
slightly warmer in that particular 
area. I looked in the mirror and, ‘boo’ 
indeed, there it was. To this day, I'm 
not sure who did it. Ten years later, 
I've had time to make peace with the 
face on my arse, and the other half 
smiles when I get up to piss in the 
night. Oh, to be young again!” 
Max Jeffries

“At the 2015 Melodica acoustic 
festival in Reykjavik, everyone was 
given fake tattoos of the origami 
fishing boat festival logo. All the 
musicians that played had a bet to 
see who’d get a real version done 
first. 24 hours and one plane ride 
later, I won the bet.” 
Rob Maddison from Spaceships are 
Cool and Revenge of Calculon

“I got this during a rainy week on the 
island of Koh Tao in Thailand, and it 
took twenty painful hours. The process 
of bamboo tattooing is longer and more 
painful than a gun-style tattoo, but with 
the amazing Thai artist Ai, Fat Freddy’s 
Drop blasting, and pizza on tap from 
across the way, the whole experience 
was made a little more bearable.” 
Christina Catherall

“When we went to the temples in 
Chiang Mai, the monks spent hours 
creating huge mandala designs on the 
ground using sand. When they were 
complete, they’d wipe them away and 
start another. The monks had boards 
up saying that this process represented 
life as being full of hard work that ends 
in beauty, and that’s easily taken away 
or destroyed. Instead of being sad that 
something ends, it’s better to live life in 
the short-term beauty and start again on 
a new venture. That’s why I got this.” 
Bethany Warner

“I wrote magpies into my first book 
as a symbol of change, connected to 
the first person to ever believe in me 
and make me feel safe. After the most 
important interview of my life, I saw 
one solitary magpie and felt like it was a 
sign. I got the job, and it led me to meet 
great people, and become a poet. Since 
then, every time I've done something 
important and it’s gone well, I’ve seen a 
solitary magpie. Likewise, if it goes bad, 
I notice I haven't seen one. When I left 
that job, my colleagues bought me this 
tattoo at Danny’s Tattoo Studio. Now, 
I always carry a magpie with me as a 
reminder of the things I've achieved.” 
Hayley Green

“Mermaids are supposedly a 
mythical goddess: half woman and 
half sea creature, as well as being 
conventionally quite beautiful and 
mysterious. It was between her or a 
fifties pin-up girl, but Wikipedia used 
the words ‘elusive’ and ‘powerful’ 
about mermaids, which sold it for me. 
I'm all about the empowerment of 
women celebrating women, instead 
of competing. These days, there’s 
more than enough opportunities to be 
vetted against others, depending on if 
you've mastered the art of contouring 
or not. It was a bit of an ‘embrace that 
inner goddess’ statement, because 
everyone’s got one. Fishtail or not, she’s 
her own type of gorgeous.” 
Kimberley Dennis

“This is one of the best hungover 
decisions I’ve ever made. My mates and I 
had been talking about getting this tattoo 
– The Television Workshop logo – for ages, 
but in the end, only me and one other girl 
were brave enough to get it done. I trained 
at The Television Workshop for nine years, 
and this tattoo is a celebration of that and 
the family I’ve made there. It’s the only 
visible tattoo I have, and I get asked about 
what it’s for all the time, which is fine, cos 
I bloody love talking about Workshop.” 
Molly Deakin

“At 25, I'd had enough of dressing in fear, of 
feeling uncomfortable in my skin, of feeling 
like my legs were too big, or my skin wasn't 
clear enough, or my hair was too wild. I 
stopped hiding. I walked down the road in 
whatever I wanted to wear. I danced how 
I wanted to dance and continued to be a 
poet, an academic, and a writer. I wanted 
to break the idea that you can either be 
sexy or clever: Kim K or Theresa May. In 
Cape Town, where I celebrated my first 
gay pride as an out, pansexual woman, 
I got this tattoo: my own coat of arms 
with a lioness in the middle, ‘Mouthy’ in 
Arabic (one of the many languages of my 
Egyptian-born Nonna) at the bottom, and 
splashes of the pride colours bleeding out. 
It’s a reminder that I am building my own, 
fresh narrative of what a woman can be. 
And that my massive legs are fantastic, 
and I should feel no shame in getting them 
out whenever I want to.” 
Debris Stevenson

“A flying bird would symbolise ‘freedom’, 
because I just got out of a two-year 
relationship. It gets worse. My friend at the 
time had a tattoo gun but had only tattooed 
bananas and pig skin. Being a teenage me, I 
got him to come over to my house when my 
parents were out, draw it on with a purple felt 
tip and create this dodgy fella. I still love it 
but you have to admit, it’s pretty awful.” 
Dani Bacon

“This tattoo was done on a girls’ holiday in Bulgaria. 
Hence why it’s so shit. We were on a night out, got 
absolutely blindo, and decided to go on a bungee jump. 
I’m terrified of heights. It didn’t go well. I came off it 
green and went straight back to the hotel half dead. 
The next day I got ‘the sky is the limit’ as it really was 
my limit. Now every time I look down at my foot I’m 
reminded never be so stupid again.” Sharlie Murphy
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Tattoo artist Gray Silva, of Netherfield-based parlour Rampant Ink, tells us how he got into inking, his inimitable style, and 
why you shouldn’t come to him if you’re after a cliched tattoo of a cloud in the shape of Bart Simpson’s bum… 

The first tattoo I ever did? Awful. It was a sun with a face in the middle. My mentor said 
“Ooh, fancy. Three colours in that.” I’d used red, orange and yellow, and it was horrible. 
That’s the thing about tattooing: nobody’s a natural. Tattooing on skin is like using a pencil 
that doesn’t want to go in the direction you push it, and doesn’t want to touch the surface 
you’re working on. The only way to learn is through repetition, so most tattooists have 
covered their thighs in terrible pieces.
 
Before getting into tattooing, I was studying for a design degree in Leeds. One day my mate 
decided he wanted a tattoo, so I said I’d go along. I got chatting with the tattooist about a 
drawing I was doing, and he told me to bring it in so he could tattoo it on me; a back piece 
and half sleeve later, I thought about tattooing as a career. The guy lived above his studio 
and if the weather was decent, he’d wake up and say, “I’m taking the kids out today, the 
shop’s closed.” That was the life for me.

I eventually asked if he’d teach me, and he told me to “F**k right off.” So, I kept getting 
tattooed and asking him. I think I wore him down more than anything and eventually he 
relented. I worked for him for two years, seven days a week, for free, doing anything and 
everything and soaking up every morsel of information I could. Of course, the bills had to be 
paid too, so I worked in a nightclub five nights a week; I don't remember sleeping much in 
those two years. And you know those hangovers where you can’t move your head up and 
down? Well tattooists spend all day doing that, so a heavy night out was a no-go.

You need to be able to talk to people while they’re in the chair, 
too; build up a rapport. The stories people tell you while you’re 
tattooing them can be really personal; we’re a little bit like 
therapists. Although I could write a book with some of the 
hilarious things people have told me, too.

When I first started tattooing, our main clientele 
seemed to be bikers, drug dealers, prostitutes, the 
military and football fans. These days, it’s a much 
wider section of society, stretching across the class 
divide. We increasingly see “yummy mummys”, 
doctors and we’ve even had a high-court judge 
in our studio.

One of my favourite clients was a lady in her 
eighties. She came in on the day she buried 
her husband to get her first tattoo: a fairy. It 
was the first thing on her mind after laying 
her husband of over sixty years to rest. I’ll 
never forget the mischievous look on her 
face as she confessed to me that she’d 
always wanted a tattoo but “The miserable 
bastard would never let me have one.” 
Beautiful.

A lot of people come in wanting tattoos 
because they’re a trend or because they’ve 
seen them on someone famous. Personally, 

I can’t bear the thought of tattooing one more footballer-style religious sleeve on someone 
– you know, angels, doves and clouds that look like Bart Simpsons’ cartoon arse crack – 
because they don’t allow any creativity. They’ve become this decade’s bulldog wearing a 
football shirt and, as a custom studio, we pride ourselves on producing original work.

My style is bold, abstract and graphic, with a little cubism for good measure; it’s like I see 
the world as a series of straight lines. I used to get punished at school for not drawing 
“properly”, and my lecturers at university would give me Fs for drawing like that, too. 
Now I have clients who fly from all over the world to get a piece done by me. It was the 
forerunner to Picasso, Franz Marc, who inspired me to draw the way I do, but it was the 
French tattooist, Bugs, who encouraged me to tattoo this way. He tattooed my arms in his 
unmistakable cubist style and showed me – and told me, repeatedly – the importance of 
tattooing as an art form rather than a technical exercise. I’ve never been more grateful for a 
piece of advice. 

Clients put a lot of trust in me to get it right, and I put a lot of effort into creating their piece, 
so it’s incredibly satisfying when they love the work. I gave a client his second ever tattoo 
the other week, and I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone happier than him when I’d finished. 
He kept saying, “I can’t believe that’s my arm.”

There’ve been times when I’ve been worried that a client is going to regret a tattoo. Claire, 
Danica and I put so much time into our client consultations, particularly 

if we’re trying to explain why we think the artwork they’ve presented 
us with isn’t going to work. It’s important to guide people through 

this stage to ensure they get the best piece possible. 

Rampant Ink is going to be celebrating its twentieth 
anniversary next year, and I think a big reason for our 

longevity is we always try and stay as current as possible. 
We have a steady stream of guest tattoo artists that visit 
frequently from around the world, and a core of full-time 
artists dedicated to constantly learning and improving. 
The minute I stop doing that, I’ll become one of those 
“old guys”, who moans about tattooing “not being like 
it used to be”. I don’t want to be one of them.

rampantink.com

         I’ll never forget the 
mischievous look on her face as 
she confessed to me that she’d 
always wanted a tattoo...

illustration: Ned Wilson



Lucy Does
There’ve been several times in my life when my mouth has signed me up to 
something before my brain has had the chance to work it out. Nominating myself 
to be school-council representative in year seven was disastrous for my street cred, 
and stepping up to the Ayia Napa boat party drinking competition went as 
successfully as one can imagine. Now, for the entertainment of you lot, I 
agreed to attend a burlesque class and write about my experience for 
dear old LeftLion. Why?

The word “burlesque” derives from the Italian “burlesco”, 
from the word “burla”, which means to mock or ridicule. The 
art form has been present in our society since the seventeenth 
century, when it was used to take the mick out of highbrow 
art like opera and literature, moving on to ridicule class, 
societal norms and esteemed figures. Elements of comedy, 
music, and dance were all as standard, but the inclusion of 
striptease didn’t happen until the early twentieth century.

Today, Nottingham Dance and Fitness run burlesque classes 
every Thursday evening over at the YMCA gym: a good 
place to start on my endeavour. After booking myself in as a 
nervous newcomer with dance teacher Berni, I threw myself 
into research; raising my blood pressure by watching YouTube 
clips of Dita Von Teese splashing about in a martini glass, 
diamond-encrusted nipple tassels swinging all over the shop. 
Being built like a fourteen-year-old boy with the spots to 
match, the prospect of shaking my non-existent tail feathers 
and pinging off a bra strap or two was daunting, to say 
the least.
 
I rocked up to the session in a pair of stained leggings and my 
boyfriend’s t-shirt. I was on my period, my hair was greasy, 
and I’d just scoffed an entire fourteen-inch pizza in seven 
minutes. I felt anything but sexy. If owt, I was the physical 
embodiment of “un-sexy”. An anti-sexual being, if you will.

I needed something to distract me from the nerves bubbling 
in my belly, so I started to find out why the other class 
attendees got involved in burlesque themselves. Many of 
the women had taken up the dance style at university and 
hadn’t been able to abandon it; some had joined for a bit 
of a confidence boost; others wanted to do something for 
themselves following a bad break up.

“It brings out a part of them that they probably didn’t even 
know existed,” says Berni. “It allows them to explore their 
femininity and realise its power.”
 
Women need to be encouraged to appreciate their worth and 
strength in order for them to prosper. And if popping your 
suspenders on a Thursday night enables you to do that, then 
go get ‘em. Equally, though, I found myself questioning how 
I felt about being a part of something that appears to play 
into patriarchal ideas of a woman’s worth being determined 
by how sexually appealing she is. I wondered about the 
distinctions between burlesque and stripping, and whether 
women who felt empowered by burlesque only did so because 
men found them attractive while they were doing it.

“Stripping usually involves full nudity, and its only purpose 
is to arouse,” Berni says. “Yes, Burlesque performances have 
some elements of striptease in them, but they also involve 
other skills: dance, comedy and storytelling. It’s tease, 
not sleaze.”

Half way through a routine to Beyoncé’s darkly sexual Fifty 
Shades of Grey remix of Crazy in Love, I caught myself in the 
mirror shimmying my imagined stockings off with gusto, and 
winking bashfully at my own reflection. The hair I’d scraped 
back into a slick pony tail was now flouncing its way around 
my shoulders, albeit rather haphazardly and still in desperate 
need of a wash. I’d kicked my trainers off, and I was fully 
immersed in my own performance. There was absolutely no 
denying it: I felt sexy.

But I was still pretending to take my clothes off, and I wasn’t 
doing it in a satirical way, ridiculing a serious art form, or 
mocking any social constraints. While it might not carry the 
same stigma or seek to serve the same function asstripping, 
burlesque performers do take off their clothes to music for the 
entertainment of others. 

There are, of course, differences in the two art forms. 
Stripping is thought of in a reproachful manner by many, and 
women who work in strip clubs face unfair prejudice from a 
society that seems agitated when a woman uses her sexuality 

for her 
own benefit. 
Women who strip 
are incredibly agile, 
strong and poetic dancers, 
and they’ve got more guts than 
I’ll ever have. But why is burlesque 
any different?

Burlesque audiences are largely made up of 
women. UK-based burlesque hostess, Lili La Scala, 
states in her online blog that 90% of her audiences are 
females or couples: “It’s very hard to do a sleazy show 
designed to titillate men when the majority of the audience 
are women,” she writes. “Women… watching other 
women… bump, grind and sparkle? Could there be anything 
more feminist in  the world?” 

The difference in ownership when comparing stripping to 
burlesque is interesting. Women who strip for a living are, in 
many instances, in control of their own decisions and bodies, 
but stripping is a transaction: “I give you more money, you 
get more naked.” The audience – usually male – commands 
the performance; the more she takes off, the more money 
she makes. 

With burlesque, the artist extends an invitation to the 
audience to watch what she has prepared; she, or he, is 
the sole decision maker on how they use nudity during the 
performance. “The sexiness is powerful because it is the 
artist – not the audience – who assumes control over the 
artist’s body and identity,” says Elle Holland in an article on 
burlesque and feminism for the Huffington Post.

And, I have to say, I found the burlesque-class environment to 
be nothing short of empowering. There was such a diversity 
of age, shape and size in Berni’s class, and their celebration 
of each other – even me in my scabby attire – warrants 
recognition. It made it fun. No one was trying to outdo 
anyone, or be sexier than the next; it was a collaboration of 
sultry gazes and sashays meant to compliment every woman 
in the room, and make her feel good about herself in 
the process. 

Burlesque encourages you to embrace your own sexuality; to 
forget about the lumps and bumps – or in my case, the lack 
thereof – and enjoy your body for what it is. Who cares if it’s 
stripping or not? You can’t deny the strength and confidence 
it gives to the women in Berni’s class. They’re celebrating 
themselves, for themselves. And in a day and age where 
women can’t seem to do wrong for right when it comes to 
their sexuality, and our bodies are critiqued and judged on a 
daily basis, it’s more important than ever that we take back 
some control. And we’ll have a damn good time while we’re 
doing it. 

Burlesque
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Fifty years ago, John Berger and Jean Mohr brought the world of a rural medical professional into the 
spotlight with the book A Fortunate Man: The Story of a Country Doctor. Now theatre maker Michael 
Pinchbeck and photographer Julian Hughes have been working with theatre company New Perspectives, as 
well as a team of writers and visual artists, to take another look at doctors, exploring just how much the NHS 
has changed over the years, through their new theatre production A Fortunate Man...

How did the project start?
Michael: It was Jack McNamara at New Perspectives who approached me as 
he was interested in marking the fiftieth anniversary of the book, A Fortunate 
Man, in 2017. It’s a dialogue between images and words, and a photographer 
and a writer, so it made sense to work with Julian, a photographer and 
long-time collaborator, on the project. It’s also the story of a country doctor; 
that’s the subtitle of the book, so we’re looking at doctors in some rural areas 
around the East Midlands. We’re asking several questions here: How has 
care provision changed? How has the NHS evolved? How do doctors balance 
meeting patients with meeting targets? How do they heal?
 
How will the collaboration between you and Julian, and the teams of 
emerging artists, work?  
Michael: The specific focus that Julian and I will have is the question of how 
to stage the book. We’ve already done some work writing fragments of text 
that capture the spirit of the book, but we’ve also turned some of the images 
into theatrical scenes. There’s not very much spoken dialogue at all. Our 
challenge is to bring it to life, so we’ve been exploring the idea of making the 
audience the patients and the performers the doctors. Essentially, Julian and I 
will be telling the story of the book through images and photographs, whereas 
the emerging artists will be reflecting on the NHS today. Each of them will 
bring their findings from surgeries in Derby, Nottingham or Leicester to 
the process. 

Julian: Not that we split it directly down the line, but Michael worked with the 
writers and I worked with the photographers. We decided to pair up an artist 
and a writer, and send them off to different surgeries in Nottinghamshire.
 
What are you hoping participants will get out of the process?
Michael: I’m finding working in collaboration with photographers exciting. 
I do a lot of work with theatre makers and writers, and it’s one thing doing 
a workshop for writers where you sit around and write, but when you’ve got 
photographers in the room, words aren’t everyone’s first language. Like Jean 
Mohr said, some of the images in the book move the story forward several 
pages because they contain so much information. We’re really playing with the 
conversation between the paragraph and the photographs.
 
Julian, you gave blood in front of two of the artists. How was that?
Julian: I’ve been giving blood for quite a while, but I’m not used to turning up 
with a writer and photographer. I had to explain to the nurses that I was with 
these two ladies who were going to photograph me and write about it. It took 
a bit of explaining. I felt like a bit of a celebrity.
 
There’s a lot of controversy surrounding the NHS right now. Will you 
address that?
Michael: I think if that’s going to be part of the show, it needs to come from 
the doctors and GPs we’re speaking to; I don’t think we can impose that 
kind of politics upon it. Perhaps it will emerge that way when we collate the 
material we’ve been given, and if we have the necessary permissions to use it. 
Fundamentally, I think the reason a lot of doctors and care providers read this 
book when they train is because they want to deliver a level of personal care, 
and to help and heal people in the way this doctor does. 

Julian: I think this story is more about the celebration of what the doctor in 
the book achieves. It was never the case to try and find any faults; it’s just to 
observe. It’s new for people to take an outside eye, rather than turn up to have 
a check-up or go to the walk-in centre because you’ve injured yourself doing 
DIY. It’s interesting to see what you would learn if you spent time with nurses, 
or spoke to patients. 

Newspapers aren’t sold on stories of positive experiences...
Michael: No. Working in the NHS is a pretty thankless task. What John Berger 
and Jean Mohr did was draw attention to one man’s practice, how much he 
gave, and how much he was drained by it. There’s this sense that he invested 
so much of himself that he spent his spare time building a garden with 
members of the community; he was constantly serving the community in a 
way that doctors today are, and maybe we don’t recognise that enough.
 
How do you think the book is still relevant today, and what’s changed?
Michael: We’re looking at this book through the lens of fifty years, thinking 
he’s a traditional country doctor but actually a lot of what he does, and the way 
that he practices, is quite forward thinking. And the fact that he opened up 
this practice for this writer and photographer to follow him around suggests 
that he was willing to share his tools and techniques with the wider world. 
We’re trying to allow that same openness for doctors today, to show how they 
care. It’s normally a private, intimate space.  
 
We have this responsibility to talk about intimacy – this contract between a 
doctor and the patient – but also how the politics have changed since then. It’s 
a very patriarchal book. We’ve got a female-heavy team working on the project, 
so we’re interested in challenging that. I’d like to speak to as many female 
doctors as male doctors, and have a lot of female voices in the soundscape to 
address the gender politics within it.
 
Julian: The book has been a staple read, so I’m interested to find out if GPs 
and young doctors are still reading it and how they feel about it. It’s an 
idealistic approach to having your own village as a practice, which doesn’t 
really happen anymore.
 
How will this all take shape on the stage?
Julian: You’ve got art practice and you’ve got the medical practice, and then 
you’ve got what’s on stage. So it kind of works as a coalition between those 
two landscapes, but also landscape as in in rural setting where the book is 
based, and the urban setting in which the artists will be doing their fieldwork. 
Each surgery will have its own little portrait, you could say. 

Michael: It’ll be a mixture of written text and the images. I’ve written 
something that’s part slideshow, part adaptation, part political manifesto; 
hoping to pull back the curtains on the doctor’s surgery to reveal the state 
of the nation’s health and maybe even the state of the NHS today. But it’s 
also a tribute to the old, traditional country doctor that perhaps doesn’t exist 
anymore in the way that in the sixties, the doctor would make home visits, 
whereas doctors don’t really do that now. It’s also a tribute to Berger and Mohr 
and the fiftieth anniversary of their book. Finally, it’s a tribute to the doctor 
who died, John Sassall. 
 
