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Director of Nottingham 
UNESCO City of Literature, 
Sandeep is passionate 
about bringing books and 
ideas to the streets of our 
city, so everyone gets the 
chance to be creative with 
words. She has a massive 

passion for libraries and reading, and is a big 
advocate for their value and importance.

Before her homecoming, Sandeep was responsible 
for commissioning artists to create digital artworks 
for online broadcast. A librarian by training, she’s 
worked in public libraries and headed up bookish 
partnerships to link up publishers and libraries. 
When not reading, you’ll find Sandeep standing on a 
freezing pitch cheering on her teenager’s footy team, 
watching her drum-obsessed (adult) son rocking out 
in the garage, and taking part in Indian rituals and 
ceremonies. Such is her strange, dual, creative life. 

Find out more about UNESCO City of Literature from 
Sandeep on page 7.

nottinghamcityofliterature.com

Poppa Bear
Alan Gilby (alan.gilby@leftlion.co.uk)

Editor-in-Chief
Jared Wilson (jared.wilson@leftlion.co.uk)

Editor
Bridie Squires (bridie.squires@leftlion.co.uk)

Assistant Editor 
Lucy Manning (lucy.manning@leftlion.co.uk)

Editorial Assistant
Emily Thursfield (emily.thursfield@leftlion.co.uk)

Creative Digital Assistant
Curtis Powell (curtis.powell@leftlion.co.uk)

Marketing and Sales Manager
Ash Dilks (ash.dilks@leftlion.co.uk)

Sales and Marketing Assistant
Ashwin Balu (ashwin.balu@leftlion.co.uk)

Designer
Natalie Owen (natalie.owen@leftlion.co.uk)

Videographer
Georgianna Scurfield 
(georgi.scurfield@leftlion.co.uk)

Sub Editor
Shariff Ibrahim (shariff.ibrahim@leftlion.co.uk)

Art Editor
Alex Kuster (alex.kuster@leftlion.co.uk)

Music Editor
Paul Klotschkow (paul.klotschkow@leftlion.co.uk)

Literature Editor
LP Mills (books@leftlion.co.uk)

Poetry Editor
Aly Stoneman (poetry@leftlion.co.uk)

Photography Editor
Tom Morley (tom.morley@leftlion.co.uk)

Stage Editors
Hazel Ward (hazel.ward@leftlion.co.uk)
Dom Henry (dom.henry@leftlion.co.uk)

Screen Editor
Ash Carter (ash.carter@leftlion.co.uk)

Sports Editor
Gav Squires (gav.squires@leftlion.co.uk)

Cover
Tom Morley and Natalie Owen

Contributors
John Baird
David Belbin
Cappo
Neil Fulwood
Shreya Sen-Handley
John Harvey
James Kramer
Sandeep Mahal 
Adam Penford
Miranda Seymour
Matt Turpin 
James Walker
Georgina Wilding
Simon “Jez” Griffiths

Photographers
Sue Dymoke
Tom Morley

Illustrators
Raph Achache
Eva Brudenell
Emily Catherine 
Dolly Loves Dallas
Mark Leary
 Alex McDougall

07 Sandeep Mahal on UNESCO   
 City of Literature
 The director gives the full   
 lowdown on what good company  
 we’re in

08 Georgina Wilding’s Curated 
 Notts Poems
 Our Young Poet Laureate has   
 gathered a few of her favourite  
 poems from local poets

12 James Walker on DH Lawrence
 Our former Literature Editor 
 celebrated the Eastwood lad’s  
 birthday in style

13 Miranda Seymour on Lord Byron  
 and Ada Lovelace
 The mad, bad and dangerous 
 to know bloke, and his right 
 brainy bairn 

14 Neil Fulwood on Alan Sillitoe
 A look at the man behind Notts’  
 favourite, Saturday Night and  
 Sunday Morning

15 David Belbin on Stanley   
 Middleton
 The UNESCO chair writes fondly  
 of his late friend, Booker winner,  
 Stanley Middleton

16 10 Notts Women in Lit
 Move over lads, Nottingham’s  
 women are doing bits on the   
 literary scene

21 John Harvey's Short Story
 A small slice of the author’s 
 Not Tommy Johnson, from Going  
 Down Slow and other stories 

22 Shreya Sen-Handley’s Memoir
 An extract from chapter ten of  
 the journalist and author’s book,  
 Memoirs of My Body

24 The Pub Scrawl
 A booze cruise like no other,   
 taking in some of Notts’ literary  
 hot-spots 

26 10 Literary Film Adaptations
 The local stories that made it all  
 the way to the silver screen, as  
 told by our Screen Editor 

27 Graphic Novelist from Notts
 They’ve got words, they’ve got  
 pictures, and our Literature Editor  
 LP Mills loves ‘em 

28 10 Lit Organisations in Notts
 Looking for ways to get stuck in?  
 This list of Nottingham’s wordy  
 hang-outs should help

29 Lord Beestonia’s Didjaknows
 The facts and figures, brought to  
 you by Matt Turpin, aka  
 Lord Beestonia

31 Pick of the Month
 A short-but-sweet rundown of  
 what’s cracking off in Notts in the  
 month of Jan
 

11 A Bookseller in Notts
 The latest in our series,  
 taking a behind-the- 
 scenes look at life as 
 a bookseller

18 Cappo on Lyricism 
 in Hip Hop
 The musical wordsmith  
 on what makes for a  
 good bar

25 Adam Penford on Holes   
 Nottingham Playhouse’s  
 new Artistic Director, on  
 his upcoming production

Another year, another quid. Is that how 
the bleeder goes? Ah well, 2017 felt a 
bit unorthodox after all. Speaking of 
which, this issue we’ve chucked out our 
regular features to dish up a UNESCO 
City of Literature Special, just in time 
for you to pursue that resolution of 
instigating a literary revolution. 
Hold tight.

In the forthcoming pages, you’ll find 
a bunch of boggers who’ve got words 
well and truly stuck under their nails, 
all scribbling about the city’s text-
based alchemists. As well as looks 
back at local legends past, we’ve got 
creative writing to get stuck into, lyrical 
prowess chat, and even a pub (s)crawl 
based on fine Notts boozers’ links to 
inked-up pages.

Nottingham has always been known 
for its gobby output, but it was brought 
into the spotlight a couple of years back 
when we were made a UNESCO City of 
Literature. Our mates at the local leg of 
the organisation have properly sorted 
us out in this special, and have helped 

us to curate a mighty fine selection of 
readable wares. Forget the belly-filling 
antics of Christmas; it’s time to feed 
the bonce.

If you want to help continue keeping 
Nottingham’s minds nice and rotund, 
be sure to come along to our third ever 
LeftLion Open House upstairs at The 
Angel Microbrewery on Wednesday 
17 January, and share your flowering 
mag ideas as a reminder of the sun’s 
existence. And, if you’re 13-24, make 
sure you get entering Nottingham’s 
Young Creative Awards this month; 
entries open on Monday 8 January and 
it’s a wicked opportunity to get your 
artistic endeavours recognised. I won 
the creative writing category a couple 
of years back and can confirm that you 
win 100 quid. Crack on, youth.

In the meantime, enjoy unearthing the 
city’s literary roots and admiring its 
sprouting leaves. Inabit duck.

Bridie Squires
bridie@leftlion.co.uk

/leftlion

@leftlion

@leftlionmagazine

With thanks to the School of Arts and Humanities at
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Sandeep Mahal on Nottingham’s status as a City of Literature... 

The Rest of ‘Em

Nottingham is a literary city; that’s clear from this edition of LeftLion. From the heritage 
of Byron, Lawrence and Sillitoe, to the proliferation of today’s writing scene, the literary 
conversation here in Nottingham is a roiling cacophony. Within this special issue, we find 
pressing proof of Nottingham’s remarkable contribution to literature and why it is deserving 
of its UNESCO designation.
 
UNESCO actually stands for United Nations Educational, Scientific and Cultural 
Organisation. Established in 1945, at a time when governments of the European countries 
were looking for ways and means to reconstruct their systems of education once peace was 
restored, the project gained support, and governments from outside of Europe, including the 
USA, decided to join in. UNESCO’s mantra was born: “To contribute to the building of peace, 
the eradication of poverty, sustainable development and intercultural dialogue through 
education, the sciences, culture, communication and information.”
 
Being in the UNESCO Creative Cities Network is an invitation to a challenge, and a major 
responsibility to engage with member cities and foster our capacity to work better with 
culture and creativity. We’re taking ownership of this opportunity, and proving what we 
already know: Nottingham can be the greatest creative city in the world. Having the city 
council and universities committing to such a global network offers unparalleled  
 
 

opportunities to use culture as an agent of positive social change. Moreover, we now have 
another tool to help us build a creative city. And if done right, this has to be a good thing. 
Does it mean more funding and recognition? Probably. More tourists? Possibly. Better 
mobilised and comprehensive programme for the promotion and growth of Nottingham’s 
creative industry for which it is earned? Definitely. The UNESCO designation does not come 
with a big fat cheque, but it does bring prestige and publicity which makes it easier to 
attract money and easier to attract visitors.
 
Nottingham shares the City of Literature title with 27 other cities. The network meets twice a 
year and collaborates all year round through projects which promote the network, share good 
practice, and ensure that literature reaches diverse audiences.

It’s easy enough to be given a badge of creativity, but living up to that reputation requires 
investment, hard work, and a commitment to working together to help build the cultural 
ethos of the city. Freedom of expression must be celebrated, child literacy must be improved 
and a culture of listening to diverse voices and criticism must be cultivated. Crucially, 
Nottingham has an important role to play in bringing together the disparate parts of our 
world at a time when many seek to divide us. We need writers and we need groups, such as 
LeftLion, organised to publish, promote, present, and connect to writers, because literature 
helps us to understand each other. 

UNESCO Who?

1) Edinburgh, Scotland 
The first designated UNESCO City of 
Literature and host to the world’s largest 
book festival: the Edinburgh International 
Book Festival. Also home and hangout to 
writers including JK Rowling, Muriel Spark, 
Sir Walter Scott and Arthur Conan Doyle. 
 
2) Óbidos, Portugal 
With a population of 12,000 people, Óbidos 
is the world’s smallest City of Literature. 
Livraria da Adega is a bookshop housed in a 
wine cellar, which also provides workspaces 
for creative practitioners. 
 
3) Iowa City, USA
The cultural capital of Iowa. The city has an 
impressive literary history, boasts the oldest 
creative writing programme in the USA, and 
has been home to over forty Pulitzer Prize 
winners over the years. 
 
4) Melbourne, Australia  
More people borrow books from libraries in 
Melbourne than anywhere else in Australia. 
The city was home to nineteenth-century 
novelists Rolf Boldrewood (Thomas Browne) 
and Marcus Clarke.  
 
5) Dublin, Republic of Ireland 
This city’s produced some of the world’s 
most famous writers, including Oscar Wilde, 
Bram Stoker and James Joyce. It also hosts 
the world’s most valuable literary prize. 
 
6) Reykjavík, Iceland 
The first non-English speaking city joined 
the Network in 2011. Medieval Icelandic 
literature is an integral part of Iceland’s 
cultural heritage, most notably the Sagas of 
the Icelanders and the Poetic Edda. 
 
7) Norwich, UK 
Julian of Norwich penned the first book 
written by a woman in English in 1395. In 
2012, the city was awarded £3million to 
develop the International Centre for Writing.  
 

8) Krakow, Poland 
A dynamic centre for the country’s most 
important and exciting literary festivals: 
the Miłosz Festival and the Conrad Festival. 
Several hundred poets live and work in 
the city, and poetry soirées and salons are 
hugely popular. 
 
9) Heidelberg, Germany  
Famous writers from this place include 
Johann Wolfgang von Goethe, author of 
Faust, and the great Romantic-era writers 
Clemens Brentano, Bettina von Arnim and 
Friedrich Hölderlin. 
 
10) Dunedin, New Zealand 
Home to many of the country’s most 
celebrated writers and poets, including: poet 
Thomas Bracken; Charles Brasch, founder 
of Landfall, the country’s foremost literary 
journal; and Hone Tuwhare, poet laureate 
from 1999 to 2001. 
 
11) Granada, Spain  
The Festival Internacional de Poesía de 
Granada brings over 10,000 people coming 
to the city each spring. And the palaces 
of the Alhambra contain one of the most 
singular collections of poetry ever built in 
stone. 
 
12) Prague, Czech Republic 
Home to one of the highest concentrations of 
bookshops in Europe with a whopping 130 
stores, about sixty second-hand bookshops, 
and about twenty literary cafes. 
 
13) Baghdad, Iraq 
Nazik Al-Malaika (1923–2007) was a female 
Iraqi poet who made her name as the first 
Arabic poet to use free verse. Baghdad 
celebrates her legacy through the Nazik al-
Malaika Award for women writers. 
 
14) Barcelona, Spain 
Two languages, four literary festivals and a 
strong publishing network. The city has also 
provided the backdrop to literary adventures 
from Carlos Ruiz Zafón’s The Shadow of 
the Wind to George Orwell’s Homage to 
Catalonia. 
 
 

15) Ljubljana, Slovenia 
During the second world war, Ljubljana was 
the centre of an illegal literary resistance 
movement, which saw graphic houses 
printing propaganda and literary works at a 
time of great unrest.  
 
16) Lviv, Ukraine 
Since its inception in 1997, Lviv’s 
International Festival of Literature has 
hosted 538 authors from 38 different 
countries and welcomed audiences of over 
60,000 people to the city. 
 
17) Montevideo, Uruguay 
Writer and poet Bartolomé José Hidalgo was 
one of the initiators of Gaucho literature. 
Montevideo-born, he has a statue in 
Montevideo, and the Premio Bartolomé 
Hidalgo Prize is awarded each year by The 
Uruguayan Book Chamber. 
 
18) Tartu, Estonia 
The Prima Vista Festival and Crazy Tartu, 
organised by the Estonian Literary Society 
and the Estonian Writers’ Union, bring 
together writers from all over the world.  
 
19) Ulyanovsk, Russia 
This city takes its name from Vladimir Ilyich 
Ulyanov-Lenin, born there on 22 April, 
1870. Widely recognised as one of Russia’s 
greatest satirists and literary critics, Dmitry 
Minayev translated Lord Byron’s poetry into 
Russian. 
 
20) Bucheon, South Korea 
Its literary tradition is strongly tied to the 
likes of Byun Yeongro and Chong Chi-
yong, forerunners of Korea’s new poetry 
movement. Plus, the city hosts huge 
international festivals, markets and forums 
for comics. 
 
21) Durban, South Africa 
The Time of the Writer Literary Festival has 
hosted writers from virtually every African 
country, and over seventy countries from 
all over the world, including Arundathi 
Roy, Ngugi wa Thionga, John Pilger and 
Chimamanda Adichie. 
 
 

22) Lillehammer, Norway 
Home to the Norwegian Festival of 
Literature, attracting some 25,000 visitors 
each spring, the city hosts the annual 
Norwegian Amateur Theatre Festival, as 
well as Bastard, a festival celebrating art 
books and micro-publishing. 
 
