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Paolo Hewitt


Heaven’s Promise



London, 1988, and the winds of change are blowing through the city, kicking up a storm. A gal pregnant and a DJ running for cover. The birth of the E generation and a race riot erupting.


The Sheriff is trying to talk to Prince and Sammy the Foot is dancing up a treat. Everything was Tuesday until she quit without an explanation whilst a young Italian is looking to score and a mother is fighting off the fascists. Someone just dropped one and said ‘it’s as if we were in heaven’ whilst outside the club a seven-month-old baby is crying hard.


Heaven’s Promise stands, underrated, in the intersection of great modern London novels, between Absolute Beginners and Trainspotting – a tradition of youthful struggle and creative ambition embodied in a City of Dreams, a vision as potent in the rave culture of the late eighties as it was in the fifties – and as it is today.


 




This book is dedicated to the following without whom...


Sarah Jane, (One day we will be free),


Stephanie Hardy, for a love supreme,


My own Brother P., for enduring loyalty and wisdom,


The Supino famiglia from here to Sorrento,


Jeff Barrett, for spotting the potential,


And to an extraordinary circle of friends who, without a word being said, gathered around and caught me everytime I fell.


Love and happiness to each and every one.


 




Foreword


by Irvine Welsh


It’s easy now, with the commercialisation of dance music and the ubiquity of (often bad) drugs, to be blasé about Acid House and forget what a life-changing scene it was. House music, and its demon cousin, ecstasy, were amazing, masterly phenomena. They came along at just the right time, when the energy of punk was fizzling away and the dull, Thatcherite hegemony of money-grubbing had wankered out youth culture.


Suddenly we were all flying again, literally, in many cases, as the interface between a drug and a genre of music had never been so pronounced. When you were out on one everybody was a potential life-long friend.


One night in London I was out with some buddies and I met Paolo. As so often happens we found we had a lot of mutual friends, and ended up back at the home of one of them, surrounded by the usual procession of cool men and smart, beautiful women.


Paolo and I had been through the defining experience of punk in our youth. In that time-honoured way of those enlightened people who refuse to grow up, we recognized each other as kindred spirits; men who were enjoying the fuck out of the house scene, when many of our contemporaries were succumbing to mortgages and children.


Later Paolo told me that he was writing a book called Heaven’s Promise, which was about the emergence of the house/rave scene in London. I had been working on something with a similar theme for a while, and I admit that my first thought was a jealous one, something along the lines of ‘that Tottenham wanker has beaten me to writing a novel about the house scene.’ When you’re a younger writer you tend not to believe the truths about there being many paths up the mountain, you just think that you’ve been beaten to the punch. 


Paolo send me proof copies of his book, which was brought out by our mutual pal Jeff Barratt, on his Heavenly imprint. The bad news was that I thought it was very good, the better news that it was stylistically very different from my own offerings. Heaven’s Promise is a soulful ride through the London of those heady days, a love letter to the city as much as a scene. It evokes the times when the already overwhelmingly anticipated night out was kicked up further by the waiting, the rumours and the cat-and-mouse games with the authorities. Then – finally – the rapture as we all bounced irresistibly to a four-four beat blasting out a warehouse in East London, punctuated by mad conversations with deranged geezers, melting smiles from pretty girls, and queues for dodgy toilets. It also contains the best description of, for the first time, coming up on a quality E, that I’ve ever read. 



Acid House has inspired a lot of creativity, in fiction as well as other art forms. But there are very few novelistic accounts of what it felt like to be young and naive in this era. Heaven’s Promise is therefore indispensible, the Absolute Beginners of Acid House.   



 






Part One





COLOUR ME LONDON


Early 1988







Looking back on it now and having been granted a somewhat sensitive impulse, a bitter sweet quality that can bring both joy and pain into one’s daily runnings, it was not strange to me that when the phone started up in my yard that Saturday morning, I somehow knew my world was going to change forever.


This was not, I hasten to add, a fully formed clear-as-blue thought that came into my mind’s eye but one which flashed by with very little attention paid to its distant, rainbow like journey. It was only much later that my HQ, in its inimitable and unique style, ran past me again this distant premonition thus prompting the putting of pen to paper.


I should also state that when the phone kicked sharply into life I was hardly in full control of my wide and diverse facilities, given the relatively early nature of the day. It takes space, solitude and numerous coffee cups to clear the fog of sleep from my mind and prepare me for the events ahead, and it is not until the clock has slipped an hour that I become fully compos mentis and ready for whatever the world wants to throw at me and, of course, vice versa.


It was 10.30 in the a.m. when I picked up the receiver and killed the phone’s shrill noise, situated as I was in the front room of my small London abode.


‘Yep.’


‘It’s Sandra.’


This was a gal that I had been seeing off and on, on and off, over the past few weeks and if truth be told my feelings towards her were hardly of the Romeo and Juliet type such as you can occasionally see in certain couples who, lost in the glow of new found love, can hardly walk ten yards down the road without loving each other up.