A Fortunate Man is in the final stages of development, and you can track its 
progress by visiting the New Perspectives website.

newperspectives-development.co.uk

interview: Hazel Ward
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On The Mark
The former Editor of Games Workshop’s White Dwarf magazine, self-confessed Victoriana and history nerd Mark 
Latham took the leap to become a full-time author and games designer. The Lazarus Gate, his debut novel, was the first 
in his Victorian sci-fi Apollonian Case Files series, with the second, The Iscariot Sanction, released the following year. 
This year, he’s had his first Sherlock Holmes novel published with the world’s greatest detective investigating Dracula, 
and the third Apollonian novel, The Legion Prophecy, is set to hit the shelves in September. He’s not been slacking, so 
we thought it was high time we popped the kettle on and invited him over for a natter…

What was it like moving from a secure job at Games Workshop to the unknown of 
being an author and freelance games designer?
It was terrifying because I’d worked there for fifteen years – my entire working life. 
I’d written The Lazarus Gate over about two and a half years, working on it in every 
lunch hour, every evening. They were having a huge restructure and I was considering 
whether I should stay or take the money and run. Then my agent called me out of the 
blue and said “I’ve sold your book to Titan.” That was my answer.

The Apollonian Case Files series is set in dual worlds with recurring characters. It’s a 
pretty solid universe, how long were you developing it before you put the proverbial 
pen to paper?
I had the idea percolating for maybe ten years or more, but I didn’t know which genre 
it’d be. I always start with the story; I didn’t quite have John Hardwick as a protagonist 
from the beginning, but I always knew what the big twist would be, so I had to create 
a character that was capable of it. It was only when I began writing it that I realised he 
was my guy.

As a reader it was quite a surprise with the second book, The Iscariot Sanction, to 
find the Hardwick family – the first book’s central characters – returning, but not 
quite as and where you’d expect them to be. What made you make that decision to 
retain the same characters but set it in an alternative world?
I got a three book deal on the strength of having a whole bunch of ideas for five or six 
books, not all of which are Hardwick family stories. I thought people would want to 
know more about them, so it made sense to do a duology first. I’d learned a lot of lessons 
from the first book and was very aware that I wanted to write in a different style; it’s a 
lot more action focused, lots of daring do. The Lazarus Gate is a first person narrative, 
while The Iscariot Sanction is a third person narrative with a really difficult protagonist: 
Lillian is really tough. All the elements for the third book, The Legion Prophecy, have 
been sown in the first two.

How does it feel writing about the Empire and times gone by? It’s obviously quite 
romanticised, especially considering how disjointed we are as a country now...
Stuff that’s going on in the world now very much impacted the third book. Although 
John Hardwick had a terrible time of it fighting in the Imperial wars and came back from 
Burma an opium addict, imperialism was romanticised in The Lazarus Gate and he still 
revered the crown, Queen and country, and doing the right thing for good old Blighty. I 
stuck with that because he wouldn’t make the decisions that he does if he wasn’t such 
a good soldier. There’s a little bit more cynicism in the second book because the world 
that those characters inhabit is completely mad, and the Empire’s crumbling anyway. In 
the third book, back in our world, there’s a bunch of different characters with different 
perspectives and I’ve tried to show the rot beneath the glamour.

Are there any Easter eggs in the series where you give a nod to people who were 
part of pop culture at that time?
Loads. If you research all the characters, and the places too, you’ll find some are real and 
some aren’t. The real ones – I hope – do fit into the general timeline and appear in places 
where they’re meant to be, doing what they’re meant to be doing. No one’s spotted it 
yet so I don’t know whether I should give it away, but John Hardwick’s address was 
carefully chosen. He’s kind of a John Watson/Sherlock Holmes mash-up character, so the 
address for his boarding house is the real-world address that is next door to 221b Baker 
Street as used in the BBC Sherlock series; next door to Speedy’s cafe. It’s exactly where 
he needs to be for the fashionable, not-quite-expensive area and near some nice back 
alleys for him to get mugged in along the way. I had to sneak a Sherlock reference in.

Where did the fascination with Victoriana start with you?
Weirdly, as a kid I was absolutely obsessed with Westerns and my first game was a 
Wild West game. Later I discovered Sherlock Holmes, and then Dracula and Wuthering 
Heights – either are my favourite novel, depending on what day you ask me – and then 
went onto Jules Verne. I read that sort of thing exclusively for years, especially during 
my degree. I was also running role-playing games set in Victorian times, and I’ve now 
got over 200 books, some antiquarian, all about Victorian history with maps of London, 
underground maps. I call it my Victorian Google. My wife calls it a huge mess of books.

Although The Apollonian Case Files series is sci-fi fantasy, there are other elements 
to it including a bit of horror. Do you think crossing genres opens your work up to 
new audiences?
I think I’m finding it harder to find my audience in some respects. Every genre comes 
with expectations, and even my editors have said, “Do you want to take 

this bit out, or change this bit, because an audience would expect the character to do 
these things instead.” That’s quite difficult, because I didn’t really think about genres 
when I wrote the first book, it was defined as Victorian sci-fi, the horror came later. The 
sci-fi writers of the twenties would never have thought that they were writing science 
fiction, they’d have just thought they were writing a book and it was just as worthy as 
Dickens writing a book.

People like neat little boxes. And especially with genres like sci-fi and horror, you’ll 
always get the purists…
I think the main thing is the audience expect happy endings. Thankfully Game of 
Thrones moved the bar and made audiences realise that people might actually just 
die, so they’ve started to like a bit more grit. That’s good, because I don’t write happy 
endings. My general rule is that your characters have to win but it always comes at a 
huge cost.

As a writer, if you’ve spent a long time establishing a character you must start falling 
in love with them, so to just bop them on the head, as it were…
I nearly killed John Hardwick a few times. Then I thought, no, I’ll just maim him, or kill 
his double instead. I do terrible things to him. I can’t kill him just yet, but his day 
may come.

If the series got made into a film, who would you have play the characters?
I’ve written a whole blog about this. John’s older, wiser, and more grizzled in the first 
book, and he’s almost a young Jack the Lad in the second. So in the first one I always 
imagine him as Johnny Lee Miller in Elementary: drug-addled, tattooed, taut and wiry, 
with a harried look about him. And, for all of them, Tuppence Middleton as Lillian. In the 
dream world, Patrick Stewart as Lazarus. That would be great. Alan Rickman would be 
the sinister Lord Sherlaton. I know he’s passed, but no one else can do it. They’ll have to 
resurrect him with CGI or something.

Do you usually have someone in mind as you’re writing?
Books aren’t written like movies, so if you try and write TV or movie prose then it always 
goes a bit pear-shaped. But I do tend to get key characters picked out from actors and 
I pin them to my wall. So when I’m working out how to develop a line of dialogue, I can 
look at it and think “What would Alan Rickman say?” If I can imagine the actor saying 
it, it can really help the dialogue. It sounds daft, but…

I guess when you start writing, the characters become more real, so to have a 
physical cue is helpful. Do you dream about your characters?
Occasionally. The pivotal horror scenes in each book come from nightmares I’ve had, 
and the whole story is based around them. So the scene when the Artist reveals his 
true nature and he chains John up to torture him, and there are fleshy, mutant creatures 
sloping around the room, that was actually a terrible nightmare I had when I was in my 
late teens. I wrote it down as a short-story sketch, always thinking I’d use it one day. 
The key vampire scene in the second book was kind of the same; that was hideous, and 
I woke up feeling like it was real. 

You released a Sherlock Holmes book in the spring, Betrayal in Blood, how did that 
come about?
The Sherlock editor is now my main editor at Titan. She knew I could write Sherlock from 
some of my short stories, and asked me to write two books for them. The story came 
about from my academic studies where I looked at Dracula as if it was a collection of 
real accounts and documents, and considered how you could account for all the plot 
holes in it.  
 
Upon picking it apart, I came up with this idea that the guys pursuing him are not 
actually innocent, because they do so many weird things they can only be the actions of 
criminals. Bringing that idea forward to now, you’d need a great detective to unravel the 
plot. They go public with the Dracula papers and announce to the world that they killed 
this terrible foreigner who’s come over here for our lovely, fair maidens with his foreign 
ways. Sherlock Holmes reads about it in the papers and says, “Poppycock! This Van 
Helsing’s a crook, and I’m going to prove it.”

Nice blending. That must be a bit of a dream, to marry two of your favourite 
characters in one book?
It was really difficult merging the two to form a coherent narrative. There are places 
where the style naturally goes into the Dracula style, with letters from the original 
characters and such. I’m trying to mirror the style of Bram Stoker’s writing, which 
doesn’t actually gel very well with the Sherlock Holmes style. Also, not showing all the 
research was a pain for me; I had to remember that it was a rip-roaring story and not a 
way to show my academic research.

Betrayal in Blood and your other, forthcoming Sherlock book are part of a larger 
series from a collection of authors...
Interestingly, they’ve done a lot of fantastical ones and are now starting to ground them 
more in real history. They were quite eager for my Dracula one to be a ‘real’ Sherlock 
Holmes story as opposed to having vampires running around. It can be a little bit 
spooky and gothic, but not ghosts and ghouls. There’s the famous quote, “In all the time 
I’ve been investigating, there’s only been one real supernatural case, and that was the 
giant rat of Sumatra!” [sic]. So many writers have written the Giant Rat of Sumatra and 
it’s never been any good.

You… one day?
No!

The Legion Prophecy will be released released in September with Titan Books.

thelostvictorian.blogspot.com

                My general rule is that your characters have 
to win but it always comes at a huge cost.
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New pigs on the block, Lincolnshire-based indie press Wild Boar Books, boast some proper weird, 
proper original releases. We thought we’d hit up our neighbours, and snorted in the direction of founders 
and editors Guy and Richard about the Midlands lit scene, gold star awards, and anti-establishment, 
porcine publishing...
 
First off, could you tell us a bit about yourselves?
Wild Boar Books is run by two wild boars, sometimes known as Guy and 
Richard. Guy Wilgress Hudson was born in Mansfield in 1973 and grew up in 
Lincolnshire. Guy is poetry editor at Wild Boar Books. He’s also a poet him-
self and rune teller. Richard Daniels edits the fiction. We met in a bookshop 
while getting a rune reading and, shortly after, the bookshop closed down. 
We set the press up for both fiction and poetry, because it’s possible. Plus, 
our support worker said that it would be nice to find writers who would 
probably be dismissed or overlooked by other more traditional publishers.  
 
Our support worker also suggested it would keep our hands busy. We had 
to point out to her that boars don’t have hands. To get our small press off the 
ground, we decided we should start with some things we had written our-
selves and if we didn’t totally mess it up, maybe other authors might want 
to be published by us. So far, so good. We have another poet potentially in 
the pipeline. He’s chained up back at our boar pen.
 
What was the inspiration for setting up Wild Boar Books?
I read a quote by Peter Saville recently, the old graphic designer for Factory 
Records. He said, “Pop culture used to be like LSD: different, eye-opening 
and reasonably dangerous. It’s now like crack: isolating and wasteful.” 
With the way things are at the moment, I think there’s probably a lot 
of truth in that statement. Wild Boar Books has an ambition to be more 
like LSD than crack. We hope to make a small contribution to the world of 
publishing by seeking out and publishing books that we truly believe in. 
Wild Boar Books is inspired by indie record labels, like Factory Records.
 
Are you writers? If so, what got you into writing?
Yes, we are both writers. Richard had an Olivetti typewriter he got from his 
grandad one Christmas when he was around nine. That, the thrill of imagi-
native escape, and a broad suspicion of reality got him into writing. Guy 
started writing song lyrics for a school band, and his classmates refused to 
believe that he’d written them. When he was at primary school, the whole 
class was set the task of writing about the passion of Christ. Most of his 
classmates managed a page or two, whereas Guy continued through morn-
ing break and into lunchbreak, finally handing in a twelve-page Passion of 
Christ. He won a gold star for that piece. Guy’s always going on about his 
bloody gold star.

What are your thoughts on the Midlands writing and
publishing scene?
Where we are in Lincoln, it seems pretty healthy. There are people writ-
ing and there are more outlets for it. The audience seems to be willing 
to get on board, but it’s always a struggle for any artistic endeavour 
to break through the apathy. Things are still evolving and you get the 
sense that there is potential. We started to get a feeling that some-
how not only can we do this for ourselves, but we could do it better. 
In Lincoln, the writing scene currently seems vibrant with good turn-
outs at spoken-word open-mic nights. Although, it would be great 
to see people from outside the local scene coming to Lincoln more 
often to join our own brand of spoken-word mayhem. Our night is 
called Out The Snout.
 
Are there any other small presses or publishers in Nottingham 
you’re particularly interested in or inspired by?
We’re still trying to discover more and more about what’s happen-
ing in Nottingham. We hear Crosswords under the Malt Cross pub 
is good. Nottingham certainly has a great vibe and everyone we’ve 
spoken with has been very friendly. Richard’s been putting out a 
free zine called Venusian Astro Dirt for about a year at places like 
The Alley Café and JamCafé. We went to the open mic at the 
JamCafé a month ago and thought it had a real buzz. We 
certainly want to start snouting about in Nottingham a 
lot more.

Anything new in the pipeline?
We’ve just launched our first two titles. There’s 
Onesie by Guy Wilgress Hudson is a kaleido-
scopic and surreal journey, both dreamlike 

and reality-like, through the lens of a onesie. For fiction, there’s Our Bright 
Dark Summer by Richard Daniels. A perfect summer read featuring nineties 
nostalgia, kidnapping, ghosts and the British seaside.  
 
We’re speaking with a well-known poet from the North East about publish-
ing his latest collection, though it’s early days at the moment. Our next big 
plan is to produce a podcast of our spoken-word night. Out The Snout takes 
place on the first Thursday of the month at the brilliant Angel Coffee House 
in Lincoln. 
 
Any final words for the people of Nottingham? 
Thanks for your time. That’s a lovely blouse you’re wearing, really suits you. 
Maybe we can go for a coffee sometime. You know, whenever, if you like. 
Call me.

 
 

interview: LP Mills
image: Mark Leary

        Wild Boar Books has an ambition to 
be more like LSD than crack
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If you’ve recently returned to Notts after an ends hiatus, you might be wondering what the bob has been going off 
upstairs in Viccy Centre. Tat shops and the like have been replaced by a mega food area, and although a couple of 
joints haven’t managed to wangle their way into discerning local purses, there’s one gaff that looks like it’s sticking 
around for the count.  
Nathaniel Wilson of the Mimm Collective has traditionally delved into whacking on 
club nights, manning an art collective, and running a clothes shop in Hockley, now, 
he’s onto the new and tasty endeavour that is the Nottingham Street Food Club. Now 
the project is in full swing, we thought it was time to sit down for a chat with the 
bogger... 
 
How did the idea for Nottingham Street Food Club come about? 
I saw different organisations up and down the country doing a similar thing, with 
independents rotating on a weekly basis: places like Digbeth Dining Club, The Trinity 
Centre food court in Leeds, street feast markets like Dinerama in London. They invest 
in the local community, it allows people to be able to trade there affordably and it gives 
people the versatility to be able to delve into it.  
 
We did a food stall down Sneinton Market, one for Broadfest, and the street food for 
Hockley Hustle, so the guy who got us the Mimm shop asked us if we wanted to take 
the space in Victoria Centre for a street food court. Some people find it hard to grasp 
the idea of it being inside, but it does happen elsewhere. You’ve got bigger versions of 
this in places like Lisbon and Madrid. 
 
How does your work with the Mimm Collective tie in with this?  
When we started, we ran the Nottingham Independent Creative Community events 
at Nottingham Contemporary and we used to have about fifteen to twenty market 
stall traders. The ethos, and how it carries over, lies in supporting that independent 
community and the local scene.  
 
Mimm and Nottingham Street Food Club are separate entities, but the music we play 
and the nights we’re gonna put on here in the future will be quite similar to what 
Mimm represents. It was a natural progression to have an opportunity like this put 
on our plate by Victoria Centre; they wanted to bring in the more independent side of 
things. You can see that the chain stuff isn’t really working at the moment. 
 
Why do you think that is? 
There’s no personality, there’s no identity, and it’s just carbon-copy stuff. You need to 
have individuality. Each of the traders here bring their own menus and when you pay, 
you’re supporting that and getting good, affordable food. That’s got to be a positive 
feeling. People might not look at it like that, but my incentive to come here would be to 
eat good food and put money in the pockets of locals. 
 
What I think you’re going to see in the next five to ten years are these big corporations 
shifting to independent traders. In a way, they’re benefiting from it, and so are the 
independents. Independents are getting a bit more control over the situation because 
the corporations want that coolness. One of the fastest growing markets in the UK now 
is independent business, so I think you’ll see similar stuff in large footfall areas. That’s 
what you want, really. 
 
The Hockley vibes, out in full force... 
People who might not necessarily wander down there can be introduced to a different 
mind-set this way. We’re spreading that Hockley mentality over here, and we’ve got 
a bigger demographic. Families, OAPs, young people... there’s such a wide range. 
The crowd changes all the time but, generally speaking, on Friday lunchtimes you’ve 
got the Hockley crowd coming up, then there’s the office crowd in the evening, and 
on Saturdays it’s rammed with families: loads of push chairs, loads of kids, which is 
always good to see. 
 
Who’ve you had in so far, and what are you looking for when it comes to 
stall holders? 
Something unique. Something that potentially fuses different cultures in one food. For 
example, Chef Jugz has got the Thai-style chicken filling in the Mexican taco 

[Gai Yang Chicken Taco. Gerrit. - Ed]. It’s about keeping it simple but interesting; the 
idea of this place is for people to come and sample a bit of everything.  
 
Right now, we have a core group of stall holders. There’s Pete Hewitt from Homeboys, 
our resident headline guy. Everyone goes to Pete; his katsu chicken burgers are really 
nice. We’ve got Clean Cut Kitchen in at the moment too, that’s Antonio’s [Vendone, 
Suede Bar] new health-food venture. He’s opening on Derby Road in a few weeks, 
so he’s been promoting it at Street Food Club before he moves. I really like the new 
protein box that Clean Cut Kitchen are doing where you can build your own meal. 
 
G from Chef’s Cottage, he’s untouchable when it comes to jerk. Then you’ve got Taste 
of Korea with their spicy chicken; Smiffy’s Smoke Shack who do a platter of loads of 
different meats; Numinums falafels are great for vegans. Vietcentric is a new place 
down Sneinton that’s just opened, it’s a Vietnamese cultural centre that does cooking 
classes, and Kim there does this salmon in banana leaf... I had three of them last week. 
All traders provide amazing dishes. 
 
You’ve got some nice beers and cocktails behind the bar, too... 
I picked the Island Record IPA beers simply because of my affiliation to Jamaica. We 
got Heineken on draught because they have more than 100 different beers, so when 
we do all of the cultural music and food fusion nights, we can cater for each one. A lot 
of the spirit companies we went for have quite prominent street-food backgrounds. 
 
You did a collaboration with Southern Comfort recently… 
These drink companies are sponsoring what we’re doing, and are putting money into 
the pocket of the live musicians who play here, so they’re getting paid properly which 
is nice. Every two months we want to try and have a Funk and Soul Food theme with 
Southern Comfort or another Deep South-type drink. 
 
Then we have Jazz and Gin, which we’re going to get Yazmin Lacey to curate. We plan 
to do Rum, Wing and Ting too: a Jamaican-style theme with an emporium of different 
Caribbean rums, and each stall trader creating something inspired by the West Indies. 
Next up will be Triple B: BBQ, Bourbon and Blues, so we’ll get a local blues band in, 
plus loads of different types of bourbon, and each trader will have their own take on 
the BBQ side of things.  
 
It’s all about fusing the culture with the music, food and drink. Away from the club 
nights that we put on, this gives me the opportunity to put on music that I really, really 
enjoy. The club nights are great but my passion is live music and it’s nice to put all of 
that into place here.  
 
Sounds like you’ve got it sorted… 
Bringing people together to eat is such a nice feeling, and seeing so many different 
types of people tapping into this... I didn’t anticipate any of it;  the amount of families, 
the amount of older people. I thought it would be just us guys, but it’s nice to see that 
it’s all so different.  
 
It’s interesting going from running a small, independent shop to running this and 
having loads of employees. That’s challenging in itself, but I like doing new stuff. 
That’s what excites me about this place: being able to try new things and learn every 
day. That’s the most important thing, isn’t it? 
 
If you’re an independent who’d like to get in touch, hit up streetfoodclub@outlook.com 
 
Nottingham Street Food Club, INTU Victoria Centre, NG1 3QF.

facebook.com/nottinghamstreetfoodclub
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27 years ago, a sweet pub friendship blossomed. To this day, The Lincolnshire Poacher up Mansfield Road, 
and In De Wildeman in ‘Dam are twinned like the brotherly boozers they are, so we hopped across the pond 
and through the seasons, to search for the answers behind the bond. And for a couple of swift ones... 

“Oh! You’re from Nottingham!” the smiling, bearded barman bellowed as he 
loomed over my table, the tang of some powerful herb tingling my nostrils. “I 
went to the Poacher last year!” 