23) Manchester, UK 
Elizabeth Gaskell wrote her campaigning 
novels here; The Pankhurst Centre celebrates 
the polemic writings of Suffragettes 
Emmeline and Christabel Pankhurst; and 
Lemn Sissay’s poems are inscribed upon the 
streets of the Northern Quarter. 
 
24) Milan, Italy 
Home to authors including Bonvesin de 
la Riva, Beccaria and Verri, and poets like 
Alessandro Manzoni, Giuseppe Verdi, 
Testori, Eco. The Laboratorio Formentini per 
l’Editoria is dedicated to the enjoyment of 
poetry and the art of publishing. 
 
25) Quebec City, Canada 
The first French-Canadian novel, The 
Influence of a Book by Philippe Aubert de 
Gaspe fils (1837), was published in Québec 
city, while eight annual literary festivals 
animate the literary landscape of the city. 
 
26) Seattle, USA 
Microsoft and Amazon have made Seattle 
their home, but successful bricks-and-mortar 
Elliott Bay Books Company is home to over 
150,000 titles and hosts over 500 author 
events each year. 
 
27) Utrecht, Netherlands 
Home to 56 bookshops, more than 200 
publishing houses, The House of Literature, 
and Drongo: the biggest annual language 
festival in the Netherlands.

illustration: Curtis Powell
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City 

Specks of rain fall like
Spittle from the sky as I
Head homewards past
An unfamiliar figure
Silhouetted in
A frosted shop window.

I feel this city through
The soles of my shoes:
Tilted, broken slabs,
Uneven kerbstones and
The places where the
Rain collects.

This city I have made
An intricate paradise
Of labyrinthine streets
Ripe for exploration by
My awed eyes and
Eager feet.

Snatched glimpses between
Buildings of fantasy streetscapes
Enthral me, and I know
That one day I must
Stride into the unknown
And discover.

So much goes unnoticed by
The over familiar. Perhaps
It takes eyes like mine
To see what they miss.

For I am still
But a stranger here.
I feel I cannot yet claim
This city as my own,
But I wish to know it
As it has been
Good to me.

Richard Vince

Left Lion 

I’ve been sat here, on the left, since 1929!
My oh my! I’ve seen some sights!
From royal visitors in all their finery,
to rowdy locals on Saturday nights.

Pomp and processions I’ve seen them,
I’ve even seen Robin Hood and the Sheriff too!
I can remember when kids used to play in the fountains...
...and funfairs...well, I’ve seen quite a few!

Menelaus was my original name,
named for a Spartan warrior king. 
Proudly I sit with my paws crossed,
through summer, autumn, winter and spring.

Now, I’m referred to as Leo,
I’d like to think that it’s Leo for luck!
As I’ve witnessed many a successful rendezvous,
when lovers have met at the left lion, miduck!

I’ve lost count of all the children,
who have clamoured onto my back.
Posing and preening for photographs,
so many kids that I have lost track.

My brother, Agamemnon (our Oscar),
sits on the right side, facing me.
For some reason, he’s not so popular,
I wonder how can that be?

It’s the Left Lion where people meet up,
whatever the event that is occurring.
So, like all cats I sit here smugly.
If you listen closely you might hear me purring.

Joy Rice

Sitting on a bench in the 
Arboretum, Nottingham

After James Wright

Over my head, I see the humbug-striped magpie
Standing on the thick black branch,
Shaking cherry blossom to the ground like confetti.
Down the hill, behind the empty bandstand,
The laughter of a hundred ducks
Merges with the swoop of passing tram carriages.
To my right,
In a field of spilled-paint grass, flung with 
buttercups,
A bright blue crisp packet
Glitters like an unearthed hoard.
I lean back, as the evening light lingers in the trees.
A woman walks past, pushing an empty pram.
Life without suffering is meaningless

Leanne Moden

Us That Stayed

then suddenly everyone was a barista or worked at the Cornerhouse 
Nandos or the conference centre and the only time we could all meet up 
anymore was when they sky was dark as a URL when you’ve clicked it and 
been taken from Facebook to YouTube where you listened to the song in 
its entirety because when you said lol which bit made you think of me she 
said all of it. 

Gutter full of leaves, 
   empty city full of light,
       a sky full of rain. 

City Bards
I enjoyed this poem by Richard 
because you can really feel 
the mood; it has a sort of 
pensiveness that I think we’ve 
all experienced. I love the idea 
of feeling a city through the 
soles of your shoes, as if treading 
along it somehow connects you 
to its core; a living, breathing 
being in and of itself. Walking 
through Nottingham and taking 
in the sights is an experience 
that makes you feel both big 
and small at the same time. 

I also enjoyed hearing about 
the city from the perspective 
of someone who isn’t originally 
from here, and thought that the 
honest notion of not claiming to 
feel as though the city is theirs, 
but wanting to know it more, 
was really touching. 

Joy’s poem is bursting with 
excitement. I really love the way 
you can feel both hers and the 
city’s energy as you read this. I 
didn’t know the original names 
of the lions either, so that was 
a great gem of discovery for me 
when reading the poem. Also, 
who hasn’t climbed on that 
lion’s back for a pic with the 
girls on a Friday night? Not me, 
obviously…  

I meandered through Leanne’s 
poem much like I imagine she 
did before she found her bench 
in the Arboretum. Her imagery 
feels full of integrity; I can 
really see the field flung with 
buttercups and the glittering 
crisp packet. All the way 
through this poem I felt like I 
was seeing through Leanne’s 
eyes, which was a calming 
and humbling experience, 
until the last two lines hit like 
a punch to the stomach. I had 
to include this poem because 
of the lingering shock I felt, 
being snapped from a beautiful, 
daydream like state, into reality 
at breakneck speed. 

Josh’s poem made me cast my mind back to that first summer after I’d 
finished my degree. It felt like all of my friends had left the city, and those 
who were still here, like me, were in quick-serving jobs to try and get some 
cash, land our feet, and plan our next move. It’s a funny old time, that, 
and Nottingham felt bigger than it ever was. Aside from that, I loved the 
way that Josh brought the age-old tradition of sending your crush a link 
to every song that reminds you of them. For a short poem, it definitely took 
me on a winding trip down memory lane. 

Our new Young Poet Laureate and Mud Press founder Georgina Wilding 
treats us to a selection of proper Notts poetry…

8   leftlion.co.uk/issue97
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I meandered through Leanne’s 

did before she found her bench 

-

Joshua Judson
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Enter
www.youngcreativeawards.org | From 8 January 2018

Live, work or study in Nottingham?
Aged 13-24?
Creative?

Celebrating its 10th anniversary the Nottingham Young Creative Awards 
invites entrants to be as creative, unique, experimental and expressive 
as you like within the categories below. The theme for 2018 is ‘There is 
No Theme’ so you really can let your imagination go in any direction.
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Fashion and Textiles | Film | Graphic Design | Music | Photography | Theatre | Visual Arts
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All sorts of people walk through our doors: English students, 
university lecturers, hipsters, anarchists, Buddhists, budding 
poets (Nottingham has loads of ‘em) and general bookworms. 
They’re mostly pretty lovely people. Once, someone came in 
and spoke at length about his favourite obscure cheese – which 
apparently looked just like shredded tobacco – then walked out 
without once looking at the books. 
 
I’d always liked the idea of working in a bookshop, but I kind 
of fell into the job. With the general decline in book sales in the 
2000s I’d just assumed it wouldn’t happen, but I’ve loved every 
minute of it. I used to help with the company before they opened 
a physical shop, making e-books and helping with the publishing 
side, then I got asked to come and help put some shelves up and 
never got round to leaving. I think they keep me around as the 
token young person; they need someone who knows how to plug 
in a projector. 
 
On a typical day, I turn up an hour earlier than necessary to 
collect parcels, sit down, drink some coffee and serve the 
customer who ignored the “Closed” sign. Then I proceed to talk 
to all kinds of people about the things that interest them, and 
recite the ABCs over and over while I try to work out where 
books go on the shelves. You’d have thought that over four years 
this would get easier, but I’m told every bookseller does the 
same thing.  
 
Sometimes, when the shop is empty, I’ll stick on some nineties 
hip hop and crank up the volume. A few of the older customers 
give me some strange looks when they see me running over and 
swapping it to Einaudi as they walk through the door, but mostly 
it’s all pretty relaxed. The most challenging thing about my day 
is probably trying to track down that book... “The one with the 
green cover, but I can’t quite remember who the author is… or 
the title for that matter. I think it was a novel.” 
 
I often take phone calls where I have to to explain that “we don’t 
buy second hand books, sorry.” I also welcome the daily person 
who asks: “How long have you been here? We’ve just found you!” 
and gently coax out the bookworms who don’t quite care for the 
closing time. My work hours are roughly 9.30am till 5.30pm, but I 
often stay later as we keep booking events. We once had a rule of 
one event a week, but that’s never been stuck to.

 
 

After work, I often get to relax with a glass of wine which, if I’m 
lucky, is free – Nottingham literati will know what “refreshments 
provided” means – at one of the many literary events around 
town. Most evenings there’s something going on. Aside from our 
events, the various libraries around town do a lot, and there are 
countless poetry readings. 
 
My job’s great because I’m always inundated with great 
recommendations for books I’d never have heard of. I also 
occasionally get to spend the boss’ money on learning how to 
typeset and publish various things. Myself and a colleague  
have tricked him into paying for flashy colour programmes, 
Poem in your Pocket cards and even putting together a new 
pamphlet, which turned out super nice, and was mostly a really 
fun experience. 
 
I hope the current trend of people moving back to paper books 
from e-books continues, so many more independent shops like 
ours can spring up all over the country. I’d love to get more 
involved in publishing, too. Our friends at Russell Press were 
kind enough to show me around when I was working on one of 
our flashy colour programmes last year. In a nerdy way, I find the 
whole process really interesting.  
 
The thing I dislike most about my job is trying to find a place for 
weird books. What category do you put Soviet Bus Stops or A 
History of Whistling in? Trying to explain how to set up speakers 
and projectors over the phone is a bit of a trial, too, and it’s more 
frustrating than it may sound: ”Get the black wire with the grey 
bit on the end. No, that’s the phone line.” 
 
Over the past couple of years, we’ve ended up running a sort 
of counselling service. After the 2015 election, then Brexit, and 
then Trump, we decided it just wasn’t worth trying anymore, 
so we went out, got a big pack of biscuits and put the kettle on 
for anyone looking a bit glum. We were primed and ready for 
the June 2017 election too, but everyone seemed quite chipper, 
despite the huge mess we’re in. 
 
There was an afternoon in our first year where the shop was 
deathly quiet. We had no customers for well over an hour, but 
we found a bottle of sherry left by the previous occupants in 
the kitchen, so three of us cracked it open, had a mid-afternoon 
drink, and gave up for the rest of the day. Of course, within 
fifteen minutes, a family came in and we all tried to hide it. Badly. 
 

illustration: Alex McDougall
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LeftLion’s owd Literature Editor James Walker, on retracing DH Lawrence’s footsteps across Eastwood... 

On 11 September, the world changed forever: DH Lawrence was born. To celebrate 
that special day in 1885, I’ve arranged to go for a stomp across his childhood home of 
Eastwood with other members of the DH Lawrence Society.  
 
Eastwood was a booming coal mining community at the turn of the twentieth century, 
but Lawrence wasn’t a fan, and bemoans the destruction of the natural landscape in his 
early novels. Although Emile Zola had written about coal miners in Germinal (1885), and 
Vincent Van Gogh slouched off to Belgium to live among the miners he painted, Lawrence 
was the first writer to portray them from the inside. He didn’t hold back. Eastwood has 
never forgiven him. Neither has the literati. 

His books were consistently banned, and he faced censorship throughout his career. 
Consequently, he turned his back on England in 1919, cursing “the sniveling, dribbling, 
dithering palsied pulse-less lot that make up England today. They've got white of egg in 
their veins, and their spunk is that watery it’s a marvel they can breed.” He set off with 
his German wife Frieda, who he nicknamed the Queen Bee, travelling the globe in search 
of Rananim: a community of like-minded people. But there was no-one like Lawrence, 
so he just kept on moving. He lived in Sicily for a bit, but was irritated by the locals who 
were “so terribly physical over one another” like “melted butter over parsnips.” “Beastly 
Milano” was no better, “with its imitation hedgehog of a cathedral.” So he set off east 
for Mexico, stopping off in Ceylon (Sri Lanka) where he got bad guts and took it out on 
the Buddha “Oh I wish he would stand up!” Lawrence was a proper mard arse, raging at 
everything. It’s why I love him so much.

By the time I arrive at my destination I’m fifteen minutes late. Nobody is around. Given 
that the average age of membership in the DH Lawrence Society is seventy, I naively 
presume I can catch them up and leg it across the field. But they’re nowhere to be 
seen. I start shouting, which attracts the attention of a herd of cows in an adjacent field. 
They start to chunter over, perhaps thinking I’m the farmer rather than a disorganised 
reader wanting to recite bits of Sons and Lovers at relevant locations on a six-mile circular 
walk. Then one of them kicks out a leg like he’s dancing. They start to pick up pace. Some 
run into each other. They’re not bulls, are they? They’re charging now. There must be 
sixty on them. I peg it towards a hedgerow in the middle of the field and within seconds 
I’m circled by angry cows.  
 
I shout at them to done. They take turns mooing and staring, like they want a fight. I 
begin to walk away calmly, but they follow, less calmly. Then, one at the back panics and 
starts to run, setting off the others. I make it to a nearby tree and clamber up, waving my 
copy of Sons of Lovers at them, telling them to piss off. They’re having none of it. They 
want me dead. I can see it in their “wicked eyes.” Lawrence could name every flower, 
plant and tree. I haven’t got a clue what tree I’ve scrambled up. I just know it’s prickly 
and my hands are bleeding. 

As I stare at the cows and the cows stare back, I think of Birkin in Women in Love when 
he tells Ursula he wants their connection to be founded on something beyond love, 
“where there is no speech, and no terms of agreement.” This was definitely a moment 
of no speech and no terms of agreement. Just a lot of stamping and mooing. “This is the 
wrong book” I scream, waving my copy of Sons and Lovers. FFS! This isn’t Women in Love. 

In Women in Love, Ursula and Gudrun Brangwen end up singing and dancing naked 
in front of a herd of Highland cattle. It’s one of many incidents that have wrongly led 
Lawrence to be classified as a dotteh author. Nothing could be further from the truth. 
He believed that in privileging the intellect, we’ve lost touch with our more intuitive 
and instinctive senses, what he described as blood consciousness. He was more pagan 
than pervert. 

I spot a man in wellies in a garden on the edge of the field. He has to be the farmer; he 
looks like a farmer. I scream at him from up my tree. Eventually he looks up, too casual for 
my liking, but at least I have his attention. “You okay?” he shouts.  
 
“Of course I’m not okay. These cows want me dead.”  
 
“Do you want some help?”  
 
“Of course I want some help.” He climbs over his fence and plods over, clapping his 
hands at the cows who immediately disperse. “Just got to clap at ‘em,” he informs. 