‘Oh hi,’ I replied, ‘how’s it going?’


‘Fine. I’m pregnant.’


‘You are what?’


‘I said, I am pregnant.’


I have sometimes wondered in my numerous day dreams, when my HQ gladly pushes reality aside to conjure up all manner of fanciful thoughts, how I would feel if I was ever confronted with the words that Sandra had just used and, although I took the painful and, let’s face it, not exactly the cleverest route to answering that question, I can at least jot down the answer now with complete and utter certainty.


Numb. Your body and mind turn numb. Every emotion or feeling inside instantly ices over and your mind, like a TV as it’s just been switched off, goes blank, unless, of course, the gal in question is your fulltime squeeze and you planned the whole caboodle from start to finish. This, I have to relate, was not my position and so I said the first thing that came to mind.


‘Is it mine?’


‘You fucking bastard, I knew you’d say that. Who do you think I am?’ she demanded.


I realised my error and quickly scrambled for cover although there was some logic behind my question. In the nature of a casual affair, which is how I read it, I have always been of the notion that neither partner can really make claims on the other’s runnings.


Where Sandra went and how she conducted her time when she was away from me was down to her and her alone.


‘I’m sorry,’ I said, ‘I didn’t it mean that way.’


An uncomfortable silence settled in between us, each waiting for the other to speak. Sandra finally went first.


‘Well, hot shot, got anything to say or has the cat got your tongue?’


‘I thought you were taking precautions. We talked about it.’


‘They failed.’


I couldn’t help but think, right then and there as I held the phone in disbelief, just how seriously unpredictable life can be. A piece of rubber snaps in half and suddenly two people are hurtling down a road they never knew existed, their lives turned upside down and careering towards who knew where.


‘Aren’t you happy?’ Sandra asked in a tentative tone, her voice tailing off. I really couldn’t tell if she was joking or not but knowing the quick silver temper that I have seen rear up in her on a couple of occasions I thought it best not to ask.


If the truth be known, I was actually praying that this was a huge wind up being played out at my expense and in a few seconds Sandra would burst into laughter and this whole nightmare would be over. Which is the kind of desperate thinking you get into when something appears out of the nowhere blue and knocks you clean off your feet with a force that is ten times your strength.


‘Well, we’d better meet,’ I heard her say, the words cutting through the air of silence and shock that I was being forced to breathe in.


‘No, now now, not today,’ I quickly replied. ‘I’m busy all over the weekend.’


This was not a true statement on my behalf but I needed time to stall and get myself and my thoughts together.


‘How you fixed up Monday?’


There was no answer and I suddenly imagined her sitting at her yard, a sinking feeling opening up her stomach as she came to realise that I was not the best person to have been recruited for the job of fatherhood.


‘Call me first thing, Monday. Alright?’


I held the phone carefully and then she exploded


‘No, it’s not alright you bastard. You fucking well call me.’


Sandra smashed down the phone and the line crashed. I put down the phone and sat there in complete silence, unable to believe what had just passed. I reached for a cigarette, sparked up and then swung back into action. Picking up the phone, I hit a number and twenty seconds later, much to my relief, my closest confidant, the Brother P. came on the line.


I can’t tell you how glad I was to find him for he is an elusive man and very prone towards the unpredictable, this being one of the reasons I dig him.


‘P. man, it’s me. We need a meet fast.’


‘Yeah?’ came his cool reply delivered as if it was a question, ‘Papa’s in an hour?’


‘That’s the one. Check you then.’


Putting the phone to rest, I snapped on the answer machine. desperately wanted to clear the buzzing in my head and had no inclination whatsoever to parlare with anyone else, especially if Sandra took it upon herself to call back.


I have to say here that what did me up the most was Sandra’s little line about being happy as if on receiving her disaster bulletin she somehow expected that I would be hiring out the Royal Albert Hall to celebrate.


How she got to that point I have no idea but what I do know, to paint a clearer picture, is that this loose link between us had started at The Unity Club where I can be found DJ’ing three nights a week, this being my chosen profession and how I am able to provide a roof over my head, foodage on the table, gears in the wardrobe and enough tunes to keep me happy and employable. I had only just started spinning there having gained the job through a lucky squeeze. Costello, the club’s middle aged and gruff manager, had caught the club’s regular DJ with his headphones around his neck and his hands in the till and personally marched him out of the club. Appealing to the Brother P., the boy to call when such situations arise, and who, as fate would have it, luckily happened to be present and correct that night, for assistance, my main link dialled my number and I have held down the post ever since. On my fourth nervous night there, as it is not often that such golden chances arise, Jill, w ho works the cloak room, brought a drink and a friend up to the booth.


‘This is Sandra,’ she announced, clutching her arm.


‘She’s a good friend of mine and she wants to know if you will play a record for her, and because you’re such a good DJ and a sweetie to boot, I told her that I’m sure you would.’