Sitting in an alley on the edge of Amsterdam’s red-light district talking about 
the Lincolnshire Poacher has a surreal kick to it, especially when you’re getting 
passively stoned. We all know it’s one of Nottingham’s magic little corners: the 
huts, the cubby hole, the regulars, the irregulars, the live music tinkling around 
the yard when the door’s left open on a warm summer night. 

But these are our dusty little secrets, aren’t 
they? How does some Viking-esque beer-
pourer in Holland know and love the Poacher? 

For that, he has to thank a towering 
Dutchman called Henk Eggens. Striding 
up Mansfield Road in the summer of 1989, 
on a short trip to Nottingham, Henk found 
himself at the door of a newly christened 
Lincolnshire Poacher. Henk knows a 
thing or two about pubs; he has his own 
little ale joint, In De Wildeman, in a 
seventeenth-century gin distillery in the 
centre of Amsterdam, founded on his 
own staunch principles of real ale, good 
service and a friendly, neighbourly, 
music-free atmosphere. 

Something about the Poacher and its 
founding landlord Neil Kelso struck 
Henk. And vice versa. Neil runs The 
Vic in Beeston these days, but the 
memory of his first meeting with 
Henk is still vivid. “There were just 
so many similarities between the 
pubs, and between us,” Neil tells 
me over a coffee at The Vic. “We 

had the same spirit.” 

With that, an invisible 
connection was formed. One 
that’s lasted nearly thirty 
years. Henk came back, Neil 
made a trip over to In De 
Wildeman, and somewhere 
in among all the ales, the two 
decided to “twin” their pubs 
with an unofficial ceremony 

that was written up in the Evening Post. “We’ve been going back and forth ever 
since,” Neil tells me.
 
They even exchanged plaques, which is where I come in. I’ve been in the Poacher 
I prefer not to recall how many times, but I’d never noticed the brass plaque on 
one of the walls until one slow, winter evening this year. Sitting at the long table, 
I found myself reading: 

The Lincolnshire Poacher
Nottingham, England

Twinned with
In De Wildeman

Amsterdam, Netherlands

In any other place, this might stand out as eccentric. But somehow, sitting there 
in among the warm wood, the mirrors glazed with the branding of breweries 
gone by, trophies and trinkets, dog-eared books on the shelves, the hubbub of 
this mad mingle of Nottingham life, young and old; the plaque was just another 
marvellous detail gleaming from out of the haze.

I had to know more. So, after doing some research and chatting to Neil, fool that I 
am, on a grey afternoon in May, I lugged a rucksack on my shoulder, stopped for a 
swig in the Poacher, and set off in search of In De Wildeman.

There are far easier ways of getting to Amsterdam than a train from Nottingham 
to London, London to Harwich, a ferry to the Hook of Holland and then a train to 
the finishing line. But there was something about doing it that way that was far 
more in-keeping with the trip.

You wake up a touch disorientated to find the Stena Hollandica slowing to a rest 
on the Dutch coast. From there, you have a truly magical train journey from Hoek 
van Holland to Amsterdam. It completes the link in a way flying never can, with 
that sense of truly transitioning from one space to another.

You glide through the little, unremarkable towns and farms, glimpsing a hundred 
little human scenes. You see the sights of the platforms in all the towns in all the 
world: the reunion hugs, the parting waves, the worn commuters, the children 
skipping along the concrete chasing the slowly departing train. The unknown 
lives in places you will never set foot.

I arrived in Amsterdam on what turned out to be the hottest day of the year so 
far. Drenched in sunshine, the whole city hummed with a mellow refulgence. 
The last of the spring blossom was still falling, and with each little gust of wind, 
hundreds of sun-faded petals were scattered into the air like confetti, coming to 
rest on the twinkling surfaces of the waterways. I can’t remember ever seeing 
so many people just loafing around, outside cafes and pubs, laid back on boats 
drifting along the matrix of canals, sipping beers and smoking joints.



“Shave the head off the top, duck.” 

Clear any August Bank Holiday plans; Rescue Rooms are hosting a beer festival featuring nearly 
100 beers and ciders, tons of bands, a banging barbecue and guaranteed blazing sunshine 
(sunshine not guaranteed). It isn’t just hardcore real-ale lovers, craft enthusiasts and cider 
swiggers that’ll find something to whet their whistles at the festival though. “The festival is for 
everybody,” says Sophie Kibble, Promotions at Rescue Rooms and Rock City. 
 
“We’ve got the more traditional cask and keg beer, a huge range of bottled beer and cider, and 
loads of different local breweries coming down to keep it varied. We’ll have over ninety different 
types of beers and ciders, so we’d be surprised if you didn’t like at least one.” 
 

Just a few of the breweries on offer will be London’s Beavertown, taking over the whole main 
bar, ABK Brewery with their authentic Bavarian beer, honed over seven centuries, and favourites 
from closer to home including Black Iris, Castle Rock and Blue Monkey. Nottingham’s own Blue 
Barrel Cider will also be taking over the Red Room. Sophie says “Purity are a great little brewery; 
Longhorn IPA and Mad Goose are particular favourites of ours. Home Ales are also an exciting 
brewery. They started in 1875 in Nottingham, took a break, and have now been reinvented, with 
popular ales such as Robin Pale making a comeback.”  

Need some snap to soak up your suds? Local award-winning butcher, Johnny Pusztai, will 
be barbecuing all day. “All his food is locally sourced, made and cooked by the man himself; 
you can't get better than that. We’ll also have someone providing some tasty, sweet treats,” 
Sophie says. 

This being Rescue Rooms, there’ll of course be plenty of chance to mosh, twerk and 
generally throw shapes like a goon, too. “In the main bar, our weekly Acoustic Rooms 
night will be taking the reins and providing some of Nottingham's finest acoustic acts,” 
says Sophie. “Over in the venue, we’ve got a variety of bands playing throughout the 
day, so expect a little bit of everything. Then, to end the festival, in our mini-Oktoberfest, 
we’ve got a German oompah band to finish things off.”  

Tickets are a tenner, and for that you get entry, two beer tokens, a snazzy stein glass, 
plus a quid goes to local motor neurone disease charity The Broad Appeal, so at least 
you can appease your charitable thoughts through gulletfuls of beer and burgers. 

This is the first beer festival Rescue Rooms have put on, and they plan to make it 
a regular summer fixture. “We want to make it a yearly event, every August bank 
holiday, showcasing the newest breweries and finest beer, while sticking to our 
musical roots, and helping local bands and performers showcase their talent.” 
We’ll be down there showcasing our own unique talents at the bar. Shariff Ibrahim 

The Rescue Rooms Beer Festival takes places on Sunday 27 August, 12pm - 11pm, £10.  

rescuerooms.com

Read some of the headlines in this here mag and you’ll know we 
love a good pun, so we feel spiritually connected to the guys at 
Pieminister. Their menu is riddled with quality punnage and we 
respect that. 
 
We popped over for lunch and tucked into some of their new 
offerings on their summer menu. I had the Mexi Cow; chilli con 

carne topped with cheese, wrapped in a pie. My mate had the 
Thai Chook; fragrant Thai green curry made with free-range 

chicken. Both of these are £6.50 with a choice of side, so we 
ordered a huge tower of onion rings, which were crispy 

and tasty, but their house recipe of soaking them in 
vinegar for twelve hours made them a little sharp 

for my delicate palate. We also tried the peas with 
chilli, which had fresh mint running through them 

too. 

We had a pun to drink, with a pint of Pie PA. 
A collaboration with Bath Ales, it was  

 
 

a bleddy refreshing beverage indeed, with subtle tones of  
exotic fruitiness. 

Here’s the trickest part; the guys at Pieminister are a good 
bunch of eggs, so for every pie that’s purchased from their 
summer range, until Thursday 31 August, they’re donating a 
pie to UK Harvest.   
 
UK Harvest is a not-for-profit that collects quality excess food 
from commercial outlets and delivers it, direct and free of 
charge, to charities. Obviously making regular donations to 
the appropriate charities and volunteering your time are 
two of the best ways to help. But hey, if more businesses 
got stuck into partnerships like this, it would make a 
massive difference. Pieminister alone are predicting 
they’ll give away 10,000 pies with this initiative. 
Good on ‘em. Ash Dilks

Pieminister, 57 Long Row, NG1 6JB.  
0115 824 6600

pieminister.co.uk
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“Gorrany peanut gringo mate?”
There’s not much of a wine scene in Nottingham. The popularity of bars serving 
exciting craft ales and esoteric cocktails proves that people are happy to experiment 
with obscure hops, cloudy beers and luminous concoctions stuffed with fruit and 
booze you’ve never heard of, but the same cannot be said of wine. Why?

Although Notts is slow off the mark, there’s a young and vibrant wine scene 
exploding all over the world. Fortunately, a handful of people are flying the boozy 
flag of great wine here and we’re not talking about Veeno, whose naff brand and 
contrived experience are taking the piss out of you.

After work one day, head to Junkyard who are serving the entirety of their short-but-
excellent wine list by the glass (BTG). Look beyond the taps to a crowd-pleasing-
but-unusual Sauvignon blanc from New Zealand (Faultline, £6.20) for a wine big on 
gooseberries and, controversially, cat piss on nettles (trust me, okay). Not sure? Ask 
to taste it first, they’re happy to help.

If you’re usually a fan of big, f**k-off reds, try the rich-as-hell Sicilian wine for a 
change (Carlomagno Appasimento Primitivo £5.30) at Hand & Heart on Derby Road, 
also serving everything BTG. You can also pick one up at their supplier Weavers 
and try a Spanish white while you’re there (Basa Blanco, Rueda £10.50/btl), which is 
perfect if there’s fish for dinner or asparagus on the BBQ.

Swing by Delilah where you can drink and buy without leaving the bar. If you enjoy 
their English fizz (Three Choirs Classic Cuvée £6.95) you can take a bottle home for 
less than the price of three glasses, or faff about with their superb selection of BTG 
wines by treating yourself to a flight of three for £6.95.

If you’re into shopping, head to Gauntley’s and find a basement full of wines 
beneath the tobacconist underneath the council house. Stretch your budget and 
buy a really special French red from tiny, independent producer Phillippe Gimel 
(Saint Jean Du Barroux 2010, £21.20). One hell of a wine.

If you think that’s a lot to spend on wine (it’s not) you could visit M&S, 
whose wine buyers are bang on point. Check out the Portuguese 

Vinho Verde (Tapada De Villar, £9/btl), which has a “spritzy” edge 
because it keeps fermenting in the bottle. Deliciously different.  

 
Next time you’re at the bar, consider asking if there’s 

something more exciting than a 250ml bucket of mass-
produced McChardonnay with lies. There are mind-

blowing, organic wines to look forward to, 
made by people as mad as a box of frogs, 

high up on volcanic slopes. Wines like 
that will be served in Nottingham 

come September. Alex Traska 
 

@themeatcheat

“Mine’s a Moo. A Moo and Blue.”
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 Over the past couple of months, Nottingham Trent University have been working in combination with Broadway Cinema, 
Writing East Midlands and Nottingham UNESCO City of Literature, to host talks and critical writing workshops that 
explore contemporary issues: from race and sexuality, to discovering life on Mars. The event series was called Re:Vision, 
and attendees have been crafting loads of work over the duration, so here’s a selection of the goods...

. The Things We Share 
Lauren Colley

I do not know where my papers are,
thieved in the night whilst I lay mute
in the belly of a boat
from which we crept at dawn
to a wordless roar,
surf hurling itself at the slick dark rocks.

Is this the same sea as our sea?

My left shoe is gritty – the betrayal
that let in bits of beach might have been forgiven
if only it were both.
Now grit grows sore between two toes,
chafes, blisters, bleeds.

Is this the same sand as our sand?

A man gives me a thing called plaster,
a pink skin of a thing that sticks
flesh on flesh: sand, sea, flesh –
all these things we share.  

York House
Neil Deakin
                                                                                 
We moved to Nottingham in the summer of 1970 to Shearing Hill 
in Gedling. My father started his new job at Trent Polytechnic as a 
lecturer in special needs education. He had a small office in the sixties 
monstrosity called York House. I remember staring up from a new Victoria 
Centre, trying to locate his room from rows of bland windows among 
the seven stories. When you went inside and passed to the rear of the 
reception area, there were crude silver fairground carriages that passed 
for lifts, which jolted you to a whoosh from a vacuum cleaner. 

Once I met him from work. He took me across Mansfield Road for fish and 
chips at Queen’s Fish Bar. Unlike York House it’s still there, though under 
new management and with a new name. Over the table, he told me about 
how students were smoking marijuana and scrawling swastikas in the 
toilets. It was chaotic and exciting to me, but Dad seemed to think it was 
a problem.

Then he was relocated to the Clifton site and York House became a ghost 
looming over my changing teenage years. A stuck symbol once charged 
with vitality and promise, now threatening to stomp on the iconic Rose of 
England pub.

In his later years, we’d meet in a vegetarian café in Hurt’s Yard: a tight 
alley, one of several connecting Market Square to Upper Parliament 
Street. This alley didn’t actually go anywhere, it just ended in a concrete 
courtyard looked down upon by a solicitor’s and hair dressing salon. After 
we’d eaten, I’d wait for him to come out of the toilet. I’d stare at a big, 
colourful map of the world on the wall and wonder how we ended 
up here.

A moment of Bilingual
Shaohui He
                                                                                            
A mute gesture

Carries hundreds of words flying around

Alphabets
         Strokes                     
                                Characters
Yes
         Dui

Mo leng liang ke
                        Ambiguous

                                     Cha bu duo,cha bu duo,cha bu duo...
Epiphany
 
---I am a new me
When my tongue reaches a different curl…
 

Notes:

Stroke: Stroke order refers to the order in which the strokes of a Chinese 
character are written. A stroke is a movement of a writing instrument on 
a writing surface.

Dui: Correct in Chinese

Mo leng liang ke: ready to accept either in Chinese

Cha bu duo: Almost in Chinese

 Exit Right
Julie Gardner
  
Gradually the total blackness lifts – gentle blue-grey light moving to brighter tones. In 
each cubicle, the pillows inflate and tilt as the women are raised to a sitting position. 
Hydration machines bleep softly while waste is swiftly syphoned away through 
stainless steel pipes that travel deep underground.
 
Twenty-five kilometres away, at the control centre, the duty officer checks each monitor. 
Once the status of each inhabitant has been verified, screens turn on in each cubicle. In 
cubicle 57B, patient 4528TM regards her menu board.
 
Good morning 4528TM. Today is your birthday. You have reached your 167th year. 
Congratulations! An additional daily supplement will be added to your nutridrip. The 
cost of the above will be subtracted from the value of your estate. Your assets will allow 
your continued level of support for 234 more days. Today, in recognition of your birthday, 
the following treats will be rotated for the next 12 hours.
 
pictures of cake
virtual candle blowing experience
the sound of party poppers and champagne corks
traditional happy birthday song
 
The above will be in addition to any options you might choose from the regular menu 
and will not incur any additional cost.
 
The woman in the next cubicle, patient 7634ZT, is unaware that her neighbour has 
reached
another milestone. She is much younger, having only achieved her century a couple of 
years
earlier.  Unlike most of the women, she is still capable of independent movement, 
although she finds this a cause for frustration rather than freedom. She has only 
recently been moved to the institution, the doctors convinced that the sharpness of her 
mind will soon be reduced once the daily regime of property programmes, mindfulness 
exercises and tranquilising drugs are allowed to take hold.
 
But for now, she still remembers the love and banter of friendship, the taste on 
her tongue of food and wine, the fulfilment of a piece of work well done, the joy of 
independent living. She thinks of her children and grandchildren and of her soon-to-be-
born great grandchild. She thinks of them with love and longing, but she is resigned to 
her fate.
 
The last ten years have been hard – new knees and hips helped, but she had never 
expected to have to work until she was ninety-two. For eight years she has been able 
to keep living at home, but her heart is tired and she does not have any money left 
to pay for a replacement. Her family live far away and cannot be released for caring 
duties. The only option left was to move here, to the exit hostel where she will remain 
until her funds run out.
 
She would prefer to take the drugs now but, despite the many petitions and 
impassioned speeches from her generation, the law remains unchanged. No-one is 
permitted to leave any part of their
estate to their children or grandchildren. Once funds run out, drugs are administered as 
a matter of course.
 
Her assets will allow her 21 more days. She is not afraid to die. But she is sad that she 
will not meet her great-grandson.
 
In the next cubicle, patient 4528TM stares at the screen which shows an elaborate 
birthday cake sizzling under the combined heat of 167 blue candles. In a rare moment 
of lucidity she recognises that she feels strangely weak, unstable. She closes her eyes. 
The machine that monitors her heartbeat falters, emits an urgent bleep then falls, 
suddenly silent.
 
At the control centre, a bored duty officer registers the death, noting that there are 233 
days of finance still available. She allocates it randomly to a patient in the same centre 
before checking the personal details of patient 4528TM. She is surprised to see that this 
was a woman who had once been a leader of a political party that had been influential 
in the twentieth century and the first quarter of the twenty-first century. She plans to 
mention it to her grandmother who might remember the name.
 
But by the time she has set the program to release the body to the exit incinerator, she 
has forgotten what the name was.

Deserted Identity
Meegan Worcester
 
I get asked repeatedly if I speak Arabic. Growing up, I always felt 
indifferent to the idea of being allowed to really understand the language. 
Outside of school, I was an expat, a foreigner: white. Only seen to know 
inshallah or perhaps counting to ten: wahid, ithnaan, thalaatha, arba'a, 
khamsa, sitta, saba’a, thamania, tiss'a, ashra. Looking back, it’s gone. The 
opportunity to extend my mother tongue, to allow new voices to tone my 
teeth, to ravel ancient sayings, defining my lips like dunes woven within 
wadi, to be able to speak from foreign lands, tracing the Middle East 
on my skin, where desert sunrises caramelised my hair, medjool palms 
sweetened my mouth – it’s gone.

I looked to French, Spanish, German as languages that I could grasp, 
based on British boundaries restricting my knowledge to these cultures, 
as my passport spelt my name over red-locked immigration folders. I 
am transported to my home away from home when as-salaamu-alaikum, 
wa-alaikum-as-salaam echoes around the shop corner. These words send 
fear through the city in which I now live. I have to remind others of the 
translation: “Peace be upon you, upon you be peace”, but in response, 
side-eyed glances scream “terrorist”, withering palms beg to scissor a 
forefinger to the next exit of “back to your country.”
 
How can I have a country to own me if I am not even labelled Saudi 
based on people’s perception of my skin, and not British based on the 
short time I have lived here? As a child, I was shown that women had to 
cover up with black sheets clipped to their shoulders draping onto the 
ground, disguising the shape of their hips as easily as the words they 
didn’t say through their lips. I now use my voice to speak my own, and for 
the women who cannot.

illustrations: Ian Carrington

A Beam of Light
Sarah Daoud

The house next door is no longer empty; it’s occupied by people foreign to me. They 
arrived at 9:17pm with loud noises and loud language and amidst their racket was 
the sound of a baby, squawking to itself. I assume it was a baby, I’ve seen no sign of 
livestock.
This morning at half past eight, I stepped outside for my morning dose of polluted air and 
the newspaper. One of them was sitting on his front stoop, smoking a cigarette. He had 
thick black hair, hazel eyes and wore a white t-shirt with a penny-shaped hole below the 
collar. I turned left, though I needed to go right and he spoke.
“Hello! Hello Mister!”
I shuffled on but he was a persistent bugger. “Hi Mister, please, how are you?”
I turned back, lifting the corners of my mouth into a smile, the pressure making my 
forehead twinge. “Hello,” I replied, hoping that would do. 
“Hi,” he beamed. I’d always wondered what this description of a smile looked like, and 
now I knew. 
“I am Amir. And you?”
“I am Herbert Walters, pleased to meet you,” I lied.
“Her-Bert,” he said carefully, “Heeer…Beert.”
“Yes, just Herbert will do, thank you” I said. “I must get on.”
“Oh, please meet my wife!” he said, standing and presenting his open front door as 
though I’d won an adventure.
“Oh, no, no, no,” I said.
“Oh, please, please, please!” he said. I don’t know what came over me, but suddenly I 
was in his hallway. I vaguely thought to myself that his beam must have disarmed me 
and made me stupid.
Amir nudged me towards the kitchen where the radio was playing that type of Arabian 
music that’s in a hurry to reach its destination. I saw that the kitchen was beige and the 
ceiling had signs of damp. A small yellow table was the only thing of brightness in there 
until I crossed the threshold and found myself staring at a woman with curls peeking out 
from the edges of her headscarf, dancing on the peeling lino, swooshing and swishing 
her arms about in the air. The baby she was holding had thrown its small bald head 
backwards and was laughing in that way babies do, like animated clef notes bouncing 
along on a sheet of music.
The woman saw me and halted, her cheeks rosy and her eyes shining. 
“Hello,” she beamed.
“Hello,” I replied.
“Annie, this Her-Bert,” said Amir,” “Her-Bert, this Annie my wife and Hannah my baby,” 
he said.
“Oh,” I said, startled into thinking about my wife, Hannah, who I had gotten good at not 
thinking about for a few months now. There was still the odd moment, like on Monday 
when I’d found one of her bobby pins behind the dresser and I’d spent the afternoon 
remembering the way her hair would fall in waves to the tips of her ears when she let it 
down at night.
“Please sit,” said Annie, “I make you tea.” I don’t know why I didn’t tell her I’d already 
had tea and that my second cup was usually at eleven on the dot. Instead, I sat on a 
rickety wooden chair and Annie placed the baby in my lap, telling her, “Hannah, this 
Grandfather Her-Bert. Say hello.”
On command, the baby gurgled at me and grabbed at the button on my shirt pocket.
“Hello Hannah,” I said softly and she beamed at me.
 



words and photos: Benedict Cooper

When it’s not kicking back, Amsterdam is on two wheels. Bicycles are part of the 
architecture and cyclists are the moving parts. All day and late into the night, the locals 
tinkle and rattle around, side-by-side nattering, in long lines snaking over bridges and 
along a thousand towpaths. Take a seat at a cafe and watch a steady stream of people 
pedal past, like passengers on a train, your lives criss-crossing for a gentle second.