He asks if I’d like to be escorted out of the field and I say “Yes, of course I want to be 
escorted out of the field.” I consider giving him my copy of Sons and Lovers but decide 
against it as I’ve highlighted my favourite quotes. I tell him that it’s DHL’s birthday today. 
He nods. I don’t elaborate further. Once over the fence, I give him a clap. He walks off. 
Not just cows, then. 

When I get back to my car I smoke three cigarettes on the bounce and then speed out 
of Eastwood as fast as I can. I’m in such a rage that I pull over to call my girlfriend. 
She’s more of a hornet than a Queen Bee. I’m always scalding her for her poor time 
management so she revels in my misfortune. She’ll store this day forever. Never forget it. 
11 September will forever be cowgate. Rather than DHL’s birthday. Or the date when two 
planes flew into two towers. 

As I head home, I clock the blue and yellow hell that is IKEA. Lawrence wasn’t a man 
for flat-packed philosophies but he did love his DIY. Aldous Huxley said Lawrence 
“could cook, he could sew, he could darn a stocking and milk a cow, he was an efficient 
woodcutter and a good hand at embroidery, fires always burned when he had laid them 
and a floor after he had scrubbed it was thoroughly clean.” If the girlfriend ever dumps 
me, I’m using that quote for my Tinder profile. 

Although I missed the walk, I’ve unwittingly celebrated elements of Lawrence’s 
personality on his birthday. He hated the herd mentality, despising any group 
that attempted to force its will upon him. He hated the dehumanising effects of 
industrialisation and how this slowly removed man from nature; the cows were a curt 
reminder that nature still has some fight left in it. Lawrence couldn’t get out of Eastwood 
fast enough and this led him to live a nomadic life across the globe, often in abject 
poverty. “I find I can be anywhere at home, except home,” he lamented. 

Later in the evening, the radio reports there’s been an increase in tuberculosis in cows. 
To stop this spreading, 33,500 badgers will be culled in autumn. Lawrence died of 
tuberculosis. He was my age, 44. Perhaps the cows were trying to tell me something. 
Instead of running, I should have listened.

James Walker’s Memory Theatre project will be published in 2019.

@memorytheatre 
thedigitalpilgrimage.wordpress.com 
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Not all writers are synonymous with the city of their birth; that Douglas Reeman was 
born in Thames Ditton or Patrick O’Brien in Chalfont St Peter is irrelevant. Theirs 
are novels of the sea, and many weren’t born in the city they wrote about. Charles 
Dickens – literature’s greatest chronicler of London – was born in Landport, a district of 
Portsmouth. Georges Simenon, who mapped the underbelly of Paris like a native, wasn’t 
even born in France.

Ironically, Alan Sillitoe wrote Saturday Night and Sunday Morning, the definitive post-
war Nottingham novel, while living abroad. Towards the end of the Second World War, 
he’d lied about his age to enlist with the RAF. He wanted to fly. New pilots were not 
being trained at that point, and he found himself in Malaya doing a stint as a wireless 
operator. The romance of flight never loosened its grip – his novel The Lost Flying Boat 
is a rueful threnody to the pilot he could have been – while telegraphy and map reading 
helped form his personality and his writing.
 
A diagnosis of TB just before he was due to leave the air force saw him laid up in a 
sanatorium. Here he began to learn his craft: first as a reader, devouring fiction, non-
fiction, poetry and technical manuals; then as a writer. Pensioned out of the air force and 
advised to relocate to warmer climes, he lived a frugal life in Mallorca and maintained 
a rigorous writing discipline. For a decade, he produced manuscript after manuscript, 
seldom achieving publication, but all the time improving and honing his style, mastering 
his craft, until he finally burst onto the literary scene with the one-two punch of 
Saturday Night and Sunday Morning and The Loneliness of the Long-Distance Runner.
 
His output was eclectic. He was a poet, novelist, travel writer, essayist, memoirist, 
playwright, scriptwriter and one of the twentieth century’s acknowledged masters of 
the short story. His fiction ranges from gritty drama to broad comedy (A Start in Life and 
its sequels) by way of out-and-out thrillers (Snowstop, The German Numbers Woman) 
and even a work of speculative fiction (Travels in Nihilon).
 
But his fame and reputation rest principally on the cycle of ten novels set in Nottingham. 
Indeed, his forays away from the city were often met with critical befuddlement; 
reviewing his existential anti-war novel The General, one critic famously opined, “Go 
back to Nottingham, Mr Sillitoe.”
 
Saturday Night and Sunday Morning appeared in 1958. The timing was perfect. The 
austerity of the fifties was about to be swept aside by the social change and youthful 
dynamism of the sixties. Anti-hero Arthur Seaton was a fully realised avatar for a new 
generation that had a disposable income, sharp-suited fashion sense and taste for the 
intoxicating pleasures of the pub, dance hall and anything else on offer. But Arthur isn’t 
just a product of these times, he’s also pure Nottingham: “All I’m out for is a good time,” 
he declares in the novel’s key line; “all the rest is propaganda.”
 
The Seaton saga spans a further four volumes: Arthur’s more cerebral older brother 
Brian is introduced in Key to the Door, which begins in Nottingham and expands to 
cover Brian’s military service in Malaya; while his reintegration into post-war society, 
and eventual rejection of it, are examined in The Open Door. Two of Sillitoe’s late period 
novels bookend the narrative: Birthday reunites Arthur and Brian in later life and 
finds both drastically changed, while A Man of His Time reaches into the past 
to chronicle the long shadow thrown by Ernest Burton, the Seaton brothers’ 
grandfather. Burton’s story covers plenty of ground: from 1887 to the 
1940s, it’s an epic that doesn’t feel the need to be a door stopper.
 
Leonard’s War embraces another genre: the “home front” novel. 
The eponymous Leonard, a veteran of the 1914-18 conflict, does 
his bit as an air-raid warden in the Second World War while 
juggling his commitments to a step-family he gradually comes 
to loathe. Blacked out during bombing raids, and reduced to a 
geography of claustrophobic streets and Anderson shelters in 
backyards, Nottingham is nonetheless immediately recognisable, 
the city as much a character in its own right as it was in Saturday 
Night and Sunday Morning.
 
While Leonard’s War spans 1939-1945, the central narrative of 
Down from the Hill takes place across just six days in the summer 
of 1945, its protagonist making a life-changing bicycle trip from the 
Midlands to the east coast. In an extended coda, he retraces the route 
as an older man, this time by car. The stylistic shift from first to third 
person emphasises the changing times and explores how perception and 
memory colour each other. Although Down from the Hill is a gentler work 
than the other Nottingham novels, Sillitoe keeps a firm hand on the nostalgic 
elements, never letting the story tip over into whimsy.
  

The Storyteller and The Broken Chariot, published twenty years apart, seem in 
retrospect two halves of a cynical meta-narrative. The former is a treatise on the  
dangers of fiction and what happens when a teller of tales reinvents himself so 
obsessively that, in the end, his sanity is in question. It’s a terrifying and challenging 
work, demanding much of its reader. The Broken Chariot, while superficially more 
audience-friendly, is arguably Sillitoe’s most subversive outing. The story of an upper-
middle-class type who restyles himself as a proletarian novelist, it can only be read as 
an act of deconstruction; a major writer entering the twilight of his career with a work  
of unflinching self-examination.
 
Although the city is backgrounded in these two novels in favour of psychological 
probing and internal landscapes, there remains one volume of the Nottingham cycle  
that is stranger still. Raw Material is a hybrid of novel and autobiography, yoked 
together by authorial self-examination. Writer and narrative engage in dialogue with 
each other against the backdrop of half a century of social upheaval. A curious and 
sometimes difficult book, it’s nonetheless an essential entry in the Sillitoe bibliography. 
When, in 2015, Lucifer Press published a tribute volume which I co-edited with the 
photographer David Sillitoe – Alan’s son – we called it More Raw Material. It was the 
only title that seemed right.
 
In an article written for this anthology, we revisited Alan Sillitoe’s Nottinghamshire, 
an illustrated non-fiction title originally published in 1987, for which David took the 
photographs. We found that while some things remained the same, much had changed, 
but that most of the changes were cosmetic. Ultimately, a city is a melting pot that 
contains the sum total of its history, equal measures of its glamour and notoriety, and 
the mindset – the attitude – of its residents. Nottingham is a multi-faceted city; a city 
of education and the arts; a city of poverty and crime; a city steeped in working-class 
history that continues to fold its arms suspiciously against the idea of gentrification; a 
city that can still claim as its poster boy the belligerent, hedonistic Arthur Seaton. A  
city that Alan Sillitoe captured with cartographical precision.
 
More Raw Material, published by Lucifer Press, is available at Five Leaves Bookshop

@agitatedmind
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Notts poet Neil Fulwood on the works and legend of Alan Sillitoe... 



In 2018, Newstead Abbey remains the county’s greatest literary treasure. Our own 
direct link to the boldly transgressive Lord Byron and his only legitimate child, Ada 
Lovelace; the brilliant woman who predicted the universal computer in 1843, and who 
was buried, at her wish, beside her father, close to their beautiful family home.

“I will never sell Newstead,” a 21-year-old Lord Byron told his lawyer John Hanson in 
April 1809. “The Abbey and I shall stand and fall together, and were my head as grey 
and defenseless as the Arch of Priory, I would abide by this Resolution.”

The Abbey was uninhabitable when young Byron and his mother first arrived there in 
August 1798. Cattle were being kept within the crypt; hay was stored in the refectory; 
the verdant woods had been devastated to pay for the extravagant lifestyle of Byron’s 
great-uncle, named “The Wicked Lord” after he killed his cousin in a duel.

A fortune would be required for Newstead’s restoration, but a fortune was not to 
be found. Byron’s mother, a former heiress, had been left penniless when her fickle 
husband, “Mad Jack” Byron, left her to bring up their little boy alone in Aberdeen. 
Since then, Jack Byron had died and his son’s affairs were being looked after by a 
lawyer whose tricky job it would be to keep an impetuous youth from living as he 
believed a nobleman had the right to do; it irked a status-conscious young man that he 
lacked a personal coach.

Nobody, neither a worried mother nor a negligent and crooked lawyer, ever succeeded 
in keeping the sixth Lord Byron on the straight and narrow. Newstead was rented out 
in 1803 – the only alternative to selling the place – to a young Lord Grey de Ruthyn, 
while Byron’s mother went to live in nearby Southwell, at Burgage Manor. Byron had 
a difficult relationship with his emotional mother. He may not have enjoyed his school 
days at Harrow, but at least they kept the loquacious Mrs Byron at a safe distance.

Byron arrived at Cambridge in 1805, where he dieted his naturally plump self into a 
fashionably wraithlike shape through fierce exercise, hot baths and the uncomfortable 
practice of wearing seven waistcoats at once. Byron fell in with a clever circle who 
encouraged his spendthrift ways; holidaying with them at Newstead, he hired a set 
of monk’s robes from a fancy dress shop so that he and his friends could play at being 
wicked while drinking wine from skulls; one thing the fifth Lord had left behind him at 
the Abbey was a cellar full of splendid claret.

It was during this period that the 21-year-old Byron had a son by Lucy, one of the 
Newstead laundry-maids. The child’s fate remains an intriguing mystery, but Byron did 
manage to borrow £100, enough to cover poor Lucy’s dismissal and the baby’s care.

Today, visitors to Newstead can see the splendid set of rooms on which Byron lavished 
a small fortune during the last of his years at Cambridge. It was typical that, while 
ordering gorgeous hangings for his own four-poster bed, Newstead’s young owner 
forgot to repair the abbey’s roof, which leaked. Mrs Byron, left in charge of Newstead 
while her son went travelling on the continent for three years, found herself sharing 
a damp, semi-ruined house with two dogs and the pet bear her son had acquired 
at Cambridge.

The bills for the new furnishings remained unsettled, and so did the cost of Byron’s 
years at Cambridge. Before long, the menage at Newstead was joined by four 
determined bailiffs. Meanwhile, Byron sent reports from Turkey, Albania and Greece 
of his new friendship with Ali Pasha and of the glorious costumes he’d purchased as a 
keepsake to bring home.

“I awoke and found myself famous!” Byron wrote in 1812. A year earlier, he had 
returned from his continental travels with a manuscript stuffed in his pocket and 
without the means to reach Newstead before the death of his long-suffering mother. 
After watching her funeral cortege set off from Newstead for Hucknall, Byron vented 
his feelings in a ferocious boxing match with his cherished page, Robert Rushton, 
before returning to London.

George Anson Byron, a beloved young cousin destined to become the seventh Lord, 
was directed to keep an eye on the Nottinghamshire estate while Byron worked on his 
manuscript. Early in 1812, the first two cantos of Childe Harold were published by John 
Murray. Their romantic account of a haughty young aristocrat who owned a ruined 
abbey and disdained society made Byron into an instant celebrity. The first 500 copies 
of Childe Harold sold in just three days. Still broke – he refused payment for his work – 
Byron became the most desirable young man in London.

Among the numerous ladies of all ages who pursued him, Byron swiftly embarked 
upon a scandalous affair with the married Lady Caroline Lamb while flirting with her 
cousin, the clever, pretty and allegedly wealthy Miss Annabella Milbanke. Far more 
dangerously, he began a relationship in 1813 with his married half-sister, Augusta 
Leigh. They summered together by the seaside with Byron's young cousin, George. In 
the depths of the early winter of 1814, Byron, Augusta and her children spent a long, 
secluded holiday at Newstead. Walking through the gardens, the lovers entwined their 
initials on a tree. In the early summer of 1814, Augusta gave birth to a daughter whom 
both she and her half-brother believed to be their child.

Byron’s marriage to Annabella Milbanke was undertaken in part to save Augusta’s 
reputation, in part, because Annabella was an heiress and in part, because Byron 
honestly liked, admired and respected this alarmingly innocent and direct young 
woman. The marriage, of which Ada was the sole product, ended after a year. In March 
1816, Byron went abroad. Annabella never forgot him. In 1818, she paid her first, secret 
visit to Newstead and walked alone through the deserted suite of private rooms. 
Emotion overwhelmed her. She never returned.

Byron himself came back to Newstead in a coffin. Dead at 36, having joined forces 
with the Greeks in their war against the Turks, his embalmed remains were given a 
hero’s welcome in his native land. 43 empty carriages escorted his coffin onto the road 
leading north from London. Silent crowds gathered to see him laid to rest at Hucknall, 
where an absent Augusta had provided the memorial tablet for the brother she never 
ceased to adore. 

Ada, brought up in London and at Kirkby Mallory in Leicestershire, was nine years old 
when her famous father died in 1824. She paid her first visit to Newstead in 1850, when 
she was just short of 35. The abbey had been bought by Byron’s Harrow schoolmate, 
Thomas Wildman, a wealthy admirer of the poet, who used his fortune to restore the 
abbey to all its original splendour.

Visiting Newstead from Thrumpton Hall, Ada was overwhelmed by emotion too. For a 
time, she held discussions with her husband and mother about trying to buy Newstead 
back. “I do love the venerable place and all my wicked forefathers,” she told Lady 
Byron on 15 September 1850. 

Before she left Newstead, Ada obtained Colonel Wildman’s promise that she might 
be buried there, together with her father. Two years later, aged 36, Ada was laid in 
the family vault at his side. Today, her fame as the visionary genius who predicted the 
coming of the modern universal computer rivals her father’s. The heads of the Byron 
family moved from Newstead Abbey to Thrumpton Hall, and they lived there until 1950.

While Newstead preserves Byron’s legacy, Nottinghamshire historians also remember 
Lord Byron as the man who, making his maiden speech in the House of Lords in 
1812, spoke up for the rights of the Nottinghamshire Frameworkers who had been 
imprisoned for breaking the new machines that threatened their livelihood. What 
Byron, who became increasingly reactionary during his later years in exile, would 
have thought about a daughter who fought for the advent of a mechanised world is 
anybody’s guess. Today, we can pay honour to them both as heroes in our county’s 
great literary history.

Miranda Seymour’s In Byron’s Wake: The Turbulent Lives of Lady Byron and her 
daughter Ada Lovelace is published in March 2018. Her definitive Mary Shelley 
biography is also being republished.

mirandaseymour.com
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Literary critic, novelist and biographer Miranda Seymour on Lord Byron and Ada Lovelace...
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I first heard of Stanley Middleton in the late seventies when I came to study 
in Nottingham; I was very impressed by his 1973 Booker winner, Holiday, 
and began borrowing his novels from the library. In 1980, I saw him speak at 
Nottingham Writers' Club, near the Castle, and learned that his dad had been a 
railway worker in Bulwell. Stanley, after two years at Nottingham University and 
war service in India, had worked his whole career as an English teacher at his 
old school, High Pavement, where he wasn’t far off retirement.

I was too shy to introduce myself to him then. However, in 1996, I wrote to ask 
if he would contribute to a short story collection I was editing. The idea behind 
City of Crime was that it brought together the city's literary writers and crime 
writers. I read Stanley’s latest, Married Past Redemption, and found him still 
on top form. It was superbly written with an unusually strong central female 
character, a solid plot, and the Chekhov-like sense of wisdom that the reader 
finds in his best work.

Stanley rang me up, announcing himself with the clipped greeting of “Middleton 
here” in a slightly plummy, old-school BBC announcer voice. I burbled on about 
how much I'd loved the novel I'd finished reading that morning. He invited me to 
the launch of Live and Learn at Sherwood Library the following day.

Stanley agreed to write a story for my book. He also invited me to visit him. We 
were near neighbours in Sherwood. He introduced me to his wife, Margaret, and 
they showed me round their huge, beautiful garden on Caledon Road.

The distinguished author was forty years my senior, but we had plenty in 
common. Looking at his shelves, I found that we loved many of the same authors, 
including John McGahern, Bernard Malamud and Brian Moore. Stanley didn’t 
buy many new books, preferring to use Sherwood Library. Later I would find, by 
his writing desk overlooking the garden, several shelves housing hundreds of ex-
library books, bought for ten pence each.

We met most Friday afternoons, after we'd finished writing for the week. We’d 
talk about writers, including the many he'd known, and the craft of writing. We 
discussed his novels too. He knew his worth, and was pleased when I chose to 
edit a scholarly edition of his favourite, Harris's Requiem, but he didn't have the 
fragile ego that afflicts many writers, and freely admitted to being terrible at 
choosing titles. He considered music more important than literature, and given a 
choice, he would have preferred to be a composer. He turned down an OBE, not 
because he didn’t believe in the honours system, but because he saw writing as 
his work, and he didn’t think he should be honoured for doing his job “any more 
than a postman.”

When John Lucas and I proposed the Festschrift to celebrate his eightieth, he 
said no. I left it a while, and asked again. He said no again. The third time, 
when he realised how determined I was, he relented. Over two afternoons, a 
week apart, we conducted a five-hour interview about his life and work. Stanley 

was very pleased with Middleton at Eighty, which had one of his paintings on 
the cover. Stanley had never had a party, he told me, so we gave him one in 
the garden of Bromley House Library (which he’d introduced me to), where we 
launched the book on 1 August, 1999.

Stan, as I eventually came to call him, played the piano at home and the organ 
every week at his Methodist church in Bulwell. He would always walk there, 
never having learned to drive. He put his teaching, and his children, Penny and 
Sarah, above his writing. He also loved to paint, and would take six weeks off 
between novels to paint pictures before beginning a new one. But he lived to 
write. When, in late 2005, he told me that he hadn't begun a new novel, I feared 
that he didn't have long to live.

Stan declined over the next few years. His memory began to go. He spent his last 
few months in the Firs nursing home, not far from his old home in Sherwood, and 
died there a week short of his ninetieth birthday. Margaret, 94, now lives in the 
same building.

Not long ago, I scripted a Dawn of the Unread graphic story about Stanley called 
Shelves, after the bookshelves I inherited when Margaret moved out of Caledon 
Road. The family were unhappy with one detail; the frontispiece showed Stanley 
typing away. I hadn’t had the heart to correct the young artist who’d illustrated 
my story, but the thing was, Stan couldn’t type. He always paid somebody to 
type his manuscripts for him.

I’m not a huge DH Lawrence fan and prefer Alan Sillitoe’s short stories to his 
novels. For me, Stanley is the quintessential Nottingham novelist. He never had 
an agent, had no interest in moving to London, and could be condescended to as 
“provincial.” Yet, over 45 novels, he showed that all human life could be found 
in Nottingham, or Beechnall, as it was renamed in the novels. His work scans 
the classes, from a colliery brass band to head teachers and artists. A socialist 
contrarian, on his first book jacket, he listed his hobby as “arguing the toss.” You 
don’t get more Nottingham than that.

Where to start when reading him? Stanley’s novels are of very even quality, so 
you’re safe reading anything published last century. Writers often fade after their 
deaths, but Stan’s literary executor, and former High Pavement student, Philip 
Davis, has done a good job of getting six of the best back into print, including 
Holiday and Harris’s Requiem. My other favourites include Valley of Decision and 
Entry into Jerusalem.

Be warned, though, the sixties novels, before Holiday’s success increased print 
runs, cost a packet. Recently, visiting Cecil Court off Charing Cross Road, I 
noticed that two of the rare booksellers had several Middletons, one had them 
in a window display. None were less than £100, many much more. You might be 
better off ordering them from the library. That’s what Stan would have done. 
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Novelist and chair of UNESCO City of Literature David Belbin, on the late Stanley Middleton...

Stanley Middleton Was My English Teacher...

davidbelbin.com

 Basia Zamorska is a fashion stylist in New York, and was one of Stan’s pupils 
at High Pavement in the mid seventies...

We studied a lot of DH Lawrence and he taught it with a mad passion. He often 
used to bang his fists on the desk, either in excitement or frustration. When we 
spoke about books in class we were not allowed to use words like “nice” to 
describe them; he really made people step up and think about their vocabulary, 
and didn’t allow lazy answers.

He would always try to get us to relate what we were reading to things in our 
real life, often in funny ways. He got us to compare the amount that the thinly 
disguised father-figure in Sons and Lovers drank on a Friday night to what we 
could drink on a weekend down Mortimer’s Cavern, now Rescue Rooms. 

He won the Booker Prize while he taught us, but he never mentioned it so we 
didn’t know at the time. I don’t think any of us realised what an accomplished 
writer he was, but he was an intellectual giant and a very modest, warm and 
friendly man.



words: John Baird 
illustrations: Dolly Loves Dallas

Mention Nottingham’s literary heritage and people often cite Byron, Lawrence or Sillitoe. But our female 
writers are equally as rebellious and ground-breaking. Margaret Cavendish was one of the earliest science 
fiction writers; Lucy Hutchinson was the first female writer of an epic English poem; Ada Lovelace is 
credited as the first computer programmer; suffragist, Alice Zimmerman, worked as a writer and translator; 
and Alma Reville was an influential screenwriter. In more recent times, Nottingham has been home to one 
of Britain’s funniest authors, Mhairi McFarlane; Pippa Hennessy played a key role in our successful bid to 
become UNESCO City of Literature; and Sandeep Mahal took up her position as its first director last year. Up 
the women. Here’s ten more who’ve contributed to Nottingham’s incredible literary landscape...

It’s fitting to begin with a multiple award-winning 
poet, whose performances have appeared on 
our airwaves and screens, and even graced the 
Olympic Games. Published widely, Panya Banjoko’s 
poems address issues of sexism, racism and social 
justice, making people consider what it’s like to be 
seen as “other.” Banjoko empowers and informs, 
and through her work with Nottingham Black 
Archive, she’s helped document our city’s black 
history, heritage and culture, playing a vital role in 
preserving and promoting an understanding of the 
contribution black people have made, and continue 
to make, to Nottingham. Banjoko puts diversity 
on the agenda, identifying ceilings and smashing 
through them. Look out for her latest collection of 
poetry, Some Things, due out later this year.

(1863 - 1952) 

Daughter of a bookseller, and wife of Jesse Boot, 
Florence Boot established the Boots Booklovers’ 
Library, which went on to become the largest 
library system of its kind in the world. A key 
influence on the business – of which she later 
became a company director – Boot created library 
departments in an effort to address the poor literacy 
levels she’d noticed in Nottingham. The first of 
these libraries was probably in the “wonderstore” 
on Pelham Street (now Zara). The majority of the 
members were women, and the libraries became 
important social hubs. Boot’s famous green labels 
were found all over the world and they developed 
an organised distribution system, uniquely offering 
an inter-store exchange of books. The University of 
Nottingham named its first hall of residence after 
Florence Boot.

(1934 - 2005) 

A former Nottingham High School for Girls student 
and a member of Nottingham Writers’ Club, Helen 
Cresswell loved creating stories for children. And 
in a 45-year career, the BAFTA Award winner 
penned well over 100 of them. Combining comedy 
and mystery, she created the character Lizzie 
Dripping, which she adapted into a hit BBC TV 
drama. Cresswell devised several series and also 
wrote for television productions of The Secret 
World of Polly Flint, Five Children and It and The 
Famous Five. Her best-known book is Moondail 
(1987) – also a BBC TV series – but the menacing 
and often overlooked The Winter of the Birds 
(1976) is said to have been her favourite.  

(1799 - 1888) 

Devoted to “the entertainment, the good and the advancement of the public”, 
Mary Howitt championed rights to education, the suffragette movement 
and free expression. She considered herself “bound to no class” and her 
writing was popular with both adults and children. In addition to her own 
prose and verse, she translated the fairytales of Hans Christian Anderson 
and the novels of the feminist reformer, Fredrika Bremer. Living in the heart 
of Nottingham, she and her husband witnessed first-hand a turbulent time 
in our history; one that included the Reform Riots, of which they were on 
the side of those seeking radical reform. She’s best known for her moralistic 
stories and poems for the young, in particular The Spider and the Fly.  

Alison Moore is best known for her debut book, The Lighthouse (2012), 
which gained her a place on the Man Booker Prize shortlist, making her 
the first member of Nottingham Writers’ Studio to be included. Throughout 
most of her thirties, Moore worked as an assistant to the director of 
Nottingham University’s Lakeside Arts Centre, and wrote short stories in 
her spare time. She’s now an honorary lecturer in the University’s School 
of English and has written three acclaimed novels and a short story 
collection. The author is equally at home with literary fiction and horror, 
and her first children’s book, Sunny and the Ghosts, is out this year, along 
with her fourth novel, Missing.  
 

At the age of forty, Kim Slater enrolled on a writing 
course at Nottingham Trent University, and now 
has a first-class honours degree in English and 
Creative Writing, and an MA in Creative Writing. 
She’s also a respected young adult author and one 
of the most bought novelists working in Nottingham 
today. Slater burst onto the literary scene with her 
debut novel for which she gathered ten awards 
and around 100 nominations. Refusing to rest, 
Slater continues to produce popular YA novels and 
thrillers, all set in her beloved Nottingham. Now 
on her fourth YA book and her fifth psychological 
thriller, it’s worth noting that her first book, the 
prize-gathering Smart (2014), and her first thriller 
Safe with Me (2016), both began as university 
assignments.

Both of our universities support Nottingham as 
a UNESCO City of Literature and the creative 
writing courses they offer contribute much 
to our city’s literary output. Sue Thomas was 
the first course leader of Nottingham Trent 
University’s MA in Creative Writing, one of the 
longest established postgraduate courses of its 
kind in the UK. During her sixteen years at the 
university, Thomas wrote a book for creative 
writing teachers and founded Trace Online 
Writing Centre; a unique, international creative 
community which used the internet to develop 
innovative work. Her other published titles 
include science fiction, and important research 
on how digital technology and nature impact 
our well-being. 

(1893 - 1966) 

Between the world wars, Dorothy Whipple was 
Nottingham’s best-known novelist, and the “Jane 
Austen of the 20th Century” according to J. B. 
Priestley. Whipple’s second novel, Greenbanks 
(1932) brought with it a great success that 
continued with her subsequent tales of everyday 
life, most of which are set in Notts, or as it appears, 
“Trentham.” One of her books was inspired by a 
cottage she rented in the grounds of Newstead 
Abbey, and two of them were made into films: 
They Knew Mr Knight – which includes many 
scenes shot in Nottingham – and They Were Sisters 
starring James Mason. Her final novel, Someone 
at a Distance (1953), is perhaps her best. Whipple 
describes it as “a fairly ordinary tale about the 
destruction of a happy marriage.”  

A former columnist for the Nottingham Evening Post, Amanda 
Whittington entered the mainstream with a string of popular 
and accessible plays featuring the experiences of women. Her 
debut play, Be My Baby, sheds light on teenage pregnancy 
in the sixties, and is studied at GCSE and A-Level English 
Literature. Nottingham features in Amateur Girl, the story of a 
woman who lives in a Viccy Centre flat. Whittington has also 
adapted Saturday Night and Sunday Morning for the stage. A 
winner of the Dennis Potter Screenwriting Award, Whittington 
is an Associate Professor of Drama and Performance in the 
School of English at the University of Nottingham, and she’s 
currently working on new commissions for theatre and radio.  
 

                                  (1792 - Unknown) 

Nottingham lace worker Susannah Wright was charged 
with unlawfully publishing and selling the scandalous and 
blasphemous. She defended herself in court, using the 
opportunity to assert her right to free expression and calling for 
the people, not the church, to make the laws. She was indicted 
for profanity, becoming the only woman to be imprisoned on 
this charge. After her release, she opened a radical bookshop 
in Hockley and was met by a riotous mob who smashed their 
way in, but Wright held out. On one occasion, she withdrew a 
pistol from her counter and calmly asked if the threatening yobs 
should like it fired at them. Wright defeated the Committee for 
the Suppression of Vice and moved her successful bookshop to 
larger premises.





Rule of Words 
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Notts veteran Cappo explains the importance of lyricism in hip hop...