I got a little shiver down my spine when I took a turn down one of the city’s little alleys 
and saw the words In De Wildeman on a dark, wooden sign. Outside, it’s all neon lights 
and not too far away ladies stand in doorways like mannequins in an adult shop window; 
inside In De Wildeman, it’s another world altogether. The place has a warm, woody, low-
light ambience. The walls are crammed with old photos in old frames, faux gas-lights, 
carved wood, tiled mosaics, chalkboard menus, beer mats, brewery-branded mirrors and 
mementoes; a thousand little trinkets from hazy nights and in-jokes. And there it was, the 
plaque:

In De Wildeman
Amsterdam, Netherlands

Twinned with
The Lincolnshire Poacher

Nottingham, England

I ordered a little ale and parked myself on a table outside. The bearded barman emerged 
during some lull in service, and with a bit of a flush, I introduced myself. “I’m from 
Nottingham,” I said. 
“I’m writing an arti-” 
 
“Oh! You’re from Nottingham!”

As it turns out, he wasn’t the only one to visit our fair city last year. Seventy of them – staff 
and regulars – all piled on a plane headed our way to celebrate 27 years of the twinning 
(The Vic has since been unofficially included in the twinning). But, anniversary or no, 
the boozy exchange trip happens every year, and when the Amsterdam crew comes to 
Nottingham, they mark another tradition: a good old day of it at Trent Bridge.

You could say this is a travel article. As I sit here scribbling in the garden of the Poacher, 
I’m definitely recommending you get yourself to Amsterdam by the Dutchflyer “rail and 
sail” ticket, and if you’re there, whatever you do, drop into In De Wildeman. But you don’t 
need to go there to find the spirit of the place. You can stride up Mansfield Road as Henk 
did 28 years ago, sit in among the trinkets and mirrors, and take a moment to look at an 
old, brass plaque commemorating the link: a tiny thing in life’s grand scheme, but a lasting 
bond between two cosy corners of the world.

I travelled along the invisible line that Henk and Neil drew all those years ago, and I found 
a little corner of a foreign city that feels just like home. I found warm people with fond and 
hazy memories of nights in Nottingham, of days in the Trent Bridge sun, and of good times 
at the Lincolnshire Poacher never to be repeated, the notes of live music tinkling around 
the yard when the door’s left open, on a warm summer’s night.
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York House
Neil Deakin
                                                                                 
We moved to Nottingham in the summer of 1970 to Shearing Hill 
in Gedling. My father started his new job at Trent Polytechnic as a 
lecturer in special needs education. He had a small office in the sixties 
monstrosity called York House. I remember staring up from a new Victoria 
Centre, trying to locate his room from rows of bland windows among 
the seven stories. When you went inside and passed to the rear of the 
reception area, there were crude silver fairground carriages that passed 
for lifts, which jolted you to a whoosh from a vacuum cleaner. 

Once I met him from work. He took me across Mansfield Road for fish and 
chips at Queen’s Fish Bar. Unlike York House it’s still there, though under 
new management and with a new name. Over the table, he told me about 
how students were smoking marijuana and scrawling swastikas in the 
toilets. It was chaotic and exciting to me, but Dad seemed to think it was 
a problem.

Then he was relocated to the Clifton site and York House became a ghost 
looming over my changing teenage years. A stuck symbol once charged 
with vitality and promise, now threatening to stomp on the iconic Rose of 
England pub.

In his later years, we’d meet in a vegetarian café in Hurt’s Yard: a tight 
alley, one of several connecting Market Square to Upper Parliament 
Street. This alley didn’t actually go anywhere, it just ended in a concrete 
courtyard looked down upon by a solicitor’s and hair dressing salon. After 
we’d eaten, I’d wait for him to come out of the toilet. I’d stare at a big, 
colourful map of the world on the wall and wonder how we ended 
up here.

Deserted Identity
Meegan Worcester
 
I get asked repeatedly if I speak Arabic. Growing up, I always felt 
indifferent to the idea of being allowed to really understand the language. 
Outside of school, I was an expat, a foreigner: white. Only seen to know 
inshallah or perhaps counting to ten: wahid, ithnaan, thalaatha, arba'a, 
khamsa, sitta, saba’a, thamania, tiss'a, ashra. Looking back, it’s gone. The 
opportunity to extend my mother tongue, to allow new voices to tone my 
teeth, to ravel ancient sayings, defining my lips like dunes woven within 
wadi, to be able to speak from foreign lands, tracing the Middle East 
on my skin, where desert sunrises caramelised my hair, medjool palms 
sweetened my mouth – it’s gone.

I looked to French, Spanish, German as languages that I could grasp, 
based on British boundaries restricting my knowledge to these cultures, 
as my passport spelt my name over red-locked immigration folders. I 
am transported to my home away from home when as-salaamu-alaikum, 
wa-alaikum-as-salaam echoes around the shop corner. These words send 
fear through the city in which I now live. I have to remind others of the 
translation: “Peace be upon you, upon you be peace”, but in response, 
side-eyed glances scream “terrorist”, withering palms beg to scissor a 
forefinger to the next exit of “back to your country.”
 
How can I have a country to own me if I am not even labelled Saudi 
based on people’s perception of my skin, and not British based on the 
short time I have lived here? As a child, I was shown that women had to 
cover up with black sheets clipped to their shoulders draping onto the 
ground, disguising the shape of their hips as easily as the words they 
didn’t say through their lips. I now use my voice to speak my own, and for 
the women who cannot.

A Beam of Light
Sarah Daoud

The house next door is no longer empty; it’s occupied by people foreign to me. They 
arrived at 9:17pm with loud noises and loud language and amidst their racket was 
the sound of a baby, squawking to itself. I assume it was a baby, I’ve seen no sign of 
livestock.
This morning at half past eight, I stepped outside for my morning dose of polluted air and 
the newspaper. One of them was sitting on his front stoop, smoking a cigarette. He had 
thick black hair, hazel eyes and wore a white t-shirt with a penny-shaped hole below the 
collar. I turned left, though I needed to go right and he spoke.
“Hello! Hello Mister!”
I shuffled on but he was a persistent bugger. “Hi Mister, please, how are you?”
I turned back, lifting the corners of my mouth into a smile, the pressure making my 
forehead twinge. “Hello,” I replied, hoping that would do. 
“Hi,” he beamed. I’d always wondered what this description of a smile looked like, and 
now I knew. 
“I am Amir. And you?”
“I am Herbert Walters, pleased to meet you,” I lied.
“Her-Bert,” he said carefully, “Heeer…Beert.”
“Yes, just Herbert will do, thank you” I said. “I must get on.”
“Oh, please meet my wife!” he said, standing and presenting his open front door as 
though I’d won an adventure.
“Oh, no, no, no,” I said.
“Oh, please, please, please!” he said. I don’t know what came over me, but suddenly I 
was in his hallway. I vaguely thought to myself that his beam must have disarmed me 
and made me stupid.
Amir nudged me towards the kitchen where the radio was playing that type of Arabian 
music that’s in a hurry to reach its destination. I saw that the kitchen was beige and the 
ceiling had signs of damp. A small yellow table was the only thing of brightness in there 
until I crossed the threshold and found myself staring at a woman with curls peeking out 
from the edges of her headscarf, dancing on the peeling lino, swooshing and swishing 
her arms about in the air. The baby she was holding had thrown its small bald head 
backwards and was laughing in that way babies do, like animated clef notes bouncing 
along on a sheet of music.
The woman saw me and halted, her cheeks rosy and her eyes shining. 
“Hello,” she beamed.
“Hello,” I replied.
“Annie, this Her-Bert,” said Amir,” “Her-Bert, this Annie my wife and Hannah my baby,” 
he said.
“Oh,” I said, startled into thinking about my wife, Hannah, who I had gotten good at not 
thinking about for a few months now. There was still the odd moment, like on Monday 
when I’d found one of her bobby pins behind the dresser and I’d spent the afternoon 
remembering the way her hair would fall in waves to the tips of her ears when she let it 
down at night.
“Please sit,” said Annie, “I make you tea.” I don’t know why I didn’t tell her I’d already 
had tea and that my second cup was usually at eleven on the dot. Instead, I sat on a 
rickety wooden chair and Annie placed the baby in my lap, telling her, “Hannah, this 
Grandfather Her-Bert. Say hello.”
On command, the baby gurgled at me and grabbed at the button on my shirt pocket.
“Hello Hannah,” I said softly and she beamed at me.
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 Over the past couple of months, Nottingham Trent University have been working in combination with Broadway Cinema, 
Writing East Midlands and Nottingham UNESCO City of Literature, to host talks and critical writing workshops that 
explore contemporary issues: from race and sexuality, to discovering life on Mars. The event series was called Re:Vision, 
and attendees have been crafting loads of work over the duration, so here’s a selection of the goods...

The Things We Share 
Lauren Colley

I do not know where my papers are,
thieved in the night whilst I lay mute
in the belly of a boat
from which we crept at dawn
to a wordless roar,
surf hurling itself at the slick dark rocks.

Is this the same sea as our sea?

My left shoe is gritty – the betrayal
that let in bits of beach might have been forgiven
if only it were both.
Now grit grows sore between two toes,
chafes, blisters, bleeds.

Is this the same sand as our sand?

A man gives me a thing called plaster,
a pink skin of a thing that sticks
flesh on flesh: sand, sea, flesh –
all these things we share.  

A moment of Bilingual
Shaohui He
                                                                                            
A mute gesture

Carries hundreds of words flying around

Alphabets
         Strokes                     
                                Characters
Yes
         Dui

Mo leng liang ke
                        Ambiguous

                                     Cha bu duo,cha bu duo,cha bu duo...
Epiphany
 
---I am a new me
When my tongue reaches a different curl…
 

Notes:

Stroke: Stroke order refers to the order in which the strokes of a Chinese 
character are written. A stroke is a movement of a writing instrument on 
a writing surface.

Dui: Correct in Chinese

Mo leng liang ke: ready to accept either in Chinese

Cha bu duo: Almost in Chinese

 Exit Right
Julie Gardner
  
Gradually the total blackness lifts – gentle blue-grey light moving to brighter tones. In 
each cubicle, the pillows inflate and tilt as the women are raised to a sitting position. 
Hydration machines bleep softly while waste is swiftly syphoned away through 
stainless steel pipes that travel deep underground.
 
Twenty-five kilometres away, at the control centre, the duty officer checks each monitor. 
Once the status of each inhabitant has been verified, screens turn on in each cubicle. In 
cubicle 57B, patient 4528TM regards her menu board.
 
Good morning 4528TM. Today is your birthday. You have reached your 167th year. 
Congratulations! An additional daily supplement will be added to your nutridrip. The 
cost of the above will be subtracted from the value of your estate. Your assets will allow 
your continued level of support for 234 more days. Today, in recognition of your birthday, 
the following treats will be rotated for the next 12 hours.
 
pictures of cake
virtual candle blowing experience
the sound of party poppers and champagne corks
traditional happy birthday song
 
The above will be in addition to any options you might choose from the regular menu 
and will not incur any additional cost.
 
The woman in the next cubicle, patient 7634ZT, is unaware that her neighbour has 
reached
another milestone. She is much younger, having only achieved her century a couple of 
years
earlier.  Unlike most of the women, she is still capable of independent movement, 
although she finds this a cause for frustration rather than freedom. She has only 
recently been moved to the institution, the doctors convinced that the sharpness of her 
mind will soon be reduced once the daily regime of property programmes, mindfulness 
exercises and tranquilising drugs are allowed to take hold.
 
But for now, she still remembers the love and banter of friendship, the taste on 
her tongue of food and wine, the fulfilment of a piece of work well done, the joy of 
independent living. She thinks of her children and grandchildren and of her soon-to-be-
born great grandchild. She thinks of them with love and longing, but she is resigned to 
her fate.
 
The last ten years have been hard – new knees and hips helped, but she had never 
expected to have to work until she was ninety-two. For eight years she has been able 
to keep living at home, but her heart is tired and she does not have any money left 
to pay for a replacement. Her family live far away and cannot be released for caring 
duties. The only option left was to move here, to the exit hostel where she will remain 
until her funds run out.
 
She would prefer to take the drugs now but, despite the many petitions and 
impassioned speeches from her generation, the law remains unchanged. No-one is 
permitted to leave any part of their
estate to their children or grandchildren. Once funds run out, drugs are administered as 
a matter of course.
 
Her assets will allow her 21 more days. She is not afraid to die. But she is sad that she 
will not meet her great-grandson.
 
In the next cubicle, patient 4528TM stares at the screen which shows an elaborate 
birthday cake sizzling under the combined heat of 167 blue candles. In a rare moment 
of lucidity she recognises that she feels strangely weak, unstable. She closes her eyes. 
The machine that monitors her heartbeat falters, emits an urgent bleep then falls, 
suddenly silent.
 
At the control centre, a bored duty officer registers the death, noting that there are 233 
days of finance still available. She allocates it randomly to a patient in the same centre 
before checking the personal details of patient 4528TM. She is surprised to see that this 
was a woman who had once been a leader of a political party that had been influential 
in the twentieth century and the first quarter of the twenty-first century. She plans to 
mention it to her grandmother who might remember the name.
 
But by the time she has set the program to release the body to the exit incinerator, she 
has forgotten what the name was.

illustrations: Ian Carrington



Big Bad Wolf 
Sophie Johnson-Hill
 
Big Bad Wolf is an animated short film that just... happened. I was halfway through my research for my masters in puppetry and digital 
animation, which focused on the importance of trusting and valuing a child’s creative impulse. I animated a series of short films called 
Thunk of the Day, where I’d capture a child’s thought and bring it to life through animation using the child’s voice and artwork.  
 
I love working with little ones because they’re not afraid to make mistakes; nothing is polished or perfect, and everything feels 
spontaneous and earthy. I love their scratchy drawings with scribbly bits sticking out of places you wouldn't expect.   

A friend commissioned a bespoke Thunk as a keepsake for her four-year-old daughter, Amahrya. We began to play with a doll’s house, 
and we’d take it in turns to knock on or answer the door. I asked her if she was the Big Bad Wolf, and Amahrya found this hilarious. I 
recorded our play session and the backing music using my iPhone. It’s amazing what you can do with one of those, and I like some of the 
muffled, clunky sounds that happen from little hands knocking against the microphone. 

It took about a year to finish Big Bad Wolf, as I had to fit it 
in around other paid commissions. I uploaded it to my Sojo 
Animation Facebook page as soon as it was rendered, and the 
response blew me away. It got its first tangible audience at the 
Beeston Film Festival and again at Broadway’s Short Stack short 
film night, and the audience response was incredible. 
 
This year, I’m attempting to not be broke any more by having a 
crack at app development. Sojo Doodles – animations that are 
perfect for sending in text messages – is my tester project; it’s 
been a giant collaboration between my friends and Sojo followers. 
You can 
download it from the Apple app store, but only if you’re over 
twelve years old because of the hairy balls in the “Amazeballs” 
sticker. 

I’ve also just finished an animated music video for Chester P and 
DRS 
called Melancholy Flowers. I can’t wait till I can share the hell out 
of it. 

facebook.com/sojoanimation

This is a pen and ink illustration of the 
famous Annie’s Burger Shack in Lace 
Market. I made it by taking pictures 
of interesting architecture around 
Nottingham, then I drew it from this 
reference, applied water, wash and ink 
technique, and finished it with pen and 
touches of watercolour pencil.  
 
After moving to Nottingham from 
Lincoln, I wanted to capture images of 
this vibrant city and build parts of my 
portfolio around architectural points of 
interest in the city. I was particularly 
interested in the atmosphere of the Lace 
Market and the buildings that make 
it up.  

 
After a guided tour around the Lace Market, I was inspired by architectural 
points of interest, such as Annie’s Burger Shack and the buildings around it. So, in 
January this year, I made Annie’s. It took me a day to take the photographs and 
around three hours to complete in my studio.  
 
I’m a illustrator, printmaker, workshop leader, skills trainer, and support worker. 
I create art works in my spare time alongside my day job, sending my work off 
to publishers. More recently, I’ve been teaching art work as part of my new skills 
training role at work. I did an illustration degree at the University of Lincoln, 
which has opened many doors for me in terms of deciding which avenues of 
illustration and visual communication to pursue.  
 
I enjoy it because I draw my inspiration from the world around me, and take my 
time to ensure the uniqueness of the world is captured adding a hint of personality 
to the subjects or scenes that I paint. When I’ve shown Annie’s to others, they’ve 
told me it was atmospheric, and that I captured the Lace Market well.  
 
I’ve exhibited my work at the Sam Scorer Gallery in Lincoln before, back in June 
and July of 2015. Plus, I won Cygent Ink’s Lincoln Cathedral Competition in 
January; you can get a print of the winning entry from the Cathedral’s shop. 
 
In October, I’ll be exhibiting in Alley Café, so keep your eyes peeled.

sarahyatesillustration.co.uk
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Annie’s 
Sarah Yates 
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Simply Koi
Tim Mayfield 

A lot of my pieces I’ll do in one hit. I’ll think about a rough 
plan for a day or two, then go in on it. Like the crisps, 
once you pop… you know the drill. This A4-size Koi was 
smashed out in about seven or eight hours, starting with 
a rough sketch and then building up the layers with 
colour. 
 
I work with acrylic paint and brush; also paint pens, 
mostly Poscas and Molotov. Watercolour is a medium I’d 
like to learn more about, to add a different dimension to 
my work. 

Working full-time since I left school, I lost my passion for 
doodling and drawing cartoons. I’d done both from an 
early age, and wanted to continue as a “grown-up”, but 
reality kicked in, and off to work I went. It was around 

five years ago, in my thirties, that I rediscovered my ability and desire to paint. 

I’ve found that I now have my own style. Simply Koi is a prime example of that; a few peeps 
have said that you can instantly tell it was a “Tim painting”, which is nice to hear and gives 
you a boost to keep progressing. A good mukka of mine said “You can’t stop looking at them” 
of my paintings, which is the ultimate compliment an artist could ever want to receive. 

I’ve recently been inspired by the psychedelic poster works of the Japanese pop artist 
Tadanori Yokoo. His use of vibrant colour is something that I like to incorporate, and the 
acrylic oranges used in Simply Koi give it an eye-catching boldness, with the sage colour 
chilling in the background. The bubbles were an afterthought which set that off, I reckon. 

Working in my bedroom, surrounded by old paintings and materials scattered on my bed, I 
would like to eventually rent a space and work with some like-minded creatives to see where 
this painting malarkey goes. Ultimately, I’d like to not have to work for The Man. 
 
I’m currently working on a couple of commissions, and always open to work on collaboration-
based pieces as there’s a host of local talent in Notts. Let’s see what the future holds. 

Instagram: @t.mayfield.popart 

Fossil Tail 
Shane Buckingham 
 
Following a brain injury, I really struggle to 
pass time. My concentration is extremely 
limited, I can’t socialise the way I used to, 
and I have continuous thoughts in my head 
that I need to express. Speaking verbally is 
difficult for me, but creativity flows freely 
since the injury. This is why I started to 
put my thoughts onto paper and canvas, or 
basically anything I can paint and draw on. 
 
This is an illustration I created by closing 
my eyes and drawing lines to create a 
random shape for the face. Made on heavy-
duty paper, with a mixture of charcoal 
pencils, Derwent Inktense pencils and 
water, I created it because I wanted to 
express my feelings and random thoughts at 
the time. 
 
I started this piece in my kitchen at around 
2am. That’s when ideas come to me; usually 
when I need to sleep. It took me about 
two hours to create, and I finished it in my 
family kitchen in Newcastle. When a family 
member first saw it, their first words were 
“fossil tail”, so that’s what I called it. People 
always ask me where I get my ideas from, 
and I like to joke and say “It’s a side effect of 
my brain injury”. 

My partner told me that I used to draw 
when I was in a postictal state, particularly 
after an absent seizure. She felt some of the 
drawings were very deep, and a clear sign 
of the struggles I was facing at the time. 
That made me want to continue it further, so 

I set up the website Broken Brain, a place 
for me to showcase my work. Art has 
become a huge part of my rehab, and now 
my children join in with me; one of the many 
“side effects” that I hope continues. 