“The lyricism is a gift, you can loathe 
that or love it – it’s the thought that     
Counts…”

Lyricism is a force field. It’s a skill that runs deep, 
like precious metal within sedimentary rocks. It’s 
an integral part of literature and a vital component 
in the highly competitive genre of hip hop.

It’s a gift that comes naturally to some: the ability 
to pluck ideas out of thin air, attach emotional 
weight to them, and solidify them on paper, screen 
or sonic recording. But to even the most naturally 
gifted of craftsmen, it’s an ability honed by 
repetition, practice and dedication. Like magic, it’s 
a learned craft; words and rhymes are painstakingly 
constructed around ideas and memories, set to 
strict rhythm, and let fly like ammo.

“Lyrics? Somebody want lyrics? I’ve got 
the bagful, the commentator’s back for    
the trophy – get your mind right. 
What d’you know about the director? 
I take two and direct a long shot like 
Hitchcock.”

Rap is often seen as a base form of poetry, 
something for those uninformed of the arts. But at 
its most lyrical, it forms a fortress of knowledge, 
with its walls layering up information and literary 
devices: imagery, emotion, context, technique, 
cadence, delivery.

I hear words that possess truth and honesty in the 
work of many Notts emcees: Mr 45, Scorzayzee, 
Stan Crooked, Juga-Naut, and Vandal Savage, for 
example. That sincerity can be felt in the simplest 
of rhyme schemes, the most basic pattern of words, 
and its impact is undeniable. It’s particularly 
significant during live performance, when the artist 
exposes themselves completely to the judgment 
and appreciation of a crowd.

As a practising hip hop lyricist and student of the 
culture, my own work often touches on the art of 
writing, and the highs and lows of the creative 
process. I try to find my truths by looking into 
myself and my circumstances, to hopefully resonate 
on an emotional level with the listener.

“Through my mouth I make sounds 
that spread in patterns and waves that  
travel like water ripples when pebbles 
splash in the way.” 

A prime exemplar of visceral imagery is Vandal 
Savage. Just listen to the portraits he paints in 
tracks like Summer’s Over and Fry Up: “Mastered 
the art of peace – still find it hard to sleep, every 
shootin’ star you see, harbours a part of me.” Then 
there’s the late K.I.D who was, in my opinion, one 
of Notts’ best. Listen to get Get Busted (Remix) for 
proof of his commanding performance technique 
and stamp of knowledge as power: “I open up raps 
and drop shit like a skydive, I crack rappers who try 
to get live, when I house raid your dwelling, what 
I’m saying is this: if you’re livin’ on the edge of your 
wits you get taken to bits.” 

Then there’s the ability to connect with the current 
social climate, which can be found in Scorzayzee’s 
Great Britain: “If I had an army I would fight you, 
if I had the police I’d arrest you, if I had my own 
court – my own judge and jury – I’d sit back and 
let history tell the story.” Same goes with Mr 45’s 
Radford (Ya Get Me), which demonstrates local, 
street-based lyricism; it’s highly skilful, socially and 
culturally insightful, complex, raw and honest.

Why is hip hop lyricism so important? On a 
personal level, it’s what I’ve studied and obsessed 
over, for almost two decades. It’s important 
because watching an emcee in full flow is one of 
the most impressive things I’ve ever experienced. 
It’s witnessing Big Daddy Kane’s innate 
performative stance while rapping live, seeing 
him relay bar after bar effortlessly to a packed 
house. It’s watching Lee Ramsay, frontman of St 
Ann’s rap group Out Da Ville on BBC2 in the early 
millennium, hearing the potency in his words 
and acknowledging the blood, sweat and tears 
involved in getting him to that influential position. 
It’s dropping the needle on Pure Genius’ Law of the 
Land EP from 1996, and hearing authentic, hard-
hitting, Notts-city, hip-hop lyricism.

I write lyrics for the respect, understanding, 
and acknowledgment of my peers; those who I 
believe can truly relate to my words. It’s a way to 
communicate with listeners, to evoke emotions 
with lasting effect. I do it to leave a legacy; to 
leave something behind for my son and daughter; 
something more than money, bricks and mortar; 
something to be remembered.

“For the rhymes I’ve lost in the ether, 
and the ones I’ve left alone – dedicated 
to the ones I’ve lost when I rack my 
brain…”       

Cappo will be running an eight-week course – The 
Emcee: Lyricism, Hip Hop and the Art of Rap – at 
Nottingham Trent University from Monday 29 
January - Monday 19 March, 6pm, £270.

tinyurl.com/ycl9ztht





Tommy Johnson was not Tommy Johnson. That’s to say, he was not the Tommy Johnson 
whom Resnick first saw skating, perfectly balanced, across the mud of the opposition’s 
penalty area, red hair catching fire for an instant in the floodlights before dispatching 
the ball into the upper right corner of the net; the Tommy Johnson who scored forty-
seven goals in 118 appearances for Notts before moving on to Derby County, Aston Villa 
and points north; Resnick’s favourite player, amongst other favourite players, in that 
team that won promotion two seasons running, those brilliant years 1989/90/91 when it 
seemed they could do little wrong. 

The same years that found him struggling still to come to terms with the failure of his 
marriage, Eileen having sequestered herself somewhere across the Welsh border with 
her estate agent lover, leaving Resnick custody of four cats, an unused upstairs nursery 
in which the alphabet wallpaper was already starting to peel, and an overflowing 
collection of vinyl he was slowly but studiously replacing with CDs — most recently, 
working alphabetically, Duke Ellington’s 1959 score for Anatomy of a Murder. 
 
Tommy Johnson’s body — that’s this Tommy Johnson, three weeks and four days 
past his sixteenth birthday — was found on the uneven paving beneath the fifth-floor 
balcony from which it had fallen; one arm stretched out at a broken angle, the other 
wrapped tight across his eyes, as if to ward off any sight of what was fast approaching. 
 
If anyone had heard his helpless cry or the thump of the body landing — landing with 
sufficient impact to break not only various and sundry bones, but to rupture, also, a 
number of internal organs — they were, as yet, not saying. 
 
It had been Gerry Clark who’d found him, a little after four in the morning and on his 
way to the bus that would take him to his job in the distribution centre out by the 
motorway; just light enough, from the solitary overhead lamp still working, for him 
to make out the body where it lay, unmoving; what was recognizably blood further 
darkening the cracks in the paving. 
 

That was two days ago, some forty-eight hours and counting, and Resnick, slightly out 
of breath after choosing the stairs over the dubious aromas of the lift, was at Danielle 
Johnson’s door; not the first time and likely not the last. 
 
One glance and she turned back into the flat, expecting him to follow. Cotton draw-
string pyjama bottoms, sweater, fluffy slippers. 
 
A wall-eyed mongrel barked as he entered, hackles raised, then backed away, growling, 
from the kick that failed to follow. 
 
Dark in the room, Resnick eased the curtain sideways, letting in a sliver of November 
light. Opposite him as he sat, Danielle lit a cigarette with a shaky hand and shivered as 
she inhaled. 
 
“Whatever you or anybody else might’ve said about him, he never deserved that. Never. 
Not Tommy. And don’t try tellin’ me he jumped of his own accord, ’cause I’ll not wear it. 
Someone had it in for him an’ that’s a fact.” 
 
“Any ideas who?” 
 
She coughed and shook her head; coughed again. 
 
Nine-thirty in the morning and the off-key sweetness of cider on her breath as she 
spoke; two empty cans, last night’s, on the table and a litre bottle, recently opened, on 
the floor nearby. Not long past thirty, Danielle: three kids who’d been in and out of care; 
Tommy the only boy, her favourite. Melody, the youngest, living with her nan now in 
Derby; Janine in temporary foster care in another part of the city. 
 
“You saw him that evening?” Resnick asked. 
 
Danielle fanned smoke away from her face. “In and out. Nine it might’ve been. 
Later, maybe.” 
 
“Any idea where he was going?” 
 
She shook her head. “Not his keeper, am I? Ask, he’d only tell me, mind me own 
f**kin’ business.” 
 
“So you don’t know who he might have been seeing that evening?” 
 
“Just said, never told me anything.” 
 
“It’s important, Danielle.” 
 
“I know it’s f**kin’ important. Think I’m f**kin’ stupid?” 

 
The first thoughts of those who’d responded to the emergency call, the police, the 
paramedics: Tommy Johnson had taken his own life, jumped to his death under 
the influence, most likely, of this, that or the other. Something more than self-pity. 
But a small trace of cannabis aside, that and paracetamol, there were no drugs, 
untoward, in his body, and all he seemed to have drunk in the twenty-four hours 
previous, water aside, was a copious quantity of Red Bull. 
 
An examination showed blows to the head and body quite possibly administered 
prior to the injuries sustained in his fall. Another homicide was the last thing  
the team wanted — Tommy’s especially — but it was, it seemed, what they  
were getting. 

 
Officers went to the school in theory he’d attended; having been 
excluded so many times, since September-end he’d more or less 
excluded himself. They talked to the few from around the estate 
who would admit to having spent any significant time with him; 
talked to the social worker who’d been attached to him since his 
last brief spell in care. 
 
Quiet, pretty much a loner. Bit of a loser, really. 
 
“No great loss to humanity, I’m afraid,” his Citizenship teacher 
had said. 
 
After another twenty minutes or so of getting nowhere, Resnick 
rose to his feet and Danielle prised herself out of the settee and 
saw him to the door. When he was halfway to the stairs, she 
called him back. 
 
“There was this girl he was keen on. Leah? Leah something. 
Felix, maybe? Skirt up to her arse an’ a mouth to match.”
 
John Harvey’s Going Down Slow and other stories is 
available at Five Leaves Bookshop.

mellotone.co.uk
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Author John Harvey treats us to an extract from his short story Not Tommy Johnson...



What these men, Bobs and Babus, are doing is dismembering women in their heads, 
claiming a part of their bodies while binning the rest as unimportant, like cuts of meat at a 
butcher’s. So, we become less important than a live cow and only as much as its dead bits. 
Oh, men are judged on looks too, but only women are mentally dissected, weighed up on 
the merits of individual parts and assigned their worth as human beings on that basis. Bob 
is also bitty because he has an itty-bitty brain (and maybe an itty-bitty you know what, but 
let’s not descend to their level), so you can bet he’ll bleat resentfully, “But women tell us all 
the time that they check out our asses, our pecs, even our nails!” We are checking to see if 
you’re clean enough to let into our homes, and maybe, just maybe, beds, okay? And have 
you considered it might also be to make a point about how we’re treated? 

So, for you, because I’m full of the milk of human kindness (no, not stored there), I have 
produced a Rough Guide to Objectification for Dummies – my Bitty Bobepaedia. This is a 
guide, not just for naïve women like me so we can spot the Bitties from miles away, but for 
the men for whom the only thing that figures is the figure. Bits of it. 

1. Derriere Dan aka Bottom Feeder alias Ass Man, is not as ubiquitous as a Boobsy Bill 
(not Clinton in this instance, though he may well be one of that tribe). He may fool you 
more often than Boobsy Bill because unlike the latter, he makes eye contact. And as their 
scrutiny of their preferred body part happens when you turn your back you are less aware of 
it. They have to be more inventive too to get the eyeful of booty they want, making them a 
tad more engaging. The illusion doesn’t last forever though, because Derriere Dan can be a 
pompous ass. He thinks he’s revolutionary because he’s bucked the trend for ogling breasts 
and prefers copping a feel from behind. He’s convinced you’ll fall over yourself to please 
him because he likes your burgeoning bottom when you don’t. To the Dans I would say “I 
appreciate your sensitivity.” You’re on the side of all us femmes not favoured with the non-
existent supermodel hips all the rage for decades (this may be changing – think Kardashian, 
everyone). Women who aren’t spring chickens anymore, “ethnic” women with naturally 
bigger booties, mothers with child-bearing hips because they’ve, well, borne; you’re our 
hero, Derriere Dan. But keep your distance, won’t you? We’d much rather worship you 
from afar. 

2. Then there’s Face Man. No, no, I don’t mean Dirk Benedict from The A-Team (who’d 
object to a bit o’ bobbing with him? Not Shilpa Shetty). You’d think the Face Man was a 
romantic; all he wants to do is gaze at the beauty of your face, right? But Face Man is Face 
Man and very pernickety about individual features. A friend told me about a guy who walks 
out on dates whose noses aren’t centred. Just a millimetre to the left or right and he’s off. 
And you thought Shallow Hal was fiction! I knew a man called Leggett with a thing for lips. 
Fish lips. Which worked well for me but he was prone to getting unnecessarily bitchy 
about the not-so-pouty, carping about the wondrous Julia Robert’s “letter-box slit” 
lips in the course of a conversation. “Leg it”, I’d said to him in response, or I 
should have. Yet the irony of the Face Man’s exacting standards is that if you 
were to attempt to rearrange your face to fall in with his needs/society’s 
notions of beauty/your own hankering for “assets” you don’t have, you’ll 
only ever get censure or scorn for your pains. Especially if it’s gone horribly 
wrong, which rom-com queen Meg Ryan found to her dismay as the rags 
rudely labelled her “Old Trout Pout” after her botched lip job. Surgery, like 
marriage, should not be entered into lightly, but if a woman chooses to 
have some work done to boost her self-esteem in a world that puts her 
down repeatedly, then why not? It’s her body. 

3. And can we forget Hairy Scary (he won’t let us if we tried)? He doesn’t 
mind what’s behind swags of long hair as long as it’s long. It’s not just 
that most men fancy long hair on women, they appear to feel threatened 
by short-haired or bald women. This fear is so ingrained; it’s the stuff of 
nightmares in fairy tales. The worst thing that happened to Rapunzel 
was not her kidnapping or incarceration or the blinding of her lover, but 
the loss of her traditionally sanctioned long locks. In India, short-haired 
women deal with disapproval and disrespect more often than their 
long-maned counterparts. In a gallery devoted to Bollywood actresses 
with short-lived crops, The Times of India declared, “Long hair is an 
asset making a girl look hot and sexier” (if I can forgive the attitude, I 
can’t the grammar). On top of boobs that bounce unhelpfully, wombs 
that immobilize once a month and bums that can’t be squeezed into, 
well, anything – tight spaces, tight pants – must we also have masses 
of hair obscuring our vision, tripping us up, yanked out by Baby, and 
the dickens to maintain? Men can go bald and be considered no less 
attractive (and more virile, they keep telling us. Yawn.) like Bruce 
Willis. Women are only women when they have wrenchable hair. As 
beautifully-bald-in-the-nineties Sinead O’ Connor said, “I grew too old 
and fat and ugly to get away with being bald.” So, the lesson to be 
learnt there is, if you haven’t got a pretty face, cover it with a bush, a 
bush of hair. Actually, no, don’t. Cut it short, even shear it off, sending 
out the powerful message that you decide what happens to you. 

4. There are also Leg Men and no, it’s not restricted to the beardy 
weirdies from ZZ Top. It’s a bit of a Western import but now Asian men 
are just as hung up on long legs as their buddies in the west. Like hair, 
it seems to be the length that matters, not shape or feel or functionality 
(how far I can walk on my little legs doesn’t appear to turn them on 
as much). And so, women have almost become bio-engineered to 
be stork-like, giving up on eating and good health, if they are not 
naturally predisposed to having long, stalk-y legs. I won’t even bother 
with Neck Man or The Nibbler or indeed, Pussy Peep (because which 
man isn’t interested in our meows; that would make Bitty Bobs of all 
men and they’re not – some of them are capable of liking more than 
one body part at a time). Not Peculiar Peccadilloes Paul though. 
He likes odd bits of you. It could be your big toe, the hollow behind 
your knees, the last knobbly bone on your spine, your belly button (a 
common one), your index finger, underarms, the nape of your neck 
or your left ear lobe. These and more are common fixations that even 
the average joe may have and make no bones about (but if it’s your 
bones he digs, run; that’s definitely serial-killer territory).

 

5. It’s time to look at the most common Bitty Bob of all – Breast Man or Boobsy Bill! The one 
every woman’s run into (much to Boobsy’s joy) at least once. The Breast Man I got to know 
best was a guy I hung out with after George vamoosed. Tim was wise and well-travelled, 
and you would never have guessed his wisdom did not extend to women. We had many 
wonderful conversations till one day he indulged in a touch too much wine. Soon he was 
telling me about the notches on his bed post – in the hundreds he said, as if I was supposed 
to be impressed. “Please, please, Tim,” did he think I would say, “make me your 347th.” I 
didn’t, but I made the monumental mistake of forgetting that part of the conversation when 
we explored subjects as eclectic as Israel and the Mahabharata. He flagged down a taxi 
and kissed me between directions to the driver to my place. At mine, we tumbled onto the 
sofa and kissed some more. All that practice had made him a nifty kisser. He tugged at my 
clothes but I wasn’t ready. Then he tugged at my hand to lead me upstairs and I was even 
less ready. 

“But I want to see your breasts,” he insisted. 

“All in good time,” I promised. 

“You’re a good sized 34D or something, aren’t you?” he said, peeved at what he was 
missing. 
 
“No, really, I’m only a 34B.” Although I was a C. C for convinced the man would have to go. 
And quickly. 

“Let me judge for myself. Just lift your top and jiggle them in my face like my fiancée does.” 
 
I jiggled all right. I jiggled him straight out my door. And I don’t know if “jiggle” or “fiancée” 
upset me more.  
 
Memoirs of my Body is published by HarperCollins

shreyasenhandley.com

Journalist and author Shreya Sen-Handley 
gives us an extract from chapter ten of her 
book Memoirs of my Body...
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From the workplace and playground of Sillitoe’s Arthur Seaton, 
to the backdrop for DH Lawrence characters’ racy goings-on, 
Nottinghamshire is rich with literary connections. It’s also pretty 
well renowned for its pubs.

words: Shariff Ibrahim
illustration: Natalie Owen

So we wracked our brains for all the boozers, alehouses and watering 
holes we could think of that have a link back to books – be that a location 
in a novel, an author’s favourite haunt, or just somewhere dedicated to 
the written word – and collated them into a pub crawl. Now, there are 
some miles to cover, so you're going to have to get up pretty early, and 
designate a kindly driver, to check off every stop. Good luck... 

The next stop over in Southwell is a two-fer, having 
been referenced by both DH Lawrence and romantic 
giant, Lord Byron. The Saracen’s Head (Market Place, 
Southwell), is the setting for one of the most powerful 
scenes in Lawrence’s Women in Love, when in chapter 23 
Rupert and Ursula drive to Southwell for tea. “They sat 
together in a little parlour by the fire… He stood on the 
hearth-rug looking at her, at her face that was upturned 
exactly like a flower....”
 
Famously, Lord Byron was a resident of Southwell, 
and was something of a regular at the Saracen’s Head; 
the pub honours the connection with its Lord Byron 
Restaurant. In 1807, Byron wrote an epitaph for the pub’s 
best customer, a carrier called John Adams: “For the 
liquor he drank, being too much for one, He could not 
carry off, so he’s now carri-on.”
 

Alan Sillitoe’s novel Saturday Night and Sunday Morning is the 
defining depiction of life in post-war industrial Nottingham. The line 

“All I’m out for is a good time – all the rest is propaganda” is just as 
pertinent to today’s living-for-the-weekend crew as it was to Sillitoe’s 

protagonist, Arthur Seaton. So it is with the same abandon – and hopefully 
a little light lubrication by now – that it’s time to hit up taaahn; specifically, 

The White Horse (Ilkeston Road, Radford). It’s here in which Albert Finney’s 
Seaton, in Karel Reisz’s film version of SNASM, gets steaming after a hard 

week’s work at the Raleigh Bicycle Factory in Radford. It’s actually The White 
Horse Cafe now, so it’s a good chance to stop for some snap, but to keep up the 

boozing, head round the corner to Nottingham Brewery’s tap, the excellent Plough 
Inn (St Peter’s St) which was also famously chronicled by Sillitoe.

 
On your way into the city centre, it’s well worth stopping off at A Room with a Brew 

(Derby Road, Nottingham). The first pub venture from Stapleford’s Scribbler’s Ales is 
a Mecca for beer and book lovers, with punny brews like Beerfest at Tiffany’s, Masher in 

the Rye and One Brew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest on tap, and a room festooned with stacks of 
books and posters of famous jackets. All very fitting for this literary slog.

 
Next, head through town to The Peacock (Mansfield Road, Nottingham). A large sign outside 
exclaims, “With a history of famous clientele it is reputed to have been a regular watering hole 
of D. H. Laurence (1885-1930)…” which, serious spelling clanger aside, would make it an ideal 
stop on our crawl. But in addition, “it is believed that fictional crime author John Harvey (born 
1938) first penned his Charlie Resnick detective novels whilst a patron at the Peacock.” So 
raise a glass to our pal DH Lawrence and Harvey’s jazz-loving Polish investigator. 
 
While The Pit & Pendulum (Victoria Street, Nottingham) can’t claim to have any famous 
authors as patrons, the name is of course borrowed from the similarly titled short story by 
Edgar Allen Poe. The gloomy gothic interior and candles perfectly capture the sinister trial 
and torture at the hands of the Spanish Inquisition suffered by the story’s narrator. That – and 
the infamous 7 Deadly Sins cocktail list – make it reason enough to stop off for a swift one, in 
our book.
 
Then it’s on to our last port of call on this beery crawl through the region’s most notable 
literary references, and it’s a corker of an establishment and book to end on. Yates’s (Long 
Row, Nottingham) actually has more of a connection with our cultural history than 
the WKD stains may suggest, for it gets an honourable mention in BS Johnson’s 

experimental novel The Unfortunates. “Yates’s is friendly, 
the first impression going in, the first time I have felt 

that kind of warmth since I came to this city this 
morning, an alien city, though I know it, really, 
I keep telling myself, friendly here, a relief, 

a great relief!”
 

We start our trip way out west in Eastwood, home to one of Notts’ most famous sons (and lovers). Old 
DH Lawrence spent his formative years round these parts, referring to it as “the country of my heart” 
so naturally the town and three of its public houses have featured majorly in some of the author’s 
most famous work. To acknowledge our DH, a blue line has been daubed on some of the pavements 
leading from Lawrence’s birthplace past the family’s three former houses in Eastwood.

 
The Ram Inn, which featured in Lawrence’s The White Peacock (also notable for a nod to the 

Victoria Hotel in Beeston), has been closed for some time, so no beer here, unfortunately. The 
same can be said for The Swan, which frequently appears throughout his work. Instead, start 
your trip at The Three Tuns (Three Tuns Road, Eastwood) where Lawrence’s father drank.
 
In Lawrence’s autobiographical novel Sons and Lovers, the pub appears as the Moon and 
Stars, where Walter – head of the Morel family – drinks, plays billiards and such, and it gets 
a mention in Lady Chatterley’s Lover too. “…The car slid on downhill, past the Miners Arms. 
It had already passed the Wellington, the Nelson, the Three Tuns and the Sun...” While 
supping your pint, admire the Lawrence-themed memorabilia, including framed books, 
photos and a plaque of his birthplace. Cheers.
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And so it is with great relief that we wrap 
things up and head home via the chippy. 
Well done for keeping up, remember to drink 
plenty of water before bed.



,Over 40,000 people come to Nottingham Playhouse each Christmas to see our pantomime, 
and this audience is also our most diverse. It’s inspiring to see people of all backgrounds 
and ages sat in the auditorium enjoying the performance together. As the new Artistic 
Director, I want to see if I can encourage this group back into the venue at another time 
of the year by programing a show that has the same qualities as panto, minus Jingle Bells 
playing in the foyer.  
 
In April, we’re producing Holes, based on the best-selling novel by Louis Sachar. It’s a 
gamble. Nottingham Playhouse hasn’t staged a family show for some years, and they aren’t 
cheap to produce, but my instinct tells me that there’s an audience out there who would 
relish this kind of work. We just need to persuade them to come in.
 
I’ve been working as a London-based freelance theatre director for the last two decades, 
but I’m originally from Nottingham. I grew up in Mapperley, attended Bilborough College 
and was a member of the Nottingham Youth Theatre. My first theatrical experiences were 
watching the pantomime at Nottingham Playhouse, and I vividly remember how grown-up 
and exciting it felt. Those magical early memories were why I fell in love with the art form 
and pursued it as a career. They’re also the reason I returned to run the Playhouse, with the 
aim of producing world-class theatre that challenges and entertains audiences.
 
Nottingham Playhouse has always produced literary adaptations; two of the biggest 
hits from the last few years were The Kite Runner and 1984, both of which have toured 
extensively. Indeed, this reflects the theatre scene generally. The National Theatre’s 
productions of War Horse and The Curious Incident of the Dog in the Night-Time have both 
enjoyed major success and are still touring, the former having been seen by over seven 
million people worldwide. The popularity of a familiar title is clearly a major reason why 
theatres love literary adaptations, but I also think the challenge they present to 
theatre directors and their collaborators is another primary factor. They 
often feature large casts of characters, multiple locations, and plots 
that are seemingly unstageable. This forces the creative team to be 
inventive and can lead to thrilling theatre.

I first came upon Holes in 2003 when I was working my way 
through the BBC’s Good Read list of the nation’s 100 favourite 
novels; it was at number 83, which wasn’t bad going when 
you consider it was wedged between I Capture the Castle and 
Gormenghast. I instantly loved it, and subsequently discovered 
that a whole generation of children had studied it at school 
and watched the Disney film version, starring Sigourney 
Weaver and a young, untainted Shia LaBeouf. I’ve frequently 
seen adults reading it on the tube as well.  
 
 
 

I don’t think there are many novels that have such a broad appeal, which is one of the 
reasons I’ve chosen to programme it. Holes is part-fable, part-adventure story, exploring 
friendship, race, poverty and justice. It’s a quirky novel that keeps its reader guessing and 
is beautifully plotted with compelling twists. Like pantomime, the production will be a good 
night out for schools, families and adults alike. Holes is one of the most performed plays in 
the USA, but has only had one other professional production in the UK and this is a newly 
updated version, so it’s a bit of a programming coup.
 
Part of the novel’s popularity is Sachar’s unusual protagonist, Stanley Yelnats; a fifteen-
year-old anti-hero who’s been accused of stealing. Stanley gets sent to Camp Green Lake 
in the middle of the Texan desert – there’s no lake and it isn’t green – where, along with a 
group of other misfits, he’s forced to dig a hole five foot deep, five foot in diameter, each day 
to “build character.” The camp is run by another wonderful Sachar creation, the Warden, 
who wears nail polish made of rattlesnake venom, and Stanley soon discovers the Warden 
is looking for something in these holes.  
 
Kacey Ainsworth, best known for playing Little Mo in Eastenders, is playing our Warden. 
Kacey had a great reputation for her stage work long before the BBC came calling. Her 
children, who are fans of the book, insisted she take the role. We’re also really lucky that 
Nottingham Playhouse regular, John Elkington, who delights our panto audience every 
year, is playing the Warden’s sidekick, Mr Sir.
 
One reason I’m sure the story hooks younger readers is that Sachar doesn’t patronise them 
by diluting the dangers his characters are exposed to. The landscape is a character itself; 
Stanley and the boys are digging holes in the baked earth under the Texan sun. They get 
sunstroke, blisters, and have to contend with tarantulas and deadly yellow-spotted lizards.  
 

Representing these dangers on stage is a big challenge. How do we stage those 
digging scenes and depict the physical exhaustion of sustained labour, not to 

mention the heat? How do we make the yellow-spotted lizards as genuinely 
fear-inducing as Sachar does? We’re quite far into the design process now and 

we’re discovering potential answers to these questions, but you never really 
know until you hit the rehearsal room, and ultimately present the production 
to an audience.
 
Holes is just one part of next year’s programme. A few weeks ago we 
unveiled the whole of our 2018 season; the first time that Nottingham 
Playhouse has ever announced a whole year’s programme in one go. I 
felt it was important to demonstrate the breadth of our renewed artistic 
vision now we’re entering a new chapter. Arts funding is being squeezed, 

and we have 750 seats to fill each night, so we can only continue to survive 
and thrive if we inspire the people of Nottingham to support us by coming 

to watch the shows. We’ve worked hard to put together a hugely ambitious 
programme of work including a major revival of Alan Bennett’s modern classic, 

The Madness of George III starring Mark Gatiss (League of Gentlemen, Sherlock) 
and the Broadway classic, Sweet Charity, which is the first musical we’ve 
produced in years.
 
I’m kicking off the season in February with Wonderland; a play about the miners’ 
strike by local writer, Beth Steel, whose dad worked at Welbeck Colliery. It’s 
particularly important that Nottingham Playhouse supports local playwrights given 
the city’s UNESCO heritage status. Audiences can sometimes be suspicious of new 
work – they prefer something tried and tested – but we have to support playwrights 
by buying a ticket or theatres won’t be able to commission or programme new plays. 
Beth’s play is really special. It’s incredibly funny and moving with great characters, 
and looks at the strike in a fresh way. The set design is hugely ambitious and there 
are movement sequences and live music; it’s going to be a visual treat. We have 
assembled a terrific cast including Harry Hepple (Boy Meets Girl), Matthew Cottle 
(Game On, The Windsors) and more loads more talent.
 
As soon as Wonderland is open, I begin rehearsals for Holes. I think the key is to get 
to the heart of the source material, to explore what it was the novelist was trying to 
say, and then work as a creative team to reinterpret it. If you try to slavishly recreate 
the original, you’ll fail, and the audience may as well stay at home and read the 
book. The story has to be reimagined for a different platform. Theatre as an art form 
has existed for 2,500 years because there’s something life-enhancing about sitting 
in a space with other people and going on a journey together. Literacy and theatre 
have always crossed paths. Most of Nottingham’s acclaimed authors, historic and 
contemporary, have also written for theatre. After all, both forms are fundamentally 
about telling stories. 
 
Holes is showing at Nottingham Playhouse from Saturday 31 March - Sunday 22 April. 

nottinghamplayhouse.co.uk

 
illustration: Mark Leary
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New Artistic Director of Nottingham Playhouse Adam Penford, on bringing Holes to the stage...