I hope that my art in some way makes 
light of things, and in the future I would 
love to use my website and creativity as 
a platform to support other brain injury 
survivors. Headway Nottingham, a charity 
that helps other brain-injured patients and 
their families, have been a huge support. I 
attend once a week and I can continue my 
drawings or paintings while I’m there, as 
well as interact with people with different 
stories.

brokenbrain.co.uk
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Shane Buckingham 
 
Following a brain injury, I really struggle to 
pass time. My concentration is extremely 
limited, I can’t socialise the way I used to, 
and I have continuous thoughts in my head 
that I need to express. Speaking verbally is 
difficult for me, but creativity flows freely 
since the injury. This is why I started to 
put my thoughts onto paper and canvas, or 
basically anything I can paint and draw on. 
 
This is an illustration I created by closing 
my eyes and drawing lines to create a 
random shape for the face. Made on heavy-
duty paper, with a mixture of charcoal 
pencils, Derwent Inktense pencils and 
water, I created it because I wanted to 
express my feelings and random thoughts at 
the time. 
 
I started this piece in my kitchen at around 
2am. That’s when ideas come to me; usually 
when I need to sleep. It took me about 
two hours to create, and I finished it in my 
family kitchen in Newcastle. When a family 
member first saw it, their first words were 
“fossil tail”, so that’s what I called it. People 
always ask me where I get my ideas from, 
and I like to joke and say “It’s a side effect of 
my brain injury.” 

My partner told me that I used to draw 
when I was in a postictal state, particularly 
after an absent seizure. She felt some of the 
drawings were very deep, and a clear sign 
of the struggles I was facing at the time. 
That made me want to continue it further, so 

I set up the website Broken Brain, a place 
for me to showcase my work. Art has 
become a huge part of my rehab, and now 
my children join in with me; one of the many 
“side effects” that I hope continues. 

I hope that my art in some way makes light 
of things, and in the future I‘d love to use 
my website and creativity as a platform to 
support brain injury survivors. Headway 
Nottingham, a charity that helps other 
brain-injured patients and their families, 
have been a huge support. I attend once a 
week and I can continue my drawings or 
paintings while I’m there, as well as interact 
with people with different stories.
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Big Bad Wolf 
Sophie Johnson-Hill
 
Big Bad Wolf is an animated short film that just... happened. I was 
halfway through my research for my masters in puppetry and digital 
animation, which focused on the importance of trusting and valuing 
a child’s creative impulse. I animated a series of short films called 
Thunk of the Day, where I’d capture a child’s thought and bring it to 
life through animation using the child’s voice and artwork.  
 
I love working with little ones because they’re not afraid to make 
mistakes; nothing is polished or perfect, and everything feels 
spontaneous and earthy. I love their scratchy drawings with scribbly 
bits sticking out of places you wouldn't expect.   
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A lot of my pieces I’ll do in one hit. I’ll think about a rough 
plan for a day or two, then go in on it. Like the crisps, 
once you pop… you know the drill. This A4-size Koi was 
smashed out in about seven or eight hours, starting 
with a rough sketch and then building up the layers 
with colour. 
 
I work with acrylic paint and brush; also paint pens, 
mostly Poscas and Molotov. Watercolour is a medium I’d 
like to learn more about, to add a different dimension to 
my work. 

Working full-time since I left school, I lost my passion for 
doodling and drawing cartoons. I’d done both from an 
early age, and wanted to continue as a “grown-up”, but 
reality kicked in, and off to work I went. It was around five 
years ago, in my thirties, that I rediscovered my ability 
and desire to paint. 

I’ve found that I now have my own style. Simply Koi is a prime example of that; a few peeps 
have said that you can instantly tell it was a “Tim painting”, which is nice to hear and gives 
you a boost to keep progressing. A good mukka of mine said “You can’t stop looking at them” 
of my paintings, which is the ultimate compliment an artist could ever want to receive. 

I’ve recently been inspired by the psychedelic poster works of the Japanese pop artist 
Tadanori Yokoo. His use of vibrant colour is something that I like to incorporate, and the 
acrylic oranges used in Simply Koi give it an eye-catching boldness, with the sage colour 
chilling in the background. The bubbles were an afterthought which set that off, I reckon. 

Working in my bedroom, surrounded by old paintings and materials scattered on my bed, I 
would like to eventually rent a space and work with some like-minded creatives to see where 
this painting malarkey goes. Ultimately, I’d like to not have to work for The Man. 
 
I’m currently working on a couple of commissions, and always open to work on collaboration-
based pieces as there’s a host of local talent in Notts. Let’s see what the future holds. 

Instagram: @t.mayfield.popart 

A friend commissioned a bespoke Thunk as a keepsake for her 
four-year-old daughter, Amahrya. We began to play with a doll’s 
house, and we’d take it in turns to knock on or answer the door. 
I asked her if she was the Big Bad Wolf, and Amahrya found this 
hilarious. I recorded our play session and the backing music using 
my iPhone. It’s amazing what you can do with one of those, and 
I like some of the muffled, clunky sounds that happen from little 
hands knocking against the microphone. 

It took about a year to finish Big Bad Wolf, as I had to fit it 
in around other paid commissions. I uploaded it to my Sojo 
Animation Facebook page as soon as it was rendered, and the 
response blew me away. It got its first tangible audience at the 
Beeston Film Festival and again at Broadway’s Short Stack short 
film night, and the audience response was incredible. 
 
This year, I’m attempting to not be broke any more by having a 
crack at app development. Sojo Doodles – animations that are 
perfect for sending in text messages – is my tester project; it’s 
been a giant collaboration between my friends and Sojo followers. 
You can 
download it from the Apple app store, but only if you’re over 
twelve years old because of the hairy balls in the “Amazeballs” 
sticker. 

I’ve also just finished an animated music video for Chester P and 
DRS 
called Melancholy Flowers. I can’t wait till I can share the hell out 
of it. 

facebook.com/sojoanimation



Yazmin Lacey
Black Moon
EP (Running Circle)
 
Yazmin Lacey is relatively new to the 
scene, making her first appearances on 
Nottingham stages in 2014. Since then, 
she hasn’t half had her nose to the grind: 
bagging herself a spot on Gilles Peterson’s 
Future Bubblers scheme, radio play on 
6Music and now, releasing this utter gem 
of an EP. The London-native-turned-Notts-
head has got a right saucy tone to her 
vocals, pulling you in with closed eyes and 
bobbing head until you’re fully tucked in 
for the session. Title track Black Moon is 
sultry, with come-to-bed lexicon – “slide 
in between my thighs” – that cuts right to 
the chase, lacing the off-beat percussion 
before kicking into the refrain with 
fervour. A Mother Lost is a lesson in nose-scrunching, limb-rolling jazz, employing layered 
instrumentation with skill and ensnaring you with a sibilance that’s nothing short of sexy. The 
funkiest track on the collection is Still, with a clean display of Ms Lacey’s effortless vocals and 
high hats on lock. Credit where credit’s due to the band, too. Three Body Trio are deftly skilled 
musicians that breathe guts and vitality into the offering, firmly planting their feet across 
genres and delivering all with aplomb. Yazmin’s debut EP is poetry for a Sunday afternoon; 
a spliff in the evening sun; poached eggs before 10am. Keep tabs on this one, she’s on a roll. 
Lucy Manning

 yazminlacey.bandcamp.com
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Rather listen to the tunes on this page than read about ‘em? 
Wrap your tabs round Sound of the Lion, our dedicated 
music podcast. If you want your own tunes reviewed and 
you’re from Notts, hit up leftlion.co.uk/sendusmusic

Charlie Ulyat
Do Not Forget Old Friends
Album (Self-released)
 
Some people might not know that before he became a recording 
artist, Leonard Cohen was a well-regarded poet and author, who 
released four collections of poetry and two full-length novels 
before he picked up the guitar. Now, Charlie Ulyat has released 
an album based on his poems, and it couldn't be further from 
the terrible X-Factor cover of Hallelujah, which is how most of 
the public have heard of Cohen. This is a collection of delicate, 
minimalist tracks, each one named after a line from Cohen's poems that all have a beautiful 
appreciation of space. Using nothing more than an electric guitar, Ulyat improvises each song, 
creating a lovely tribute to the dearly departed troubadour. There is a subtlety here that’s 
missing from so much modern music, and while there might not be much in terms of stylistic 
variety, it comes together as a genuinely different and interesting whole. Gav Squires

charlieulyatt.bandcamp.com

David J Newton
No Words
Album (Self-released)
 
What I like about this album is that it doesn’t overwhelm you 
because, as hinted at by its title, there are no words, so your mind 
can drift as the funky electro sounds guide the direction of your 
thoughts. You immediately drew me into the album: a range of 
instruments creating a repeated melody that warps the sense 
of time passing. This, combined with the whistling behind it, 
reminds of being in a car at night, 
driving into the darkness and the unknown, seeing other cars by their headlights passing by 
and city lights in the distance, much like the album artwork. January 1 is absolutely beautiful, 
with the piano as the main focus and other instruments joining in. It’s hopeful, high-pitched, 
emotional and tentative. I got the shivers; it’s hauntingly hopeful and delicate but could 
crash at any second. Overall, this album is powerful and beautiful, deep and yearning, and 
completely engrossing. Anushka Shah

soundcloud.com/davidjnewton



Wolfclub
Wolfclub
Album (My Hart Canyon)
 
After initially being drawn to the 
psychedelic album cover, I soon 
discovered that if you’re looking 
for feel-good tunes this summer, 
Wolf Club are the band for you. 
Combining upbeat synth-pop and 
heavy electronic beats, the overall 
vibe is breezy and light. With a simple formula of fun sounds, 
repetitive pace rhythms and a sweet back and forth of male and 
female vocals, it’s the perfect accompaniment to a day in the 
sun. Reminiscent of the soundtrack to a classic teen movie, the 
eleven-track collection paints a picture of California girls riding in 
an open-top convertible. Overall, the album – including standouts 
like The Stars Behind Me, Highway Romance and Sunset Drive – is 
sugary and romantic in places, but still lively enough to play at 
a festival. Whack it on in the car for the perfect road-trip playlist. 
Elizabeth O'Riordan 

facebook.com/wolfclub1

Verbal Warning
No Half Measures
Album (Self-released)
 
Verbal Warning’s new album No Half 
Measures is an anthem of rebellion 
against the tedium of the everyday. 
After originally forming way back 
in the early eighties, the group's 
comeback pays a not-so-subtle 
homage to the punk style of the 
time, as well as a clear nod to the golden age of rock. The classic 
mix of drums, guitar, bass and vocals form a timeless feel, joining 
together both slow strumming and heavier, more chaotic sounds. 
The collection is angsty, with a focus on seemingly dull and 
relatable themes like saving cash, quitting your job and watching 
TV, alongside random segments like “chips are part of my five-a-
day.” Because of this, the tracks end up as a weird combination of 
old-school style and current pop culture. Listen out for the track 
dedicated solely to the hate of Piers Morgan. Elizabeth O'Riordan

verbalwarning.bandcamp.com
 

Little Barrie
Death Express
Album (Non Delux)
 
If you’re anything like me, you’ll have 
been vaguely aware of Little Barrie 
for ages. The band was formed in 
Nottingham nearly twenty years ago, 
and main man Barrie Cadogan has 
worked with the likes of Morrissey, 
Primal Scream and Paul Weller. 
Recently, the band have been responsible for the outstanding 
opening theme to Breaking Bad spin-off, Better Call Saul. That 
theme – available in extended form here as a bonus track – is 
barely fourteen seconds long, but such is its appeal that there’s a 
ten-hour loop available on YouTube that currently has over 132,000 
views and a top comment that says “Can you make it longer?” 
Actually, it’s a pretty good introduction to the band, awash with 
laid-back, bluesy surf guitar and loose-limbed bass. Throw in 
Cadogan’s soulful vocals alongside his outstanding guitar work 
and you’ve got yourself a winning formula. My advice: stick it on 
repeat, relax and enjoy. Tim Sorrell

littlebarrie.com

Juga-Naut x Micall Parknsun
Six Bricks EP
EP (Self-released)
 
We start with rapid, dynamic synths 
that act as city busybodies rushing 
among the skyscrapers. To navigate 
us through the crowd, Juga-Naut and 
Micall Parknsun punctuate the hectic 
opening track 40 Acres with raised 
fists and braggadocio bars that don’t 
ask for forgiveness. With Taskforce-esque vocal stabs towards 
the end of the track, we find ourselves in the depths of a woozy 
darkness, until flowing into a more optimistic Gametime: a playful 
shoulder knock and fist bump before a lads’ kickabout. Cappo and 
Vandal Savage join Jugz to make up VVV on Gaudi-Gang, and 
suddenly we’re looking up at the falling comets. It’s old, painful 
memories mixed with hopeful ponders in Build a Bridge, and Know 
Your Worth showcases Jugz’ rich, rhythmic vocab texture as the 
fire it is. Final track The Juice is a real hoods-up merker, Tommy 
Nova in tow with his U.S. twang, and Scorz playful in his tale 
telling. A beasting EP. Bridie Squires

juganaut.bandcamp.com

Jimi Mack
Familiar Horizons
EP (Self-released)
 
Jimi Mack’s EP paints a natural 
environment: light shining through 
trees in a woodland clearing with 
water flowing nearby. All four songs 
have a unique, celestial quality. 
Familiar Horizons is wistful and 
bluesy with a soaring and crashing 
melody, sudden bursts of volume and repeated, dissonant sounds, 
alluding to rolling waves crashing onto an abandoned shoreline. 
Salao has an ethereal quality, with imagery of being deep 
underwater, everything muted. There’s a sudden surge towards 
the surface, breaking through with joyful, layered sounds, until the 
track fades to just one man and his guitar. Remedy has instruments 
clashing and tumbling over each other, but somehow it all fits: 
cheerful and victorious, but still not quite human. EP closer, Green 
Rain, is fast paced and rhythmic with sudden volume increases, 
and with them, sudden elation. This collection is pure fantasy. It’s 
not a casual listen, but one that brings a sense of wistfulness and 
loneliness. Anushka Shah

jimimack.bandcamp.com
 

Huw Costin
In A Nutshell
EP (Self-released)
 
You may recall Earth The Californian 
Love Dream: a heavy-rock band who 
had the patronage of the late great 
John Peel and a whiff of Motorhead 
about them. They burned out as 
quickly as they appeared and, since 
their implosion, their frontman 
Huw Costin has released a steady stream of well-received music 
under his own name, or as Torn Sail. His latest is a low-key affair 
available as CDRs at his show or online. Stripped-back and mellow, 
much of it is just Costin accompanied by his acoustic guitar; this is 
a masterclass in songwriting craftsmanship. The first three tracks 
are all originals and all equally stunning; Disconnected is fragile, 
finger-picked lament, while Costing displays his impressive set of 
pipes on the title track, ending on a cover of Springsteen’s State 
Trooper that takes the song into the realms of a trembling fever 
dream. He may no longer be fronting a rock band, but Huw Costin 
still knows how to get heavy. Paul Klotschkow

huwcostin.bandcamp.com
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Cherry Hex & The Dream Church 
– Toska
More sumptuous gloom and doom 
from the hypnagogic duo.
 
Louis Antoniou – I Don’t Want No 
More Woes
Croaky blues peddler conjures 

a warm growl from his 
guitar to aid 

in wiping 
those 
tears 
away.  
 

Josh Wheatley – Shiver
That “woah” chorus hook might be 
a little cliched, but our Josh has got 
an interesting take on it.

April Towers – Takes One to 
Know One
The kind of everyman electro-
indie that hits the town in its best 
Burton’s suit necking premium 
continental lagers.
 
Katie Cooper – Fading
A noob to our ears but we hope she 
sticks around if she keeps making 
swooning r ‘n’ b-lite jams like this.
 

Bru-C x Hadean – Don’t 
Wanna Know
All we wanna know is where the 
emcee got that swag ‘0115’ apron 
he styles out in his latest vid.
 
Hex – Limitless
The latest Notts musician to ink a 
deal with a major, let’s just hope the 
silky rapper doesn’t end up being a 
one-album wonder like the others.
 
The Mocking Jays – Sex on 
the Beach
Indie-rock types sing about the joys 
of something we doubt they’ve ever 
experienced.

guitar to aid 
in wiping 
those 
tears 



Since getting together sometime last year, Bloody Head have spent no time messing around. They’ve knocked out two 
collections of dirgey yet groove-heavy hardcore punk in the same amount of time it takes most bands to work out what 
filter they want to use on their Instagram photos. Plus, their live shows feel like being run over by a bulldozer of noise 
and discordant energy. In short, they’re easily one of the most exciting bands in Nottingham, which is why we nabbed 
Dave (vocals) and Andy (guitar) for a chat to find out more…
 

Whose idea was it for you all to form a band?
Dave: My memory’s shite and I can’t exactly remember; I think our 
bassist Steve and Andy wanted to do summat new and punk-ish. 
Steve wanted it to be called Starship Poopers! Haha. We quickly 
f**ked that off and let it all hang out for a bit. Bloody Head 
happened somewhere down the line. 

Andy: I realised that for the first time in about 
fifteen years, I wasn’t doing a band with 
Henry (drums). We roped in Steve on bass 
and tried to play some noisy d-beat. It was 
fun, but I wasn’t feeling it; it was too close 
to my other band. A couple of months later, 
Steve wrote some dirgey riffs and asked us 
to start something up. The three of us had 
been saying that Dave needed to be in a 
band for some time, so we asked him, and 
here we are...
 
For anyone reading this who may not 
have heard you, how would you describe 
the band and the music you make?
Dave: In my mind, the band are two lovely 
dongs making lowdown rumbles, one 
mean f**ker going crazy with feedback 
and electricity, and one shaky waster 
laying out his inner demons. That’s how it 
sounds to me, at least.
Andy: Raw power, broke-brain blues.
 
Can you give me an idea of how the 
songwriting works with the band?
Dave: It’s pretty loose. For the first tape (July 
16) you just couldn’t stop the wonk and chug 
pouring out of Steve, he had “the grace” or some 
such thing, so everyone else scrambled blindly 
after that. More recently, I’ve been trying to get Steve 
to rip off Bowie, Roxy and Leonard Cohen bass lines 
and that; to no avail, I must say. I think being in this 
band is making Andy actively forget how to actually play 
the guitar. Henry is a thug who can’t count. I seem to say 
“Make it weirder” a lot during practice. Things seem to find their 
own place and pace. 

Andy: It’s all pretty raw and immediate. We try not to overthink things. If you’ve 
seen or heard us, you’ll understand that everything is kept pretty loose. Steve and 
Henry lock it down and keep it heavy. I try to keep my guitar “playing” as harsh 
and regressive as possible. Dave brings the existential angst, the energy, love, and 
violence. When it all works, it’s horrific and glorious.
 
There can be a tendency for a lot of bands to bang on about how they’ve always 
got “something coming up” or “they’re in the studio”, especially on social media, 
without ever producing anything. Yet you’ve released two albums in the space of 
six months. What’s your secret?
Dave: I guess if it’s fun, just keep doing it. Fast and loose, baby, till the wheels fall off...
Andy: A lot of bands can f**k off.
 
Dave, you drag yourself around the stage and into people, and it’s often a physical 
performance. What is your state of mind when you are performing?
Dave: Pill-blind. Totally in love with the world. Almost completely absent. Speeding 
my tits off. 
 
I sometimes worry about your health when I’ve seen you, that someone might get 
hurt. Has that ever happened?
Dave: Thanks man, that's nice. The odd black eye or broken nose – nearly always mine 
– here and there is an appropriate price to pay, I think. None of us are getting 
any prettier.
 
What’s the hardcore and punk scene like in Nottingham at the moment?
Dave: Bloody lovely. Just the best and worst folks doing the best and worst stuff. It is 
church and religion to me for sure. 

Andy: I think we could do with some more good bands. It would be great 
if some gnarly new punk bands started up. The time is right, the world 

is pretty f**ked right now. Make it happen, kids.

 Stuck on a Name has become a sort of home for a lot of 
bands in that scene. What is it about that place?

Dave: Ah, Saint Ian Boult and his magic shoebox. 
There’s an almost complete lack of regard for 

health and safety and the square world in 
general. Just the best place and dude ever. 

Long live Boulty!
Andy: That place and Boulty have done and 
continue to do so much for Nottingham DIY. 
From being a space for people to rehearse, 
record and make some music, to offering a 
truly independent and alternative space 
for gigs, to sorting out crash spaces, 
equipment, sound engineering, or other 
stuff, at short notice.

Andy, can you tell me about your record 
label, Viral Age…
Andy: I started Viral Age to release the 
debut album by Endless Grinning Skulls, 
one of the other bands I play in. I had no 
intention of doing anything other than 
release that one record. I was about to 
become a father and had some free time 
and disposable income, so I figured “now 
or never.” I quickly realised I needed to get 
a distro on the go and trade records to get it 
out there, and I’m still doing it six years later.  

 
I’ve done twelve releases so far, and about half 

are bands that I play, or have played, in. The 
other half are mates’ bands. I’m not interested 

in doing loads of releases; there’re plenty of great 
labels out there. Viral Age is mainly a platform for me 

to release my stuff how I want and to sometimes help 
out mates whose bands I dig. Lately, I’ve been busier 

with the distro side of things and I’ve been getting in some 
killer international underground music. I have nothing else 

lined up at the moment, well nothing definite. Catalogue number 
VRLG 13 is reserved for something special.