Our Screen Editor Ash Carter, with the literary offerings from Notts that’ve been 
transformed into spectacles for the silver screen…

Don Juan (1926)
Author: Lord Byron
“This is my legacy to you: beware of giving your 
love to women.”

When he wasn’t fighting in the Greek War of 
Independence, swimming the Hellespont or dying from 
malaria, Notts boy George Gordon Byron was pretty 
handy with a quill. His magnum opus – the seventeen 
canto-spanning epic poem Don Juan – was duly given 
the big-screen treatment in 1926, starring the “greatest 
living American tragedian” John Barrymore. Although 
featuring no spoken dialogue, Don Juan was the first 
feature-length film to utilise the Vitaphone sound-on-
disc sound system with synchronised score and sound 
effects. It also holds the record for the most on-screen 
kisses in film history, with 191 in total; that’s one every 
53 seconds.

Brighton Rock (1947)
Author: Graham Greene
“Here’s the truth. I hate you, you little slut. You make me 
sick.”

He was born in Hertfordshire and died in Switzerland, 
but Graham Greene spent enough time in Nottingham 
to warrant the council slapping up a blue plaque on 
Upper Parliament Street in 1996. Not bad for a man who 
once said that the city “makes one want a mental and 
physical bath every quarter of an hour.” A cornerstone 
of the British gangster film noir genre, Brighton Rock has 
become an iconic part of this country’s cinematic history, 
not least due to Richard Attenborough’s pitch-perfect 
performance as psychotic burgeoning crime figure, Pinky. 

Peter Pan (1953)
Author: JM Barrie
“Now, think of the happiest things. It’s the same as 
having wings.”

Some suggest JM Barrie, who worked for the Nottingham 
Journal during his early career, took inspiration for Peter 
Pan from a street urchin he saw on Clifton Grove, and 
that Neverland was based on the Arboretum. At first 
a play in 1904, and later a novel in 1911, Barrie’s most 
famous work was given the Disney treatment in 1953. 
Although financially successful, Walt Disney was said to 
have been dissatisfied with the final film, claiming Peter 
Pan was cold and unlikeable. To this, Barrie responded 
that Pan was originally written as a heartless sociopath 
and the original ending was much more macabre. Maybe 
it was based on Nottingham, after all.

 Sons and Lovers (1960)
Author: DH Lawrence
“If you could help me… teach me not to be ashamed.”

As Nottingham’s most famous literary son, DH 
Lawrence’s legacy can still be seen all over the city, 
with museums and research centres bearing his name. 
The trailer for the 1960 film adaptation of Sons and 
Lovers begins, “The book that started a revolution in 
its bold and fearless writing about the many faces 
of love.” So bold and fearless, in fact, that roughly 
eighty passages were removed by Lawrence’s editor. 
The film was nominated for six Oscars, winning one 
for cinematography. At twenty minutes and fourteen 
seconds, Trevor Howard’s performance remains the 
shortest to ever be nominated for an Academy Award for 
Best Actor in the Leading Role.

 Saturday Night and Sunday Morning (1960)
Author: Alan Sillitoe
“Don’t let the bastards grind you down!”

The story that influenced British music from The Smiths 
to the Arctic Monkeys, both the novel and subsequent 
film captured the zeitgeist of teen disillusionment 
perfectly. Sillitoe’s tale is as Nottingham as they come: 
Arthur Seaton, a working-class machinist at the Raleigh 
factory, is determined not to be restricted by a life of 
domestic slavery like his parents, whom he describes 
as “dead from the neck up.” Karel Reisz’s film, which 
starred Albert Finney as Seaton, was named as the 
fourteenth Best British Film in a BFI poll in 1999, and is 
heralded as a keystone of the British New Wave. 

The Third Man (1949)
Author: Graham Greene
“Look down there. Tell me. Would you really feel any pity 
if one of those dots stopped moving forever?”

Despite appearing on every DVD, poster or book relating 
to the film, Orson Welles actually only spent a week 
filming The Third Man, and has very minimal screen 
time. In fact, those aren’t even his hands seen gripping 
the sewer bars in close-up as he’d already left the 
set. The true credit for the film comes from the perfect 
triumvirate of Greene’s beautiful script, Carol Reed’s 
innovative direction, and the expressionist, atmospheric 
cinematography of Robert Krasker. In 1999, the British 
Film Institute voted The Third Man as the greatest 
British film of all time. 

The Loneliness of the 
Long Distance Runner (1962)
Author: Alan Sillitoe
“Running’s always been a big thing in our family, 
especially running away from the police.”

Sillitoe adapted his own short story into the script for 
Tony Richardson’s 1962 film, which tells the story of the 
rebellious Colin (Tom Courtenay in his debut role), who 
is sentenced to live in a borstal for robbing a bakery. 
Colin sees his status rise within the institute due to his 
prowess as a long-distance runner under the favorable 
eye of Governor Michael Redgrave, causing Colin to 
reevaluate the cost of his personal autonomy. A bleak, 
harsh look at the elitist Britain of the fifties and sixties 
that cemented Sillitoe’s reputation as the voice of a 
disillusioned, rebellious generation. 

Women in Love (1969)
Author: DH Lawrence
“Do you know what it is to suffer when you’re with a 
woman? It tears you like a silk.”

That dirty devil DH Lawrence makes another 
appearance, this time with Ken Russell’s adaptation of 
his twenties novel, Women in Love. It was banned in 
Turkey for that nude wrestling scene between Oliver 
Reed and Alan Bates, which almost didn’t happen due 
to the two actors apprehensiveness surrounding the 
comparable sizes of their schlongs. A drunken night of 
comparison revealed that there was very little difference, 
and the scene went ahead. Glenda Jackson’s Academy 
Award win also marked the first time an actress had won 
an Oscar for a role that included nudity. 

Enigma (2001)
Author: Robert Harris
“I like numbers, because with numbers, truth and beauty 
are the same thing.”

Born and raised in Notts, prolific writer Robert Harris 
saw his 1995 novel about a young British mathematician 
(loosely based on Alan Turing) trying to break the 
Germans’ “Enigma” code during the Second World War 
turned into a major motion picture in 2001. With a script 
adapted by Tom Stoppard, direction from Michael Apted 
and a cast that included Kate Winslet, Dougray Scott and 
Tom Hollander, the film was made partly in response to 
the sublimely shite U-571, in which the Enigma machine 
was captured solely by Americans. 

Jonathan Strange & Mr Norrell (2015)
Author: Susanna Clarke
“We will both soon be dead. There will be no leisure 
for reading.”

Not strictly a movie, but who ever heard of a list that 
ended at nine? Susanna Clarke’s story tells of an 
alternative world during the time of the Napoleonic Wars, 
in which two men use magic to help England. Clarke’s 
original came out in 2004 and won her a Hugo Award 
before being made into a well-received BBC mini-series 
starring Eddie Marsan and Marc Warren. And, as if to 
bring this entire list full circle, Jonathan Strange was 
based, in part, on Lord Byron. Boom.  



Our Literature Editor LP Mills on the graphically-inclined authors of Notts...
I bloody love comics.

I mean it, I bloody love comics. From Marvel to Moore, Peter Parker to Persepolis, no 
medium has influenced my life more than those flimsy sheets of coloured paper, held 
together with staples. Luckily, Nottingham has an excellent comic scene. This often 
underrepresented artform makes up a huge part of Nottingham’s culture, with many shops 
in the city centre dedicated to celebrating it.

Since the eighties, comics have been a place for outsider voices to make themselves heard 
in the mainstream. Writers from all backgrounds, lifestyles, races and sexualities have 
found a venue not usually available to them through more traditional publishing methods. 
Art Spiegelman’s Maus tells the harrowing tale of his father’s internment during the 
Holocaust using the visual language of Aesop’s Fables, and the aforementioned Persepolis 
by Marjane Satrapi brings the story of the Iranian revolution to otherwise ignorant 
Western audiences.

This is possibly why so many writers and artists in Nottingham have veered towards 
comics and graphic novels as a medium. This mag has gone on record many times 
about Nottingham’s status as a city of rebels, outsiders, oddballs and alternatives. It 
makes sense then that so many of us would turn to a form that fully captures the same 
revolutionary tendencies they hold dearly.

That, as well as the fact that our home-grown graphic novelists are absolutely banging, 
is why we’re now going on a rambly tour of some of the comic books and graphic novels 
that have caught our attention as we’ve wandered the bookshops of Nottingham. Talking 
possums and punk, zombie poets and meandering mammoths, if there’s one thing you can 
say about Nottingham’s graphic novel scene, it’s that nowt is off-limits.

On that note, let’s have a look at three of the best and brightest names in Nottingham’s 
graphic scene…

Jenny Mure
Best bits: Sometimes I’m a Possum (But Only When I’m Sad), 
Seven Stones, Soggy Dog

We’ll start off properly indie with Mansfield-grown writer 
and artist, Jenny Mure. From majorly creative stock – 
Mure’s sibling Bethan is also an up-and-coming name 
in Nottingham’s comic book dynasty – her zine-style 
comics cover a range of content and topics. Her semi-
autobiographical piece Sometimes I’m a Possum and its 
follow-up, So I’m Still a Possum, touch upon the daily 
struggles of a person suffering from anxiety, depression 
and intrusive thoughts. We follow our main character, 
the eponymous possum, as they wrestle with their most 
jagged edges in an often literal way, seeming to physically 
struggle with creeping dread and existential panic. 
Described by Mure as a way of “dealing with the shit”, 
these zines have moments of humour and clarity. She 
points out that a waterproof pen – that allows her to draw 
without smudging the ink with tears – is a “cruel metaphor 
for something”, as is a collection of panels, where our 
long-suffering possum responds to an outsider’s assertion 
to “not feel so down” with a frustrated yell. Her other 
stories range from the mundane to the fantastical, with 
Seven Stones and the short piece Tiger Boy reading almost 
like fairy tales. It’s not often a writer can write about the 
brewing of a Pot Noodle with the same amount of epicness 
and depth as a gruelling battle with demons, physical 
or otherwise.

Carol Adlam
Best bits: Suzanne’s Story, Thinking Room, 
The New Wipers Times

Let’s go from micro to macro. Carol Adlam is an 
award-winning author-illustrator with a tonne 
of graphic fiction and non-fiction under her belt 
including, but not limited to, a modern reinterpretation 
of the Sherwood Forester’s WWI trench magazine, 
The Wipers Times. Her latest work, Thinking Room, is 
equal parts archeology exhibition and romp through 
graphic storytelling, and currently decorates the 
walls of the Angear Visitor Centre at Nottingham 
Lakeside Arts. The story of Thinking Room, gloriously 
illustrated on huge canvases that line the gallery, 
focuses on a surreal series of events that begin with 
a little girl discovering an ancient key, and ends with 
a pesky mammoth being circled by helicopters atop 
the university’s Portland building, while a colossal 
kraken makes mischief in the nearby lake. Each 
panel is packed full of details reminding us of the 
nearby University of Nottingham Museum’s long-
standing history, from Viking symbols to statuettes 
of snake-headed demigods. I’m counting this as a 
piece of graphic storytelling not only because it has 
the panel shape and structure of a traditional comic 
book, but because Adlam has also released a book 
to accompany the exhibit that has more in common 
with what we think of as a comic book. Adlam’s other 
work is deeply historical and often whimsical, telling 
the under-reported stories of those swept up in huge, 
world-spanning events with a grace and gentleness. 
The devil’s in the detail and Adlam’s work is no 
exception, with each piece hinting at a vast, breathing 
universe that stretches out past the panel borders.

Steve Larder
Best bits: Rumlad, As You Were, Dawn of the Unread

There’s a long-standing tradition in graphic storytelling 
of the graphic memoir. Steve Larder’s Rumlad zine series 
follows this tradition closely, telling the story of the 
artist’s day-to-day life, illustrated with delicate, black-
line artwork. Larder’s life is a little cooler than most, 
though; my personal favourite issue of Rumlad follows 
Steve as he joins punk bands, Moloch and Savage 
Realm, on their 2016 tour. Larder’s style goes from highly 
detailed and exhaustive, to playful and cartoonish, in the 
space of a page, and the subject matter he covers has 
the kind of fun, lively weirdness normally encountered 
at 2am once the music’s stopped. To give an example of 
what the average issue of Rumlad reads like, there is a 
section in Rumlad #10 where the bands visit the Falkirk 
Kelpie sculptures, which are rendered with beautiful, 
layered depth. This section is then immediately 
intercepted by a brief interlude where a member of 
Savage Realm gives a step-by-step guide on how to 
make a vegan cheese sauce. Bouncy and fun artwork 
with a real sense of motion and life, Larder’s work is 
a guaranteed interesting read with some of the most 
impressive art I have seen in a small-scale zine.
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Of course, that ain’t all. There are plenty more excellent examples 
of graphic storytelling that have sprouted from our fair city, not to 
mention a whole range of institutions and booksellers that specialise 
in the world of comics. Special mention goes to Nottingham Does 
Comics, a bi-monthly meet-up for comic book creators and enthusiasts 
with featured appearances from some of the medium’s biggest 
names. It’s also worth mentioning indie comic publishers Magoria 
Studios, founded by Will Starling and Adam Willis, whose work 
features some of the sleekest sci-fi out there right now. And of course, 
it’d be unfair to omit the graphic masterpiece Dawn of the Unread, 
the brainchild of LeftLion alumni, James Walker; part teaching aid, 
part grumpy ramble through Nottingham’s literary and cultural 
history, Dawn... is an anthology of some of the weirdest corners of 
Nottingham’s past. Also, it has zombies, and who doesn’t love them?



If words are your thing, our city is the place to be. Full to the brim with places to go and things to do, Nottingham is built for 
the bookish, laid out for the lyrical, and pruned for the poetic. Here, we’ve bashed out a little guide to get you started on the 
road to the literary community in all its scribbled glory... 

Nottingham Writers’ Studio
Since 2006, the Nottingham Writers’ Studio has been proving a bloody fruitful crop of literary 
figures. A creative retreat located at the tail end of Hockley, the NWS supports both existing 
authors and those newly developing. Whether you find yourself prosaically inclined, a 
playwright, poet or just general scribbler of all things wordy, here is the writing community 
for you. With an impressive alumni including Man Booker shortlists and Dublin IMPAC 
awards under their belt, they clearly know their stuff. If you’re looking for a refuge to home 
those lexical chops, then there’s few better places to grab yourself a membership for. 
 
Five Leaves Bookshop
If the revolution is not to be televised, then it might as well kick off at Five Leaves. Nestled 
behind Primark and down a dark alley opposite a bookies, it’s the kind of place that worries 
folks the first time you take them down, but therein lies half its charm. Where else are you 
going to find shelved sections dedicated to feminism, anarco-politics and graphic novels 
based on the life of Egon Schiele? Following on from Nottingham’s own history of radical 
literature – see Lawrence, see Sillitoe – FLB has been fuelling radical fires since 2013, 
providing ad-hoc grieving sessions post grim election results, as well as supporting as many 
local poets, authors and literary practitioners as they can fit underneath their protest tote 
bags. 
 