 
What’s the DIY scene in Nottingham like?
Dave: Almost completely void of pretension. F**king great. 
Andy: Lots of good folks doing lots of good stuff for the right reasons, ie for the love of 
it, rather than money or status. Great.
 
Who else do you recommend we check out locally?
Dave: Pretty much everyone, man. Endless Grinning Skulls, X-RAYS, Slumb Party, 
Bismuth and everything Tanya has a hand in, Moloch, Society, Kogumaza, Shit Hippies, 
Beast As God, We Wild Blood, Shjrunken Heads, Casual Sect, Sheer Attack, Sievehead. 
They’re not all local, but I heartily recommend them all. Anything with a bit of swagger 
and lurch... 
 
Where in Notts do you like to hang out when not making music?
Dave: Various bits of wasteland scattered about, making skate ramps and falling over 
and that. The King Billy – best pub – and Forever Records.
Andy: I like walking my dog and being away from the city.
 
What does “punk” mean to you?
Dave: F**k knows. The Velvet Underground. The Germs. Questioning what you’re 
being sold.
Andy: Making stuff happen yourself. DIY. Doing what you want, how you want, 
without compromising. Community.
 
Bloody Head’s latest cassette, Failed Experiments in Kindness, is out now.
 

bloodyhead.bandcamp.com

BLOODY HELL
interview: Paul Klotschkow
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Jackie P has been a radio DJ and presenter for over seven years. A stalwart of Nottingham’s music scene, she presents The 
Breakfast Show on Kemet FM, who’ve been celebrating their tenth birthday this year by hosting a series of events, with 
lineups boasting everyone from Bobby Valentino to Sweet Female Attitude. In celebration of the radio station that champions 
urban music and the culture of Nottingham’s African and Caribbean communities, we grabbed the legendary presenter for a 
natter about her place within the city’s institution... 

How did you get into radio presenting?
A radio presenter for BBC Radio Derby called G-Man got me into it; he ran Kemet at one 
point and when he left, he told me to start thinking about doing radio. I always wanted to, 
but never thought I’d be able to. He said to go to the Kemet training, so I did, and that was 
it. While I was doing Kemet, I was also helping out Bea Udeh on BBC Radio Nottingham, so 
she helped me too. When I was a kid, I always listened to radio, probably more so than TV. 
Back in the day, it was always BBC Radio 1. Eventually I did a music journalism course at the 
University of Derby and I went from there. I love the fact that I can engage with people, talk 
to them about what they want to talk about, and be able to help people achieve their goals 
and dreams. 

Kemet was founded ten years ago to more robustly and accurately represent the cultures 
of the African and Caribbean communities in the media. What kind of problems still exist 
there, and what can we learn from what Kemet FM has done?
You’re forever going to have such issues, but it doesn’t mean it’s right. I feel the media 
doesn’t help. Certain newspapers – what I like to call “clues-papers” – push information that 
can incite hate, and people will jump on the bandwagon. That’s where things go wrong. 
 
You go to certain areas and you wonder “Why is this place run down?” Weapons, guns and 
gang problems are all formed by pushing certain groups of people together. I remember 
when I first moved to Nottingham, there’d be the Radford gang versus the St Ann’s gang. 
What Kemet try to do is bring the community together. We put on events like Rock ’n’ Reggae 
to bring together the communities in places like Radford, St Ann’s, and the Meadows. It’s 
worked, we’ve been successful. 

What was Kemet FM like in the early days, compared to today?
It’s always been a place that’s wanted to enable people to get into media and allow them to 
start their journey. Kemet was a training programme for presenters; people were able to go 
live on air, which would be an impossibility anywhere else. You can’t just go live on air at the 
BBC, there’s just no way. Kemet helped people and encouraged them to fulfil their dreams. 
People who’ve worked here are now working at the BBC, BBC Asian Network, some of them 
have gone off to work for BBC London, one of them is on London TV now. We’ve encouraged 
that, and allowed that to happen; that’s due to the progression of wanting to allow people to 
fulfil their dreams. 

What’s the secret to Kemet’s longevity?
We play such a wide variety of music. Obviously we’re not playing thrash metal or heavy rock 
because we’re an urban radio station, but on a Sunday you get your old-school soul, there’s 
the reggae show for the reggae heads, magazine-type shows, and The Sofa Show for people 
who love urban music. There’s a show for everyone, that’s why I think we’ve survived. I do 
The Breakfast Show and, for the first hour, I do old school for old heads waking up, then I’ll go 
more musical for all the kids going to school in the car. A lot of stations’ databases are quite 
limited, but ours is vast. The majority of people can ring up and ask for a track and we’re 
likely to have it. 

How has the rise of the internet and the digital revolution affected radio stations?
I remember back in the day when radio presenters had to chase promoters, but now it’s the 
other way around. It’s really helped radio, because we can now access so much more music 
so easily, like on SoundCloud, or from artists who directly send you their stuff. 

What do you look for in a track?
I champion conscious lyrics. I’m interested in political tracks, social awareness tracks, and 
tracks that talk about positivity. I’m not interested in negativity.
 
What’s the dynamic like between all the presenters? 
People come and go in the station during the day, but we all know each other. Presenters will 
ring in on each other’s shows to say they’re loving it and request tracks, so we all support 
each other, and there’ll always be someone there to cover someone if they’re not there. We’re 
like a big family. 

What are your favourite things about hosting The Breakfast Show?
I love it when people who really love the show call in and ask me what the track is. I’m 
introducing people to new music and I love it when people are talking about Nottingham 
music, and educating people in music.

Kemet has always had a big focus on the community as well as music… 
I give a big shout-out to the community because people really do get behind it, that’s how 
we’re able to run as a non-profit organisation. We’re a community radio station; whenever 
something’s going on in the community, we tell people about it. 
 
On The Breakfast Show, every twenty minutes, I’ll play some home-grown talent. When 
people send things in, it could be someone in their seventies saying they’ve done a track, 
and that would interest me. On the mid-morning show, Christine will always talk about 
health and well-being within the community, as well as all the events going on. Monday to 
Friday, I get Babbling Bates to come in and we talk about things happening in Nottingham, 
so people are always clued up. We’re an informational, invitational radio station. 

What Nottingham artists do you rate at the moment?
I’m loving Ronika and N-Voy at the moment. I’m a house girl so I just love that kind of music. 
One I’ve always loved is J.Gold, and Nina Smith; she’s doing very well, I’m very proud of her. 
I think it was in Iceland that I saw a woman singing one of Nina’s songs on a massive stage 
in front of thousands of people and I just thought “What an achievement.” 
 
Before, it was only certain types of music that were accepted in Nottingham, but now you’re 
getting grime artists, hip hop artists, all different types of music. Parisa runs Acoustickle, 
which is showcasing different, beautiful styles of music and poetry. Then there’s Blackdrop 
where you can go and share your poetry; there’s so much happening. 

What do you see for the future of Kemet?
I just see it going from strength to strength. People come and go, and once they’ve left, they 
go on to big things. I think Kemet has been the bottom rung of the ladder for a lot of people, 
but I think that it’s a station that’s important. The city needs an urban radio station because I 
just don’t think that we have anything like that, other than Kemet. 

Is there anything else you’d like to say to LeftLion readers?
We, as a community, need to come together and help each other. It’s not about segregation, 
and it’s not about trying to step on people’s heads. It’s about being that community you hear 
your grandma talking about, and how it used to be back in the day. Why can’t it be today? 
I don’t want it to sound like a cliche or sound soppy but the word “unity” is in the word 

“community”, so let’s get together and be a city of change. 
 

Kemet FM continue their tenth birthday 
celebrations with The Three Degrees at 

Saltbox Bar on Sunday 24 September.
 

975kemetfm.com
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PICK OF THE MONTH

Get weekly updates of Nottingham events at leftlion.co.uk/newsletter

Dinosaurs of China
Wollaton Hall

Deeper Than Roots Jungle Special
The Maze

SAT
19 AUG

10PM

SAT
5 AUG
11am

SAT
5 AUG
10am

THURS
24 AUG

SAT
1 JULY

FRI
4 AUG

SUN
29 OCT

SUN
6 AUG

SAT
12 AUG

SAT
12 AUG

SUN
13 AUG

SUN
13 AUG

MON
28 AUG

Riverside Festival
Victoria Embankment

Barn Fest
Hankin Farm, Derbyshire

Summer Nights Outdoor Films
Wollaton Hall

Melodica
Rough Trade + JamCafe

Horse-Play
Nottingham Castle

The Portrait Project
Flour Mill Studio
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From the farthest-flung corners of China, the skeletons of prehistoric beasts have risen. 
And they’re making their way over to Hoodtown. They’ve sailed the seven seas, and 
flown over continents to make their final stop over at Wollaton Hall. You’ve got it – the 
Dinosaurs of China are coming. After archaeologists and paleontologists found never-
before-seen dinosaur fossils deep below China’s soil, revolutionary discoveries have been 
made regarding our understanding of what dinosaurs looked like, their behaviour and 
evolution. The fossils on display are some of the best-preserved in the world, with some 
laying hidden until as recently as 2015. There’s even to be some skin and feathers on 
show. How exciting. You can also expect to see the tallest mounted skeleton ever seen in 
the UK – that of the Mamenchisaurus, measuring a whopping thirteen metres – propped 
up in Wollaton Hall. The exhibition, however, will prove that dinosaurs were a diverse 
bunch, with mammoth beasts like the Mamenchisaurus looming over tiny, feathered 
creatures that learned to fly, before evolving into creatures not so dissimilar from the 
pigeons we see in Market Square today. Get on down before the end of October to gather 
some paleontological knowledge to wow your mates with dahn pub. It’ll be a great 
weekend out for the kiddos, too. Child tickets £5, adult tickets £7, family ticket £20.

Woi oi oi. If you’ve been out on a month-long summer mad one of late, get some fruit and 
veg down yer gob and cram in a few  early nights; you’re gonna want all the energy you 
can muster for this one. Fresh from their refurbishment, thanks to the Kickstarter support 
from you lot, The Maze are playing host to Deeper Than Roots as they prepare to link you 
lot up with some of the best in the jungle biz. Expect old school bangers and fresh new 
tunes to see you through till the early hours. And there’s air con in the Mansfield Road 
venue now, so you can get down with the best of ‘em all night long without the sweat 
drips. OK, maybe a couple. DJ DP, Kidlib and Remarc are setting up shop behind the decks 
to deliver the goods, and there’s only gonna be one room open on the night, so make sure 
you get in there quick and book a ticket. If you really can’t hold it down for that long, the 
Deeper Than Roots family are teasing you with a warm-up party on Friday 4 August over 
at the Alley Café. So you can have it out of your system one more time before the main 
event. £8 in advance.

When the sun is shining and the weather is sweet, 
there’s no better way to pass a Saturday afternoon with 
the sprogs than down by that there river. The entire 
stretch of Victoria Embankment is gearing up once again 
to play host to fairground rides, mushy pea stalls and ice 
cream vans for the fantastical and magnificent Riverside 
Festival. All in attendance are guaranteed both family- 
and purse-friendly fun. Music to our ears, that. Catch 
the annual Dragon Boat race, and get involved in some 
top dollar street theatre as you wander down the way. 
And make sure you stick around on Saturday to catch 
the fireworks display. It’s big. It’s by the river. It’s free. 
There’re fairground rides, candy floss and music from the 
best of local heads. What more could you want? Free, but 
bring pennies for the rides.

Plough Monday is an ancient festival that’s been 
celebrated in England for the last 400 years, and has 
been so ingrained in English folklore that a play was 
written about it. Namely, the Cropwell Bishop Plough 
Monday play. One of the characters, Hopper Joe, a farm 
labourer with a particularly nifty costume, has inspired 
Arianne Churchman – winner of the Nottingham Castle 
Open 2016 solo exhibition prize – to base her upcoming 
exhibition on him. Well, his outfit. Ahead of the exhibition 
opening in September, Churchman is warming you up 
nicely with Horse-Play, a production that’ll use Hopper 
Joe’s “ragbag sensibilities” to explore the context of his 
traditional costume that forms the focus of her exhibition. 
Get down from 11am to watch the performance begin 
on the grassy area leading up to the main castle, before 
moving onto the play area on the Castle Green. Come 
rain or shine, Hopper Joe will be there. Free, but you need 
to book a place online.

Black and white portraits are proper a la mode at the 
mo, what with every Timmy, Tommy and Terry using 
the Inkwell filter to pimp up their Insta feeds. Needless 
to say, this photography exhibition is putting an edgy, 
ultra-modern twist on classic portraits. You only need 
to turn up and have your photograph taken and printed 
by professionals, then you’ll have the chance to pick 
from four awesome artists – Blu Loui, Kelsey Bryan, 
Lost+Ok and Emily Catherine – who all possess a range 
of urban and hip hop styles. Watch ‘em flaunt their skills 
and doodle over your photograph, splashing colour and 
transforming your mug into a one-off piece of art. It’s 
something we’re super excited about cos it’s all the rage 
in New York, apparently. And if it’s good enough for the 
Big Apple, it’s good enough for us. 
 

Summer is synonymous with festival season. If the first 
whiff of sunshine don’t make your toes twitch to be back 
in your wellies, then maybe we didn’t know you as well 
as we thought. Here in Nottingham, we’ve got our fair 
share of festivals for you to get stuck into, not least the 
grunge and metal-indie showdown that is Barn Fest. 
Notts bands including Mannequin, Black Shiver and 
Autumn Diet Plans will be in attendance, but there’s 
only space for 500 of you, so you best get booking. Rapid. 
If you’ve got little ‘uns, it’s the perfect weekend to 
introduce ‘em to festival life, what with the heap of kid’s 
activities they’ve got on offer and the festival being dead 
intimate, so pack ‘em up with a pair of noise-cancelling 
headphones and get down to it. There’ll be plenty of beer 
and top-notch scran for mums and dads, too. The perfect 
weekend, some might say. £30 adults, £20 under sixteens, 
under fives go free.

For the second year running, the boggers over at 
Melodica Festival are whacking on a lineup of acoustic 
musicians from all over the shop. And when we say 
all over the shop, it ain’t bleddy lightly. Starting off at 
Rough Trade on the Saturday and ending at JamCafe on 
the Sunday, there’s a plethora of international artists: 
from Sweden, there’s singer-songwriter Meadows; from 
Germany, we’ve got the indie-folk sounds of Johanna 
Amelie; Calming River are coming through from Denmark; 
and Liz Hanley is gracing the stage, all the way from the 
US of A. That ain’t even scratching the surface of the full 
lineup, and we’ve even got the Notts crew in tow, for all 
them musical xenophobes. Daudi Matsiko, Alta Pueblo, 
Emily Franklin and Keto will all be about to grace yer 
tabs. We can’t bleddy wait. And they’ve got a duck on 
the poster; what’s not to like? Donations.

These balmy summer nights we’ve been having are 
far too good to waste. And you can count your lucky 
stars that this month you don’t have to. The folks over 
at Derby Quad are hosting a month’s worth of outdoor 
cinema screenings, with four absolute corkers coming 
to Batman’s gaff, aka Wollaton Hall. On the Thursday, 
transport yourself to Paris for Baz Luhrmann’s Moulin 
Rouge, and watch Julia Roberts fall in love with Richard 
Gere in Pretty Woman on Friday night. In conjunction 
with the Dinosaurs of China exhibition, you can lose 
yourself in Jurassic Park on the Saturday, and see Batman 
come home in The Dark Knight Rises with subtitles on 
Sunday. Closing the show on Monday night is Rogue One: 
A Star Wars Story. You’re all invited to bring the best 
picnics you can muster, and settle in for a night at the 
movies. £13 for adults, £9 for under twelves, under-fives 
go free.
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TUESDAY 1 AUG

❤ Speed Dating
The Pitcher and Piano 
£20, 7.15pm - 9.45pm 

🎲 Two-Player Tuesday
The Dice Cup 
£2, 6pm - 11pm 

🎲 Quiz Night
The Berliner 
£1 - £1, 8.30pm 

♫Brain’s All Gone + 
Headstone Horrors + 
Punch Drunk
The Maze 
£5, 7.30pm 

🎨 Namoki Pop-Up Shop: 
Launch Event 
Rough Trade Nottingham 
Free, 5pm - 7pm 

WEDNESDAY 2 AUG

👪 Lark in the Park
Bridgford Park 
Free, 10am 

🎥 Another Earth 
The Space, Nottingham 
Contemporary 
£5, 6.30pm 

♫Milk Teeth
The Bodega 
£9, 7pm 

👪 Celebrate Play
Arboretum Park 
Free, 11am - 3pm 

🍴Bingo Wings
The Malt Cross 

♫Live Triple Bill (No.12) 
Rough Trade Nottingham 
Free, 7pm - 11pm 

THURSDAY 3 AUG

🎤 INFL Open 
Mic Showcase 
The Angel Microbrewery 
8pm - 11pm 

🎤 33/45
The Malt Cross 
Free, 7pm - 10pm 

👪 The Lost World
Wollaton Hall
£10 - £40, 6pm 

♫ Fantastic Negrito
The Bodega 
£14, 7pm 

🎨 Face to Face
New Art Exchange 
Free, 6.30pm - 9pm 

♫Rockin’ Horse Saloon
The Running Horse 
Free 

🎭 Completathon
National Videogame Arcade 
Free, 7pm - 10pm

♫Those Howlin Sounds + 
Primal + Weekends on 
Mercury + The Crazy 
Peace of Mind
The Maze 
£4, 7.30pm 

📣 Grace Victory
Waterstones 
£3 - £10, 6.30pm 

FRIDAY 4 AUG

♫Deeper Than Roots: 
Big & Bad Jungle Takeover
The Alley Cafe 
Free, 10pm - 2am 

♫Darkzy 
Stealth 
10pm 

♫Wigflex Rough Trade 
Terrace Sessions
Rough Trade Nottingham 
Free, 5pm 

♫Fiesta Latina
Revolucion de Cuba 

🎭 Billionaire Boy
Nottingham Castle 
£10 - £40, 5.30pm 

♫John Otway+  The Little 
Big Band
The Maze 
£12, 8pm 

👪 Kingdom Business 
Nottingham: Monthly 
Networking Meeting 
The Malt Cross 
£6, 7.30am 

♫Live Music
The Grosvenor 
Free, 9pm - 11.30pm 

♫Friday Night Project
The Southbank Bar - 
Nottingham City 
Free 

♫Patrons + Merrick’s 
Tusk + Bellevue Days
The Chameleon Cafe Bar 
7pm - 12am 

♫Carry The Crown + 
Black Shiver
The Doghouse 
7.30pm - 11pm 

😂 Live Comedy 
Foodie Friday 
The Glee Club 
£7.50 - £19.95, 7pm 

🎲 Mario vs Luigi #2
The National 
Videogame Arcade 
8pm 

♫Dream State
Rescue Rooms 
£5, 6.30pm 

📖 An Evening 
with E. Lockhart
Waterstones 
£3, 7pm 

📣 Breakfast Briefing for 
Employers: Degree 
Apprenticeship
Clifton Campus 
Free, 9am - 10.30am 

♫Korn Again
The Greyhound, Beeston 
Free,  9pm

🎠 Riverside Festival
Victoria Embankment 
Free 

🎲 Russian Roulette
Round the back of Heron 
Foods 
Might cost you yer life, 8pm

SATURDAY 5 AUG

👪 We Dig the Castle 
Saturday Archaeology 
Training Day
Nottingham Castle 
£50 - £40, 9.30am - 4.30pm 

♫Subtone Society
The Alley Cafe 
Free,  9pm

♫Kate Nash
Rock City 
£18, 6.30pm 

💪 Laser Days, Tactical 
Laser Combat
Kelham Hall 
£10 - £18, 11am - 6pm 

♫Energy + Catch Fire 
+ Miss Vincent + 
Ocean Floor
The Maze 
£8.50, 7.30pm 

♫Rapture: Hip Hop + 
Funk + Soul + Jazz
Bar Eleven 
10pm

♫Sophie’s Journey by 
the Riverside
Nottingham Moderns 
Rugby Club 
Free, 11am - 2pm 

🎨 Pin Cushion 
Crafternoon
Debbie Bryan 
£30, 10.30am - 1pm 

🎨 Floral Paper Corsage 
Brooch Crafternoon
Debbie Bryan 
£15, 3pm - 4.30pm 

♫Mary Ocher Feat Your 
Government + Polly 
Hardy + Anna Peaker
JT Soar 
£7, 8pm - 11pm 

😂 Live Comedy 
Stand-Up Saturdays 
The Glee Club 
£9.50 - £21.50, 7pm 

♫Mötley Crüde
The Greyhound, Beeston 
Free,  9pm

♫Mosh For Rossi
Rescue Rooms 
£8.80, 1pm 

♫National Youth Brass 
Band of Great Britain 
The Albert Hall 
7.30pm 

🎭 Alice
Wonderland Cafe 
£8 - £10, 7.30pm - 10.30pm 

♫Mary Ocher feat your 
Government
JT Soar 
£7, 8pm 

♫Soul Buggin’ 
Summer Terrace Party
Saltwater 
Free, 4pm 

🍴 Feed the Five Thousand
The Arboretum 
Free, pescetarians need 
not attend

SUNDAY 6 AUG

♫Live Music
The Berliner 
Free, 5pm - 10pm 

💻 Laser Days, Tactical 
Laser Combat
Kelham Hall 
£10 - £18, 11am - 6pm 

🍺Jacob’s Homebrew 
Summer School
Brew Dog 
1pm 

♫Vhraska
The Angel Microbrewery 
£5, 7pm 

♫Irish Trad Session
The Malt Cross 
Free, 4pm - 7pm 

♫Pagan Pride UK 
2017 After Party!
The Maze 
£3, 7pm 

👪 Family Paint and Skate
Motorpoint Arena 
Nottingham 
£2.50 - £8.50, 2.30pm - 5pm 