Bromley House Library
If Notts’ new literary status and DIY poetry scene is all a bit too “now” then recline back in 
time in one of the few subscription libraries left in the UK, with the centrally-located Bromley 
House Library. In existence since 1816, it holds a stonking 40,000 books, which is enough to 
challenge even the most voracious of page twisters. It also provides a rather fine collection of 
reading rooms inside its grade II listed Georgian townhouse, to disappear into and unleash 
your inner Byron. Just don’t bring the domesticated bear with you. Now, strap on some 
breeches and get comfy.   
 
Waterstones
Look, corporate culture is what it is, and if you’ve got to shake the devil’s hand you might 
as well pick a slightly more benevolent one. While they’ve been criticised for aggressive 
tactics towards independent book shops in the past, it's still true that Waterstones are a 
solidly reliable source for both recognisable and slightly obscure literature. I would be lying 
if I didn’t admit to occasionally being lured in with the promise of spending a good hour 
nestled on a leather sofa reading books that I definitely intended to buy afterwards. That, 
and they’ve got some cracking author talks and guest lectures from time to time. Margaret 
Atwood came by our Notts branch, so that softens the deal a bit.   
 
Writing East Midlands
Few get involved in reaching out to young, emerging writers quite like Writing East Midlands 
do. Doesn’t matter if you’re in school, at university, hiding in a library or being shushed in 
a museum, they’ll find you. Involved in too many supportive projects to mention, they run 
writing seminars and courses, offer mentorship and critical aid, build spoken word tours, 
and even provide one-to-one guidance, they’re just that bloody supportive. Dedicated to 
staging a platform for young, budding authors, they’ve even got themselves tucked in with 
the National Arts Awards, so that's another useful way they’re helping young writers up the 
ladder, the thoughtful sods.  

The Libraries
There’s been a number of literary opportunities sprouting up in Notts’ council libraries of late, 
including Henry Normal’s free poetry readings around the city, which are set to continue for 
the 2017 Nottingham Poetry Festival. There’s also reading groups with specific focuses such 
as crime fiction, literature on mental health as well as non-english reading groups, if Bengali 
Literature or poetry in Urdu’s more your turn of phrase. Oh, and there’s ties with local writing 
groups too, with the likes of the DIY Poets and the Nottingham Poetry Society all getting 
stuck in. There’s even language classes held all through the week, to practice yer enunciation 
and verbal articulation.   

Ideas on Paper
Keeping abreast and well informed is all but vital in these trying information times. Find 
out what is arguably the most impressive range of weird and wonderful magazines in the 
city at Ideas on Paper. Not only stocking magazines like Monocle, Tapas and Positive News, 
the Cobden Chambers store has some of the most beautifully jacketed books and stationary 
available. There’s also word-based discussions and lust over gorgeous literary illustration up 
for grabs.
 
Beeston Tales
Think you can spin a yarn? Fancy yourself adept at keeping your listeners gripped until the 
very end? Down at The White Lion in Beeston stands some of the finest storytelling you’ll 
find out there with Beeston Tales. Events are regularly ran by Tim Ralphs and Mike Payton, 
but open to a plethora of guest speakers. On the ball for over three years, don’t head down 
expecting your average meandering ramble lined with plot holes and inconsistencies. Often 
drawing from audience participation and their overall gift of the gab, expect nothing of the 
usual from this craftspeople of the turning tale. 

The Storytellers of Nottingham
Inviting stories without boundaries or borders, The Storytellers of Nottingham seek to revel 
in stories of all shapes and sizes. Doesn't matter if it’s the lightest comedy of errors or darkest 
depths of horror, every narrative will find a home with these travelling troubadours of the 
spoken arts. Situated at the Malt Cross, and sometimes even in the caves beneath, get down 
for a leap into the unknown with these witty wordsmiths and leave those tired old tropes 
behind.  
 
Nottingham Does Comics
See life as a series of panels? From the graphic novel to the humble superhero strip, NDC is 
a collaborative bi-monthly forum aimed at those gifted not only with the word, but image 
also. Whether interested in creating, selling, studying or simply reading comics, this group 
is an active and vibrant space for all enthusiasts. With interests ranging from demigods in 
revealing spandex getups, to underground zines and outsider art, there’s space for every 
speech bubble among this lot. One of the most open and welcoming groups on the scene, the 
NDC even run life drawing classes, though don’t expect the models to be too heroic. 

For the full motherload, visit the LeftLion website.
leftlion.co.uk/litorgs
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Matt Turpin aka Lord Beestonia on Nottingham’s literary didja-knows

I started working to help make Nottingham a UNESCO City of Literature 
back in 2014. It goes without saying how chuffed I was when we were 
bestowed the accolade a year later, and not just because the city I adore was 
being deservedly recognised. It also meant I could continue investigating 
that fascinating intersection where my hometown and words met; and the 
multitudinous marvels that span out from there. I’ve learned a lot over the years, 
and it’s rare a day passes without a fascinating fact revealing itself to me.

If there is one thing finer than finding these gems, it’s passing them onto 
others. In that spirit, I present to you ten of my favourite things learned over 
the past few years, which’ll hopefully convince you that we’re not just a City of 
Literature, but a bleddy brilliant one at that.

In Nottingham, poetry is the new rock ‘n’ roll
If you thought cramming shoulder to shoulder into sweltering, spot-lit rooms 
above pubs was the sole preserve of guitar band fans, you need to get yourself 
down town and into one of the many poetry events that crack off over the city. 
I’ve been to gigs that make Rock City’s loudest offerings seem tame, with 
audiences that display more diversity than any music gig. Nottingham has an 
incredibly exciting scene, where the lines between hip hop, poetry and grime 
are blurred to redundancy. I’ve yet to see a stage dive after a particularly 
electrifying quatrain, but it’s probably only a matter of time.

Our fellow cities are good fun
We now have 27 other cities in the City of Literature network, from Reykjavik 
to Melbourne; Montevideo to Ulyanovsk (it’s in Russia). We work together 
on projects, share ideas and do our best to build a better world with words. 
They provide a constant source of fascination and humour: have you ever tried 
explaining the concept of pantomime to Americans and Australians? Don’t. 
It won’t help. When Baghdad joined the network, I asked one of their team 
what had qualified them for the award. A perfect pause, and “Well. We sort of 
invented writing.” Touché.

Notts slang is the most contentious subject matter ever
Seriously, it makes Brexit look tame. Each week, I host a Notts Word of the Week 
on the City of Literature website, using University of Nottingham’s linguist 
Natalie Braber’s book Nottingham Dialect as my source material. Not a single 
entry goes online without it being contested. Is it “mamar” or “nanar”? Is 
“nesh” exclusive to Notts? Did “mosh”, to describe loose coal jiggling around 
when transported, inspire the more common heavy-metal-dancing usage of the 
word? I’m convinced this is how wars start. At least we can all agree on “cob”, 
can’t we?

We do a fine line in inspiring urchins
Not only was JM Barrie’s Peter Pan apparently inspired by a waifish, ragged 
young boy the writer saw while walking through Clifton Grove, but we can 
also stake a claim on Oliver Twist; Dickens’ classic tale was a fictionalisation 
of the true tale of Nottingham’s Robert Blincoe, an orphan expelled from the 
workhouse into a life of crime after daring to ask for more. Charles Kingsley’s 
The Water Babies featured Young Tom, a chimney sweep based on a real child 
labourer from Notts; Kingsley’s dad was from around here. When it comes to 
undernourished youth lighting narrative fires in the imaginations of the nation’s 
finest writers, we ruled.

Arthur Seaton has the power to draw throngs of students 
from Milan to some of Nottingham’s less glamorous streets
In May 2016, I got a call from an Italian university. “I’ve got 25 MA students 
studying Saturday Night and Sunday Morning. We’re flying over next week to 
look at the places it was set, can you help?” And so it was that very early on a 
Sunday morning, I led a group of students, some suffering the after-effects of a 
Seaton-esque Saturday night, from the Square to Canning Circus, through what 
remains of the Raleigh factory and across Wollaton Park to Bramcote Hills, as 
they eagerly took selfies outside derelict pubs and abandoned factories. If you 
thought turning Ilkeston Road into a tourist hot-spot was beyond the powers of 
literature, think again.

Our publishers lead the world
You’ve probably walked past the offices of Angry Robot Books near Nottingham 
Contemporary many times without realising that you’re strolling past a globally 
renowned publisher changing the face of science fiction. Up in Kimberley, 
DayGlo books are reinventing the concept of publishing with a series of simple, 
cost-efficient ideas that ensure people with dyslexia can read books with 
minimal trouble. Spokesman Books continue to uphold the great Bertrand 
Russell’s rich legacy, and Five Leaves lead the field in radical publishing. 
Candlestick Press have practically reinvented the poetry anthology and have 
eye-watering sales to match such genius. Heavy industry may have died in 
Nottingham, but the voracious fire for innovation that made us world leaders in 
pharmaceuticals, lace and bicycles burns on in our creative industries.

Byron was a well-endowed vampire, but no one really knows 
where DH Lawrence has got to
You probably know that the mad, bad and dangerous to know swashbuckling 
poet is buried in Hucknall, but you might be surprised to hear that when 
his crypt was last visited in the thirties, the tomb raiders found his body 
in near-perfect condition despite being dead for over a century, and noted 
that his, ahem, appendage “shewed quite abnormal development” or, as a 
less-mannered witness put it in a later interview, “He was built like a pony.” 
Apropos of nothing, one of the men to see this terrifying sight was Broxtowe’s 
local MP at the time, the marvellously monikered Seymour Cocks.

At least we know where Byron rests. While it was once assumed DH Lawrence’s 
ashes were in a memorial at Taos, New Mexico, a 1976 deathbed confession 
from the guy charged with transporting the cremains to the USA from France 
revealed they’d actually been lobbed in the Mediterranean to save the hassle of 
getting them past custom posts “I threw away the D.H. cinders... my worst lie is 
the D.H. Lawrence cinders lie” revealed Angelo Ravagli, the scamp.

Nottingham City of Literature is technically not a good name 
While our city is jammed full of excellence, we’re more than just the city: how 
could we exclude the wider county, and all things Eastwood? There are some 
excellent publishers, writers and heritage all over the county, so we don’t 
discriminate against our less-urban neighbours. Also, “literature” is a little 
limiting as a word, and suggests just books, when we’re rich in screenwriters, 
lyricists and other wizardly wranglers of words. However, “Nottingham, and 
the Wider County Basically Anything with an NG Postcode of Literature, Lyrics, 
Poetry, Screenplays, Scripts, Feature Writing etc” is not easy to get on our 
letterhead, so the original will have to do.

Having a Nottingham Young Poet Laureate is a scream
Georgina Wilding was chosen in September 2017 to be our official verse-smith, 
and her feet have barely touched the ground since. What’s more, she’s also one 
of the funniest people to work with, and whether it’s turning on the Christmas 
lights or having a camera stuck in her face and told to rhyme on demand, she’s 
a consummate pro. Even when given just a couple of days to turn out a poem to 
present to Prince Harry and Meghan Markle, she turned out a beautifully crafted 
piece before I’d even Googled where in Nottingham I could buy vellum and a 
quill. Expect to see a lot more of her genius in 2018.

Whatever people say I am, that’s what I’m not has been the 
city’s unofficial slogan for centuries
Sillitoe’s arch anti-hero Arthur Seaton might have codified it, but it’s been there 
since the marshy settlements around the Trent first started merging. Perhaps 
we can blame that original socialist outsider, Robin Hood. Perhaps it’s due to 
being stuck on the fault-line between North and South. Whatever it is, it’s the 
energy that fuels the spirit of rebellion running as an unbroken angry howl 
through the centuries, occasionally increasing in pitch until the rest of the world 
can’t help but hear. Ray Gosling, Ottoline Morrel, Lawrence, Byron: our writers 
have kicked out against the stale and the hypocritical with the same bracing 
energy that made us (in)famous as the city of riots, of burning down the Castle, 
of the Luddites and all others who make this place too lively and too contrary to 
pin down. We’re now in a position to shout out to the world, and we want you 
to help us do just that. We’re a city of voices, a city of words, a city of literature. 
Come and join us, and make sure we’re heard.



PICK OF THE MONTH

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

WED
17 JAN

FRI
26 JAN

SAT
27 JAN

THURS
25 JAN

7pm

SAT
28 JAN

Beat The Streets
Rock City, Stealth, Rescue Rooms and The Bodega

The Beautiful Game
Nottingham Playhouse

LeftLion Open House
The Angel Microbrewery

Singing Africa by Toto
Market Square

7.30pm 2pm + 7.30pm

Across the country, we’ve seen a dramatic increase in homelessness and rough sleeping. 
According to figures released in January 2017, an estimated 4,134 people sleep on the 
streets on any one night here in the UK, and rough sleeping in the East Midlands has 
increased by 23%. The figures are scary, and with reforms to our benefit system, including 
the introduction of Universal Credit, and a lack of social housing, things are bound to 
get worse. The DHP Family, in collaboration with I’m Not From London, Hockley Hustle, 
Farmyard Records and Rough Trade, have decided to do something about it, and have 
pooled their musical resources to present to you, for the first time ever, Beat the Streets. 

For a whole day at the end of January, the city’s biggest music venues – Rock City, 
Stealth, Rescue Rooms and The Bodega – will be alive and kicking with music from the 
likes of Eyre Llew, Sleaford Mods and The Invisible Orchestra to name but three, with 
all proceeds from ticket sales and bar takings donated to Framework. DHP’s George 
Akins said: “It’s increasingly evident that we have a growing problem once again with 
homelessness in the city, with many people reaching crisis point. The aim with Beat the 
Streets is to make it a force for positive change, using music to bring together the people 
of Nottingham to raise funds and help make a difference where it is so desperately 
needed.” Tickets £10 in advance.

You might have seen Next Door Dance doing their thing 
at one City of Football event or another, but now you can 
see ‘em in all their glory over at Nottingham Playhouse. 
The four women are bringing their football-themed, 
dance-packed show, The Beautiful Game, to Nottingham 
audiences once again, taking a look at what it means to be 
a British football fan and even attempting to explain that 
pesky offside rule. £8

There’s no rest for the wicked, and none come wickeder 
than us. We’re kicking off the new year with the first 
LeftLion Open House of 2018, where we’ll be ready and 
waiting for your lot to rock up and have a natter and a 
bev. If you’ve got an idea for a feature, or want to know 
how you can contribute to this mighty fine rag, do show 
your face. We’re all dead friendleh. Free

This is not a drill. This is a real life event that is going to 
happen in all of your real lives, and we’re really, really 
excited about it. Leave your house for the first time since 
the festive period, and head down to Market Square 
to bless them rains alongside the general Hoodtown 
population. We don’t know who created the event on 
Facebook, but whoever you are, we’re eternally grateful. 

SUN
29 JAN

1pm 3am



YOUR TIME

OUR
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Visit us in February or March 2018
to launch your creative career 

Search NTU open days 
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