♫Live Music Sundays
Nottingham Playhouse 
Free, 12pm - 3pm 

MONDAY 7 AUG

📣 Phlexx presents A 
Night with Another Poet 
(Pizza and Poetry)
Suede Bar 
Free, 8pm 

🌳Gardening Club
St Martin’s Church 
Free 

🎭 National Theatre Live: 
Angels in America Part 1 
Millennium Appro
Savoy Cinema 
£11 - £13.50 

♫ Acoustic Rooms 
Rescue Rooms 
Free, 8pm 

TUESDAY 8 AUG

📣 Verbal Imaging Tour
New Art Exchange 
Free, 12pm - 1pm 

🌳 Build A Bird Box
Rufford Abbey 
£6 - £6, 2pm - 4pm 

🎭 Two-Player Tuesday
The Dice Cup 
£2, 6pm - 11pm 

🎨 Dinosaurs in 
Wonderland: Victorian 
Artists and the Depiction 
of Extinct Animals
Lakeside Arts Centre 
Free, 1pm 

⚽ Forest v Shrewsbury
Nottingham Forest 
Football Club 
7.45pm 

⚽ Mansfield v Rochdale
Mansfield Town 
Football Club 
7.45pm 

WEDNESDAY 9 AUG

🎥  The Lobster 
The Space, Nottingham 
Contemporary 
£5, 6.30pm

♫ Beats and Bars 
(7 - 10 years)
New Art Exchange 
Free, 10.30am - 12.30pm 

♫ Beats and Bars 
(11 - 16 years)
New Art Exchange 
Free, 2pm - 4pm 

♫ The Casualties
The Maze 
£14, 7.30pm 

🎲 Rick and Morty Quiz
Brew Dog 
8pm 

🎭 Chimera presents 
Out of the Box
The National Videogame 
Arcade 
Free, 6pm - 10pm 

👪 Paw Patrol Live!
Motorpoint Arena 
Nottingham 
£16.80 - £99, 10.30am 

🎭 Royal Shakespeare 
Company: Titus 
Andronicus
Savoy Cinema 
£11 - £13.50, 7pm 

👪 Summer Activity Day
Primary 
Free, 2pm - 7.30pm 

👪 Arnold (Gedling) 
Play Day 
Arnot Hill Park 
Free, 1pm - 4pm 

👊 Skate Jam 17
King George - Arnold 
Free, 6pm - 8pm 

🎭 Beeston Tales presents 
Xanthe Gresham’s 
Bag of Wonders
The White Lion - Beeston 
£5 - £12, 7.30pm 

THURSDAY 10 AUG

♫Tina May With The 
Andrew Wood Trio
West Bridgford 
Library Gallery 
£15, 7.30pm 

📖 The Boy with the 
Perpetual Nervousness by 
Graham Caveney
Nottingham Contemporary 
Free 

⚽ New Season Party with 
Stan Collymore
The Southbank Bar - 
Nottingham City 
£20, 6.30pm 

💻 Hello Words
National Videogame Arcade 
Free, 6.30pm - 6.30pm 

📣 D.I.Y Poets
The Maze 
£3, 7.30pm 

FRIDAY 11 AUG

♫Friday Night Project
The Southbank Bar 
Free, 5pm 

🍴Fiesta Latina
Revolucion de Cuba 

🎭 A Midsummer 
Night’s Dream
Nottingham Castle 
£10 - £40, 6pm 

♫Glass Caves
The Bodega 
£8, 7pm 

🎨 Not My Cup of Tea 
Exhibition Launch
New Art Exchange 
Free, 6pm - 9pm 

♫Live Music
The Grosvenor 
Free, 9pm - 11.30pm 

♫Friday Night Project
The Southbank Bar - 
Nottingham City 
Free 

😂 Live Comedy Foodie 
Friday (18+)
The Glee Club 
£7.50 - £19.95, 7pm 

♫Definitely Oasis:
Oasis Tribute Band
The Maze 
£10, 7pm 

♫Latmun
Stealth 
10pm 

♫Unplugged Showcase
Bunkers Hill 
Free, 8pm 

🎥 At The Movies 
Summer Camp
Colwick Hall Hotel 
£16.95, 8pm 

👪 The Sea Witch’s Curse
All Hallow’s Church Hall
£58, 8pm

♫Ilenkus + Dysteria + 
Bosphorus +Shrykull
The Angel Microbrewery
£5, 7.30pm

♫Mark Harrison
The Running Horse
8.30pm

🍷Gin Tasting
The Sir John Borlase Warren
£25, 7pm

♫Anonymous
Pit & Pendulum
9pm

♫Sunshine Frisbee 
Laserbeam + Yr Poetry + 
Modern Rituals + 
Fawn Spots
JT Soar
£5, 7pm

👪 The Great Grandma 
Auction
Forest Rec
£5 minimum reserve, 8am

🚲 Ride Yer Bike
Wherever you want, just not 
on the pavement 
Free
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SATURDAY 12 AUG

🎭 Great Expectations
Nottingham Castle 
£10 - £40, 6pm 

💻 Pixelheads: 
Saturday Club 
National Videogame Arcade 
£8, 12.30pm - 3pm 

🎨 Saturday Art Club
New Art Exchange 
Free, 10am - 12pm 

🎨 A Man’s Home 
is His Castle
New Art Exchange 
Free, 1pm - 2pm 

😂 Live Comedy 
Stand-Up Saturdays
The Glee Club 
£9.50 - £21.50, 7pm 

😂 David Ward + Danny 
Sutcliffe + James 
Alderson + Alistair Barrie
Jongleurs Comedy Club 
Nottingham 
£16 - £23, 7pm 

♫The Flavells + Scott 
Bugg & The Vital Few + 
The Chase + more
The Maze 
£6, 6pm 

♫Lone 
Stealth 
10:15pm 

🎭 Alice Through the 
Looking Glass
Arnot Hill Park 
Free, 1.30pm - 3pm 

SATURDAY 12 AUG

⚽ Notts County v 
Chesterfield
Notts County Football Club 
3pm 

⚽ Mansfield v Forest 
Green
Mansfield Town 
Football Club 
3pm 

😼 Panthers v 
Cardiff Devils
Motorpoint Arena 
7pm 

SUNDAY 13 AUG

🎲 Poker Night 
The Grosvenor 
£5 - £5, 8pm - 8pm 

🎭 Pride and Prejudice
Nottingham Castle 
£10 - £40, 6pm 

♫Acoustic Sundays
The Berliner 
Free, 5pm - 10pm 

🍺Jacob’s Homebrew 
Summer School
Brew Dog 
1pm 

♫Lambchop
Rescue Rooms 
£25, 7.30pm 

🎲 Q.W.A: Quizzes 
With Attitude
Southbank City 
Free, 8pm 

SUNDAY 13 AUG

🎨 Little Gems 
Hammered Copper Cuff 
Nottingham Jewellery 
School 
£40, 12.30pm - 2.30pm 

♫Live Music Sundays
Nottingham Playhouse 
Free, 12pm - 3pm 

♫Sunday Lunchtime Jazz 
and Lion Music Quiz
The Lion at Basford 
Free, 1.30pm 

MONDAY 14 AUG

🎭 Ghost Lights
Nottingham Arts Theatre 
£10, 7pm 

🌳 Gardening Club
St Martin’s Church 
Free 

♫Acoustic Rooms 
Rescue Rooms 
Free, 8pm 

♫Junk Parlor + 
Maniere Des Bohemiens
The Maze 
£4, 8pm 

♫Vasudeva
The Bodega 
£7, 7pm 

🎥 National Theatre Live: 
Angels in America Part 2 
Perestroika
Savoy Cinema 
£11 - £13.50, 7pm 

TUESDAY 15 AUG

🎥 Twelfth Night
Wollaton Hall, History 
Museum and Industrial 
Museum 
£10 - £40, 6pm 

♫Phlebas
Bar Eleven 
£3, 10pm 

♫The Afghan Whigs
Rescue Rooms 
£20, 7.30pm 

♫Pressure 
Rescue Rooms 
Free, 10pm 

🎭 Two-Player Tuesday
The Dice Cup 
£2, 6pm - 11pm 

🎲 Quiz Night
The Berliner 
£1 - £1, 8.30pm 

📖 The Last Tudor Book 
Tour: Nottingham
Broadway Cafe Bar 
£5 - £20, 6pm - 8pm 

♫ArcTanGent Festival 
Warm-Up Show 
Rough Trade Nottingham 
Free, 7pm - 11pm 

🚗 The Racing Room
The Dragon 
Free - £3, 7.30pm 

👣 Step On His Blue Suede 
Shoes
Elvis’ Yard
£7, 5am

WEDNESDAY 16 AUG

♫ The Flaming Lips
Rock City 
£30, 7pm 

🎲 Pub Quiz + Karaoke
Rescue Rooms 
£0.50, 8pm 

♫ Beats and Bars 
(7 - 10 years)
New Art Exchange 
Free, 10.30am - 12.30pm 

♫ Beats and Bars 
(11 - 16 years)
New Art Exchange 
Free, 2pm - 4pm 

🎲 The Lion Quiz
The Lion at Basford 
9pm 

♫ Jesus Piece + Nihility
Rough Trade Nottingham 
Free, 7pm - 11pm 

👊 Skate Jam 17
Bestwood Country Park 
Free, 6pm - 8pm 

🎨 Open Hack
Nottingham Hackspace 
Free, 6.30pm - 9pm 

🔧 Salsa Classes
Bunkers Hill 
£5, 7pm 

🎤 Open Mic
JamCafé 
Free 

THURSDAY 17 AUG

🎤 81BC Trio Open 
Mic Night
The Navigation Inn 
Free 

🎨 Paint a Pot Thursdays
The Harley Gallery 
£5 - £20, 10am - 3pm 

♫Club Tropicana 
Rescue Rooms 
9pm 

🎨 The Art of Dissent
New Art Exchange 
Free, 6.30pm - 8.30pm 

🔬 Public Science Lecture
University of Nottingham 
Free, 6pm - 7pm 

🎲 Quiz Night
The Grosvenor 
Free, 9pm - 10.30pm 

♫The Colliders + 
Viyellas + Kicklips
The Maze 
£5, 7.30pm 

♫Nightfish!
The Southbank Bar - 
Nottingham City 
Free, 9pm 

♫Nottingham A Level 
Results Takeover
Ink 
10.30pm - 3.30am 

🎲 The NVA Quiz
The National 
Videogame Arcade 
£1, 8pm - 11pm 
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Organiser Marcus Farnsworth gives 
us the lowdown on the hows, whys 
and whats of the upcoming Southwell 
Music Festival...

The Southwell Music Festival was born for a number 
of different reasons. The town has amazing venues for 
music, not least the spectacular Minster; it’s something 
of a hidden gem. Away from Nottingham itself, the 
number of opportunities that audiences have to 
experience top-flight classical music are pretty limited, 
so the Southwell Music Festival is about bringing the 
best of my colleagues from all over the UK and further 
afield to my home county. 
 
I’m not a big fan of the term “classical music.” It’s a 
turn-off for so many people who think it’s not for them 
because they have had no experience of it in a live 
setting. The term also doesn’t do the music justice; it 
implies it’s one genre, when in fact we’re talking about 
over 500 years worth of music. There’s something for 
everyone within that vast array of sound, and we aim to 
present a rich and varied programme with music from the 
16th to the 21st century, and everything in between. 

I think the festival’s success stems from two essential 
elements: the highest standards of music making, and 
the involvement of the local community. As well as the 
main festival events featuring performers from around 
the UK and Europe, we have a series of fringe events 
showcasing local youth and amateur groups. We have a 
masterclass for local, young musicians, which is a great 
opportunity to benefit from the expertise of our visiting 
professionals. There’s also a family concert where you 
can introduce your young ‘uns to amazing music in a 
relaxed atmosphere. We want to foster a new audience 
for classical music and the emphasis on the next 
generation – performers and audiences – is key to that.
 
I’m very excited to be welcoming local cellist, Sheku 
Kanneh Mason, to this year’s festival. Sheku was tutored 
in a masterclass at the festival in 2015, the summer 
before he won the BBC Young Musician competition, so 
we’re delighted that we’ve managed to book him for a 
solo recital this year.

I’m also really looking forward to the chamber-music 
concerts that we have on offer. These are intimate affairs 
where the audience are very close to the performers; 
it’s thrilling to experience live music in this way. One of 
this year’s programmes, The Art of the Trio, showcases 
pieces written for various trio combinations. It takes 
place in the State Chamber of the Archbishop’s Palace 
next door to the Minster, another stunning venue.

When I was a kid, I was told that classical music was in 
decline and that audiences were dwindling. In my career 
thus far, my experience has been the total opposite of 
that; we’ve been selling out concerts at the festival since 
we began in 2014. I sense a renewed interest in live 
music making. With online streaming services, we can 
listen to virtually anything we want these days, and I 
think this adds value to the live, curated experience. 

For anyone who is unfamiliar with the music we present, 
I’d say to just come along and give it a go. Our musicians 
are all about giving exciting, visceral performances. You 
won’t be disappointed.

Southwell Music Festival takes place from Thursday 24 - 
Sunday 27 August

southwellmusicfestival.com
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FRIDAY 18 AUG

♫Friday Night Project
The Southbank Bar 
Free, 5pm 

♫Fallen: 
Evanescence Tribute
The Greyhound, Beeston 
Free, 9pm 

🍴 Fiesta Latina
Revolucion de Cuba 

🎥 Anarchy in the UK: The 
New Underground Cinema
NonSuch Studio 
£5, 8pm - 11pm 

♫Electric Wizard
Rescue Rooms 
£25, 6.30pm 

♫Cassia
The Bodega 
£6, 7pm 

🎥 Dirty Dancing: 
Outdoor Cinema
Rufford Abbey 
£10 - £10, 7pm 

♫Free from Fear: 
Gig for Nottingham 
Central Women’s Aid
The Maze 
£5, 7pm 

♫Live Music
The Grosvenor 
Free, 9pm - 11.30pm 

♫Friday Night Project
The Southbank Bar - 
Nottingham City 
Free 

😂 Live Comedy 
Foodie Friday
The Glee Club 
£7.50 - £19.95, 7pm 

♫Dead On Arrival
Rock City 
£6, 6pm 

♫Unplugged Showcase
Bunkers Hill 
Free, 8pm 

SATURDAY 19 AUG

♫Mellonie Page + MPB
Duke Of St Albans 
Free, 9pm 

♫Hysteria + Talk of 
the Devil
The Greyhound, Beeston 
Free,  9pm

🎥 South Asian Sexualities 
Film Screening 
Nottingham Contemporary 
Free, 4pm - 6pm 

♫Qtipocalypse 
Performance Night
Nottingham Contemporary 
Free, 8pm - 1am 

♫Larkins
The Bodega 
£6, 7pm 

🚲 Wheel Building 
Nottingham Bike Works 
£65, 10am - 4.30pm 

💻 Pixelheads 
National Videogame Arcade 
£8, 12.30pm - 3pm 

SATURDAY 19 AUG

♫ Pull Up! With 
Reggae Take Over
New Art Exchange 
Free, 12pm - 10pm 

🎥 Outdoor Cinema: 
Rocky Horror Picture Show
Rufford Abbey 
£10 - £10 

🎨 Fused Glass Jewellery 
Taster with Stevie Davies
Nottingham Jewellery 
School 
£38, 10.30am - 1.30pm 

😂 Live Comedy 
Stand-Up Saturdays 
The Glee Club 
£9.50 - £21.50, 7pm 

😂 David Morgan + Alfie 
Brown + Tony Jameson + 
John Ryan
Jongleurs Comedy Club 
Nottingham 
£16 - £23, 7pm 

♫ Deeper Than Roots 
Jungle Special: 
Remarc + Kidlib
The Maze 
£8, 10pm 

♫Widows + 
Towers + Cope
Rock City 
£3, 10pm 

♫ Seeing Your Scene Fest 
Rough Trade Nottingham 
Free, 12pm - 12am 

👊 Skate Jam 17
Arnot Hill Park 
Free, 2pm - 6pm 

⚽ Forest v Middlesbrough
Nottingham Forest Football 
Club 
3pm 

SUNDAY 20 AUG

🐩 Fun Dog Show
Nottinghamshire Hospice 
£0.50 - £1, 10am - 4pm 

🎲 Poker Night 
The Grosvenor 
£5 - £5, 8pm - 8pm 

♫John Hardy
The Johnson Arms 
Free, 8pm 

♫Acoustic Sundays
The Berliner 
Free, 5pm - 10pm 

🍺 Jacob’s Homebrew 
Summer School
Brew Dog 
1pm 

🌳 St Anns Allotments 
Open Day
St Anns Allotments Visitor 
Centre 
Free, 11am - 4pm 

🎨 Mosaic Brooch Duo 
Crafternoon
Debbie Bryan 
£25, 10.30am - 12.30pm 

🎨 Mosaic Plaque Hanging 
Crafternoon
Debbie Bryan 
£30, 2pm - 4.30pm 

SUNDAY 20 AUG

🎲 Q.W.A: Quizzes 
with Attitude
The Southbank Bar - 
Nottingham City 
Free, 8pm 

🎨 Little Gems 
Hammered Pendants
Nottingham Jewellery 
School 
£40, 12.30pm - 2.30pm 

♫Live Music Sundays
Nottingham Playhouse 
Free, 12pm - 3pm 

👪 Nottingham 
Caribbean Carnival
Victoria Embankment 
£1 - £6, 12pm - 8pm 

👊 Skate Jam 17
King George V Recreation 
Ground 
Free, 6pm - 8pm 

♫Live Jazz
The Bell Inn 
Free 

♫Sunday Lunchtime Jazz 
and Lion Music Quiz
The Lion at Basford 
Free, 1.30pm 

MONDAY 21 AUG

🌳 Gardening Club
St Martin’s Church 
Free 

♫Acoustic Rooms 
Rescue Rooms 
Free, 8pm 

♫Happy Mondays
The Southbank Bar - 
Nottingham City 

TUESDAY 22 AUG

🎤 Open Mic Night
Pepper Rocks 
Free, 9pm - 11pm 

🔧 Hackspace 2.5 Work
Nottingham Hackspace 
Free 

🎤 Open Mic Night
The Greyhound, Beeston 
Free, 8pm - 12am 

♫Phlebas
Bar Eleven 
£3, 10pm 

♫Pressure 
Rescue Rooms 
Free, 10pm 

♫Barzakh by 
Qawwali Beast
New Art Exchange 
Free, 6.30pm - 9.30pm 

🎭 Two-Player Tuesday
The Dice Cup 
£2, 6pm - 11pm 

🎲 Quiz Night
The Berliner 
£1 - £1, 8.30pm 

👪 Family Grave Digging
A Graveyard Near You
Free, 10pm

TUESDAY 22 AUG

♫Hellbastard + 
PanzerBastard + Hellrazor
The Doghouse 
7.30pm - 2am 

🚗 The Racing Room
The Dragon 
Free - £3, 7.30pm 

🎲 Quiz Night
The Johnson Arms 
Free, 9pm 

WEDNESDAY 23 AUG

♫The Shins
Rock City 
£25, 7pm 

♫Ryan Hamilton and
The Traitors
The Bodega 
£13.50, 7pm 

👪 Stitch + Bitch 
The Malt Cross 
Free 

🎲 Pub Quiz + Karaoke
Rescue Rooms 
£0.50, 8pm 

♫Beats and Bars 
(7 - 10 years)
New Art Exchange 
Free, 10.30am - 12.30pm 

♫Beats and Bars 
(11 - 16 years)
New Art Exchange 
Free, 2pm - 4pm 

👪 Professor Paul Temple’s 
Punch and Judy
Rufford Abbey 
Free, 1.30pm 

♫Housewives + 
Warfarin + Churchgate
JT Soar 
£5, 8pm - 11pm 

🎲 The Lion Quiz
The Lion at Basford 
9pm 

♫Scout Killers + Seasons 
+ Go Primitive
The Maze 
£6, 7pm 

👊 Skate Jam 17
King George V 
Recreation Ground 
Free, 6pm - 8pm 

♫Housewives
JT Soar 
£5, 8pm 

🎨 Open Hack
Nottingham Hackspace 
Free, 6.30pm - 9pm 

♫ Crisis
Rock City 
£21, 10pm 

🔧 Salsa Classes
Bunkers Hill 
£5, 7pm 

🎤 Open Mic
JamCafé 
Free 

👊 Big Fist Bash
Hoodtown 
Free, All day errday



Chawe 

You may recognise this fella’s face if you’re into your 
local music. Session musician extraordinaire, Chawe has 
provided his musical brilliance for some of Notts finest; 
often from CRS in St Ann’s. Most recently, you might have 
heard his vocals on some of Kxng Foreman’s awesome  
r ‘n’ b tunes. Now he’s stepping out on his own and 
making some proper blissful soul-pop. Latest single What 
is Beautiful is almost tropical; the kinda song that – cliche 
alert – transports you to a beach. Not Market Square 
beach. Probably Barbados or summat. Anyways, he’s got 
a stunningly distinctive voice, a proper knack for a catchy 
melody, plus his lyrics are both uplifting and funny. He’s 
basically your perfect popstar.

soundcloud.com/chawe
 
 
 
 

Short Weekends 

If you’re gonna stand out in the indie genre, you need to 
separate yersen from the crowd or be really good at one 
of the key elements. Short Weekends do both of these 
things. Vocalist Cam’ron has a proper unique vocal tone, 
and that really good element we mentioned? Insanely 
catchy guitar riffs; bouncy and dancey in equal measure, 
and the type we can imagine being dropped at every indie 
night ever, sandwiched somewhere between The 1975 and 
MGMT. They also use synths to add another layer to their 
sound, which helps that whole distinctive thing. As you 
may gather from this ramble, they’re quite a hard band to 
describe. But here’s the general gist: they’re really 
bloody good. 

facebook.com/shortweekends
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NUSIC
BOX

Your new Notts music tip sheet, as compiled 
by Nusic’s Sam Nahirny. 
 
Want more? Check the fortnightly podcasts 
and live sessions in the Nusic website.

For more events, check out leftlion.co.uk/listings
THURSDAY 24 AUG 
 

♫Club Tropicana  
Rescue Rooms  
9pm  
 

👪  Pond Dipping 
Adventure 
Rufford Abbey  
£6 - £6, 2pm - 3pm  
 

♫Nightfish! 
The Southbank Bar - 
Nottingham City  
Free, 9pm  
 

📣  Speech Therapy  
Poetry Night 
The Chameleon Cafe Bar  
7pm - 12am  
 

📣  New Trans-lations  
Nottingham Contemporary  
6.30pm - 8.30pm  
 

♫Baby In Vain Live + 
Album Signing  
Rough Trade Nottingham  
Free, 7pm - 9.30pm  
 
FRIDAY 25 AUG 
 

♫Friday Night Project 
The Southbank Bar  
Free, 5pm  
 

♫The Navigation Blues 
Cooperation 
The Navigation Inn  
Free  
 

🍴  Fiesta Latina 
Revolucion de Cuba  
 

♫Live Music 
The Grosvenor  
Free, 9pm - 11.30pm  
 

♫Post ATG Party:  
Iran Iran + A Werewolf + 
You Break You Buy & GUG 
JT Soar  
£5, 7.30pm - 11pm  
 

😂 Live Comedy  
Foodie Friday 
The Glee Club  
£7.50 - £19.95, 7pm  
 

♫KinDread presents 
Steppin Out of Babylon 
Part 1 
The Maze  
£5, 9pm  
 

♫Under The Tree 
Presents: Lucille  
Rough Trade Nottingham  
Free, 7pm - 12am  
 

📣  Breakfast Briefing for 
Employers: Degree 
Apprenticeship 
Clifton Campus  
Free, 9am - 10.30am  
 

⚽ Notts County v Stanley 
Notts County Football Club  
7:45pm  
 

♫Unplugged Showcase 
Bunkers Hill  
Free, 8pm  
 

♫The Machine Rages On 
The Greyhound, Beeston  
Free,  9pm 
 
📖  Bedtime Story 
Mama’s yard 
Straight after bath time  
 

SATURDAY 26 AUG 
 

💻  Pixelheads:  
Saturday Club  
National Videogame Arcade  
£8, 12.30pm - 3pm  
 

🎨 Saturday Art Club 
New Art Exchange  
Free, 10am - 12pm  
 

♫Line Of Fire + Down In 
One + Temple Of Lies + 
Earthen Ritual 
The Chameleon Cafe Bar  
£5, 8pm - 11:45pm  
 

😂 Live Comedy  
Stand-Up Saturdays 
The Glee Club  
£9.50 - £21.50, 7pm  
 

😂 Jay Hampson + Joe 
Bor + Jason Patterson 
Jongleurs Comedy Club 
Nottingham  
£16 - £23, 7pm  
 

🎭  Disney’s The Little 
Mermaid Jr 
Nottingham Playhouse  
£6 - £8, 3pm  
 

⚽ Forest v Leeds Utd 
Nottingham Forest  
Football Club  
5.30pm  
 

⚽ Mansfield v  
Luton Town 
Mansfield Town  
Football Club  
3pm  
 
SUNDAY 27 AUG 
 

👊 Mayweather  
vs McGregor:  
The Money Fight 
The Southbank Bar - 
Nottingham City  
£5, 3am  
 

🎲 Poker Night  
The Grosvenor  
£5 - £5, 8pm - 8pm  
 

♫Noasis 
The Southbank Bar - 
Nottingham City  
£7, 7pm  
 

🍺 Jacob’s Homebrew 
Summer School 
Brew Dog  
1pm  
 

🎨 Little Gems Silver 
Cabochon Ring 
Nottingham Jewellery 
School  
£40, 12.30pm - 2.30pm  
 

♫Back To Mine 
The Market Bar  
£5, 11pm - 4am  
 

♫Live Music Sundays 
Nottingham Playhouse  
Free, 12pm - 3pm  
 

🍺 The Rescue Rooms  
Beer Festival 
Rescue Rooms  
£10, 12pm - 11pm  
 

♫Doohickey Wire Band 
The Hop Pole  
Free, 8.30pm - 11.30pm  
 
 
 
 

MONDAY 28 AUG 
 

👪  Movie Mondays  
Spanky Van Dykes  
Free, 8pm  
 

🎲 Pub Quiz 
The Malt Cross  
£1, 8.30pm  
 

🌳 Gardening Club 
St Martin’s Church  
Free  
 

♫Acoustic Rooms  
Rescue Rooms  
Free, 8pm  
 

♫The Orwells 
The Bodega  
£12, 7pm  
 

♫Happy Mondays 
The Southbank Bar - 
Nottingham City  
 

🎨 Life Drawing with 
Oliver Lovley 
The Malt Cross  
£12, 6pm  
 

♫Loathe + Harbinger + 
Taken By The Tide + 
Miscreant + The 
Cartographer 
The Maze  
£7, 6pm  
 

👪  August Bank Holiday - 
Family Fun Day  
The Willowbrook  
Free  
 

🎠  Nottingham Teddy 
Bear Fair 
Patchings Art Centre  
Free, 10am - 4pm  
 

⚽ Notts County v Everton 
Notts County Football Club  
 

⚽ Mansfield v 
Lincoln City 
Mansfield Town  
Football Club  
3pm  
 
 
TUESDAY 29 AUG 
 

🎤  Open Mic Night 
Pepper Rocks  
Free, 9pm - 11pm  
 

🔧  Hackspace 2.5 Work 
Nottingham Hackspace  
Free  
 

🎤  Open Mic Night 
The Greyhound, Beeston  
Free, 8pm - 12am  
 

♫Phlebas 
Bar Eleven  
£3, 10pm  
 

♫Pressure  
Rescue Rooms  
Free, 10pm  
 

🎭  Two-Player Tuesday 
The Dice Cup  
£2, 6pm - 11pm  
 

🎲 Quiz Night with  
Free Pizza 
The Berliner  
£1 - £1, 8.30pm  
 
 
 
 

TUESDAY 29 AUG 
 

♫Notts In A Nutshell 
The Maze  
£3, 7.30pm  
 

👪  The Racing Room 
The Dragon  
Free - £3, 7.30pm  
 

🎲 Quiz Night 
The Johnson Arms  
Free, 9pm  
 
WEDNESDAY 30 AUG 
 

😂 The £1 NCF  
Comedy Night 
Canal House  
£1, 8pm  
 

🎲 Pub Quiz + Karaoke 
Rescue Rooms  
£0.50, 8pm  
 

🎭  Children’s Outdoor 
Theatre: Dogs Don’t  
Do Ballet 
Rufford Abbey  
£12 - £44, 3pm  
 

♫2 Sick Monkeys 
The Doghouse  
7.30pm - 2am  
 

🎲 The Lion Quiz 
The Lion at Basford  
9pm  
 

🎨 Open Hack 
Nottingham Hackspace  
Free, 6.30pm - 9pm  
 

♫Crisis 
Rock City  
£21, 10pm  
 

🔧  Salsa Classes 
Bunkers Hill  
£5, 7pm  
 

🎤  Open Mic 
JamCafé  
Free  
 
THURSDAY 31 AUG 
 

🎤  81BC Trio Open  
Mic Night 
The Navigation Inn  
Free  
 

🎨 Paint a Pot Thursdays 
The Harley Gallery  
£5 - £20, 10am - 3pm  
 

♫When We Were Wolves 
The Bodega  
£7, 7pm  
 

♫Club Tropicana  
Rescue Rooms  
9pm  
 

🎲 Quiz Night 
The Grosvenor  
Free, 9pm - 10.30pm  
 

♫Nightfish! 
The Southbank Bar - 
Nottingham City  
Free, 9pm  
 

🎭  The Kite Runner 
Nottingham Playhouse  
£10 - £32, 1.30pm  
 

😼 Panthers v  
Mountfield HK 
Motorpoint Arena 
Nottingham  
7pm  



ONGOING STUFF LIKE EXHIBITIONS AND PLAYS AND THAT

For more events, check out leftlion.co.uk/listings

MONDAYS
 

 Pub Quiz
Malt Cross
Southbank
The Grosvenor
The Navigation 
 

 Movie Mondays 
Spanky Van Dyke’s 
 

 MOBA Mondays 
[ALT] Gaming Lounge 
 

 Music 
The Bell Inn
Rescue Rooms

 Poker Night 
The Navigation Inn 
The Grosvenor 

 
 Life Drawing 

Malt Cross

 

TUESDAYS 
 

 Open Mic Night
Filthy’s
Pepper Rocks 
Greyhound, Beeston 
 

 Pub Quiz
The Johnson Arms
Sir John Borlase 
Warren 
 

 Cuban Salsa and 
Rueda Classes 
Bad Juju Tiki Bar 
 

 Music 
Bar Eleven 
Rescue Rooms 
The Navigation Inn 
 

 The Racing Room 
The Dragon 
 

WEDNESDAYS 

 Open Mic Night
JamCafe
Rescue Rooms
The Bell Inn
The Maze 

 Pub Quiz
The Lion at Basford
Rescue Rooms
Golden Fleece
Spanky Van Dyke’s
The Hop Pole 
 

 Open Hack Night 
Nottingham Hackspace 
 

 Music
The Navigation Inn
Southbank City
Rock City 
 
�Salsa Class 
Bunkers Hill

THURSDAYS
 

 Open Mic Night
The Navigation Inn 
 

 Pub Quiz
Southbank 
The Grosvenor 
 

 Mindfulness Group
Sobar 
 

 Music 
Rock City
Southbank City
JamCafe
The Navigation Inn 
Rescue Rooms 
The Lion at Basford 
 

 Paint a Pot 
Harley Gallery
 
 

FRIDAYS 

 Unplugged 
Showcase
Bunkers Hill 
 

 Bopp 
Red Bar 
 

 Ink Fridays 
Ink
 

 Get Lucky 
Rock City 
 

 Friday Night Live 
Southbank 
 

 The Navigation 
Blues Cooperation 
The Navigation Inn 
 

 
 

SATURDAYS 
 

 Surface Dwellers 
Surface Gallery 
 

 Stealth VS Rescued
Stealth and  
Rescue Rooms 
 

 Music
JamCafe 
Rock City 
Southbank 
 

 Saturday Art Club 
New Art Exchange 
 

� Saturday Sessions 
Nonsuch Theatre 
 

� Comedy 
The Glee Club 
Jongleurs
 
 

SUNDAYS 

 Open Mic Night
The Johnson Arms 
 

 Pub Quiz
The Trent  
Navigation Inn 

 Live Jazz
The Bell Inn 
The Lion at Basford 
 

 Acoustic Sessions 
Malt Shovel 
 

 Sunday DJ Sessions 
The Southbank Bar

 Life Drawing
Place Activiy Centre 
 

� Kathak Dance 
New Art Exchange

WEEKLY STUFF
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� Juan Delgado:  
Altered Landscapes 
New Art Exchange  
Free  
Fri 21 Jul - Sun 6 Aug 
 

� We Dig the Castle 
Nottingham Castle  
£50 
Fri 21 Jul - Fri 18 Aug 
 

� Twenty20 Blast 
Trent Bridge Cricket 
Ground  
£17  
Fri 21 Jul - Fri 18 Aug 
 

� Threads of Empire:  
Rule and Resistance in 
Colonial India, c.1740-1840 
Weston Gallery  
Free  
Fri 21 Jul - Sun 20 Aug 
 

� Harley Open Exhibition  
The Harley Gallery  
Free  
Fri 21 Jul - Sun 20 Aug 
 

� Whale Wails and 
Waves: Olivier Marc 
Thomas Leger 
The Harley Gallery  
Fri 21 Jul - Sun 20 Aug 
 

� The Artist and Leisure 
Painter Exhibition 
Patchings Art Centre  
Fri 21 Jul - Sun 20 Aug 
 
 
 
 
 

� Absolutely Nothing by 
Lara Favaretto 
Nottingham Contemporary  
Free  
Fri 21 Jul - Mon 28 Aug 
 

� Traced: NTU MA 
Photography Exhibition 
Surface Gallery  
Free  
Tue 25 Jul - Tue 1 Aug 
 

� Creative Summer 
Sessions  
The Harley Gallery  
£2.50 
Wed 26 Jul - Wed 30 Aug 
 

� Summer School  
Nottingham Arts Theatre  
Mon 31 Jul - Fri 18 Aug 
 

� Lost Valley of 
Dinosaurs: Summer School  
Lakeside Arts Centre  
£85 
Mon 31 Jul - Fri 4 Aug 
 

� Background 
Friar Lane Gallery  
Free 
Tue 1 Aug - Sun 6 Aug 
 

� British National 
Wheelchair Tennis 
Championships 
Nottingham Tennis Centre  
£2 - £5  
Tue 1 Aug - Sun 6 Aug 
 

� Family Museum Tours  
Lakeside Arts Centre  
Free,  1:00pm - 1:30pm  
Tue 1 Aug - Tue 29 Aug 

� Creative Connections  
Nottingham Contemporary  
Free  
Tue 1 Aug - Thu 31 Aug 
 

� Laine Tomkinson:  
Re-making Nature  
Wallner Gallery  
Free  
Tue 1 Aug - Sun 3 Sep 
 

� A New Prehistory  
Lakeside Arts Centre  
Free  
Tue 1 Aug - Tue 12 Sep 
 

� Storysmash Workshops 
Bulwell Riverside Centre  
£6,  4pm - 6pm  
Tue 1 Aug - Mon 18 Sep 
 

� Portable Antiquities 
Scheme 
Lakeside Arts Centre  
Free 
Tue 1 Aug - Tue 19 Sep 
 

� Storysmash Workshops 
St Ann’s Valley Library  
£6,  4.00pm - 6.00pm  
Tue 1 Aug - Wed 20 Sep 
 

� Kaleidoscope: Colour 
and Sequence in 1960s 
British Art: Gallery Tours 
The Djanogly Art Gallery  
Free  
Tue 1 Aug - Thu 21 Sep 
 

� Demystifying the DSLR  
Broadway Cinema  
£75 - £90, 10.00am - 4.30am  
Tue 1 Aug - Fri 22 Sep

� Bhairav 
New Art Exchange  
Free  
Tue 1 Aug - Sun 24 Sep 
 

� Dam Pani: Exhibition  
New Art Exchange  
Free  
Tue 1 Aug - Sun 24 Sep 
 

� Sunday Sessions Yoga 
New Art Exchange  
£6 - £7,  2.15pm - 3.30pm  
Tue 1 Aug - Mon 25 Sep 
 

� Kathak Dance Class  
New Art Exchange  
£6 - £7,  10am - 12pm  
Tue 1 Aug - Mon 25 Sep 
 

� Hidden From View: 
The 5th Duke of Portland’s 
Art Collection 
The Harley Gallery  
Free, 11am - 4pm  
Tue 1 Aug - Sat 30 Sep 
 

� Magic Lantern: 
Backstage Tours 
Theatre Royal  
£7.50 - £8  
Tue 1 Aug - Sat 28 Oct 
 

� The Art of  
Dinosaur Science  
Lakeside Arts Centre  
Free  
Tue 1 Aug - Sun 29 Oct 
 

� Business Development 
Antenna Media Centre  
Free  
Tue 1 Aug - Sun 23 Sep 
 

� Grantham CAMRA 
Beer Festival 2017 
Huntingtower CP Academy  
£1 - £3 
Thu 3 Aug - Tue 5 Sep 
 

� Summer Nights 
Outdoor Film Festival 
Clumber Park  
£9 - £13,  7:00pm  
Fri 4 Aug - Sat 5 Aug 
 

� Riverside Festival 
Victoria Embankment  
Free  
Fri 4 Aug - Sun 6 Aug 
 

� Joomla! Enabled 
Business for SMEs 
Clifton Campus  
Free 
Mon 7 Aug - Tue 8 Aug 
 

� Leather Working 
Workshop 
Nottingham Trent 
University  
Free  
Mon 7 Aug - Fri 11 Aug 
 

� Welbeck Abbey  
State Room Tours  
The Harley Gallery  
£18 - £26.50  
Mon 7 Aug - Fri 8 Sep 
 

� Plein Air Weekend 
Patchings Art Centre  
Sat 12 Aug - Sun 13 Aug 
 

� Summer School:  
The Vikings Are Coming! 
Lakeside Arts Centre  
Mon 14 Aug - Wed 16 Aug 

� Afternoon Tea 
The Embankment  
12pm - 5pm  
Mon 14 Aug - Mon 21 Aug 
 

� Portable Antiquities 
Scheme 
Lakeside Arts Centre  
Free 
Tue 15 Aug - Tue 17 Oct 
 

� Be A Dinosaur 
Detective 
Lakeside Arts Centre  
£5, 12:00pm - 3:30pm  
Tue 22 Aug - Thu 24 Aug 
 

� Summer Nights 
Outdoor Film Festival 
Wollaton Park  
£9 - £13  
Thu 24 Aug - Mon 28 Aug 
 

�Camra locAle Beer  
and Music Festival 
The Hop Pole  
Thu 24 Aug - Mon 28 Aug 
 

� Flying High Dance and 
Drama Summer School  
Bonington Theatre  
£30 ,  10:00am - 3:00pm  
Tue 29 Aug - Fri 1 Sep 
 

� Reportraits  
Nottingham Castle  
Free  
Sat 27 May - Sun 10 Sep
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RIVERSIDE FARM

Screaming kids: Inevitable

Notable features: Carvery and mad cheesecake game

Screaming kids: 

Notable features: 
mad cheesecake game

RIVERSIDE FESTIVAL

Location: Next to Pork Farms
Vibe: Tumble-town-care-home-roast-dinner chique
Entertainment: Plastic toys for a quid

Location: Victoria Embankment 

Vibe: Bit stabby, but equally fun

Entertainment: Rides, steam 

engines and pissed-up River 

Trent swimmers

Notable features: The Dragon   

Boat Race

Screaming kids: Inevitable

Leo (24 July – 23 Aug)
Despite your attempts to make it look like 
an accident, the investigators will definitely 
suspect you of burning down your husband 
for the insurance money.

Virgo (24 Aug – 23 Sept)
Next week will be seven full days of magical 
romance and abounding wonder for you, 
thanks to your incredible talent for self-
deception.

Libra (24 Sept – 23 Oct)
There's nothing you can do to stop the 
complete nightmare of next week, although 
there's plenty that someone with more 
intelligence and competence could do.

Scorpio (24 Oct – 22 Nov)
You are torn between two different suitors: 
one who is kind, charming, generous and 
caring, and another who is really, really hot.

Sagittarius (23 Nov – 22 Dec)
The stars indicate that if you press 3 now, 
you will receive your horrorscope in Russian. 

Capricorn (Dec 23 – Jan 19)
It’s never easy to work out who you can 
trust, but that guy offering to sell you crack 
near Forest Road really ought to have been a 
no-brainer. 

Aquarius (20 Jan – 19 Feb)
They say that perseverance is half the battle, 
but they never talk about the other half being 
chemical weapons and civil warfare.

Pisces (20 Feb – 20 Mar)
Mars and Venus will both appear in your sign 
this week, as will Danny Trejo, who turns the 
whole thing into a Mexican stand-off.

Aries (21 Mar –  20 Apr)
The King’s Men part might work, but you’ve 
never really understood how all the King’s 
horses could be of any help whatsoever in 
putting a big egg back together.

Taurus (21 Apr –  21 May)
While you’re often disgusted by the 
shallowness and ignorance you see online, 
you have to admit, it’s made it easy for you to 
get dates on Tinder.

Gemini (22 May –  22 June)
They say a man’s home is his castle. This 
week you can expect to have your castle 
invaded by a nest of angry wasps.

Cancer (23 June –  23 July)
This week, you will be torn away from your 
friends and cast out of the only home you’ve 
ever known by HM Prison Service, who insist 
you’re now free to go.
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