I made a slight grimace for Jill, a small, blond haired gal with a wide smile and unflappable nature, which comes in very useful when fifty people are rushing to get their coats and then home, knows as well as I do that this asking for records business is something every DJ hates.


It’s either odds on that he or she hasn’t got the tune in question or, if they have, it is always one that will automatically kill stone dead the mood they are trying to build.


‘Oh, forget it,’ Sandra said, noting my small expression of disapproval and starting to turn away. ‘You probably haven’t got it anyway.’


Now there are many things you can say to a DJ but if you really want to get to him or her, just simply suggest that their collection is not up to par and then retire ten yards after lighting. Shame to say it but DJ’s are by nature’s cruel design zealous hoarders of vinyl, self obsessed individuals who always want to be one step ahead of the pack and who see nothing wrong in dedicating their lives and cashola to building up an unrivalled amount of tunes, this being their version of the Holy Grail and how to achieve meaning in life.


They are also not above telling out and out lies about tunes they claim to possess and even I have to plead guilty on that score. ‘That Billy Brooks track? Yeah, I know it. Got it a few months back. Safe track, man.’


To be shamed in front of your peers for not owning a current hot tune that everyone is parlaring about always brought back that unwelcome feeling you got back in school, when your P&M couldn’t or wouldn’t buy you the latest gears and you walked around for days cut off from everybody.


You have to keep face and that is why heaven to a DJ is finding a record that no one else is onto and letting it loose upon the crowd you play to because, believe it, if it’s a great enough tune, in no time at all it will be the record on everyone’s lips and, what’s more, your name is associated with it. That’s what gives you the juice in this game and what you are always aiming for.


So to publicly doubt me, as Sandra had just done, was guaranteed to spark me off but before I could properly respond to her challenge, I have to say that I was thrown off course by the little smile that was playing on her mouth and starting to intrigue me, myself and I.


‘What tune is it?’ I asked, acting bored while all the time slyly taking in the rest of her appearance which, I must state, was not an unpleasant experience given her large, dark brown eyes, the casual simplicity of her dress, smart white t shirt and faded Levis, and the languid movement of her legs as her and Jill made to walk away.


‘It’s called “Nobody But You Babe,” by Clarence Reid,’ she said over her shoulder.


It was a class request, no doubt on that one, but it was stacked away at my yard and out of sight.


‘I’ve got it at home, if that’s any good to you,’ I replied.


‘How nice for you, dear.’ Sandra motioned to the dex behind me with raised eyebrows.


‘By the way,’ she said, ‘the tune you’re playing is about to finish.’


Turning to the dex in a panic, I hastily mixed in another tune, and not too badly either if I don’t say so myself, for the dancers out on the floor, and there were some serious movers in the house that night, failed to notice the join and kept to the groove, thankfully not deserting the dancefloor in huge numbers, the nightmare that haunts every DJ who is playing out and one which the Brother P. once termed as the playing of the Moses Record.


That’s when you play a tune that is so wack and wrong that the crowd out on the floor suddenly part like the Red Sea and leave you playing to a deserted floor.


When I looked back Sandra had floated away and I had two chances of spotting her, little and none. The Unity Club, let me explain, is a tight, dank venue where naked pipes run across all the walls and constantly drip-drip-drip, oozing condensation.


Behind my booth, there is a bar area with tables and chairs to rest upon. In front of me is the small sized dance arena where the people pack in tight, rubbing, touching, sweating and expressing themselves to the music. The faint smell of sex is everywhere and anywhere, and from my raised booth I can hardly make out the faces as they move through the gloomy light like ghosts, so I knew I’d lost Sandra swallowed up as she was by the darkness and the crowd.


She would either have to come over to me or I would have to wait for the last tune and lights up to locate her, so I put her out of my mind’s frame and concentrated on my DJ’ing. This is a skill which I look upon as a true art form, although I know many people don’t even think about the DJ, in the way you get on a bus and never check the driver until they do something mad like take a bend at 80, which is when you sit up and take notice.


But for me, myself and I, DJ’ing is one of the few things in life that really moves me. To be able to play your record collection to a crowd of people and see them respond favourably, is not only to have your taste vindicated but can actually, when the crowd is moving as one, be quite a moving sight.


My faves, and I don’t mean to be unpatriotic and all that, are the Americans for I have heard bootleg tapes from New York and it’s unbelievable what some of them cats get up to. I work off two dex, which is hard enough, but these dudes double that amount and you still can not hear them mixing from one record to another because somehow, they keep the beat steady and constant, and one day, when the cashola is there, I have determined to fly over and discover their secrets.


Switching my attention back to the job at hand, I decided to go into m y favourite mix, a musical concoction that I had put together at home on my two SL 1200 turntables and which featured ‘Raw’ by Big Daddy Kane, ‘I Know You Got Soul’ by Bobby Byrd, ‘Rebel Without A Pause’ by Public Enemy, James Brown’s ‘Stone To The Bone,’ Sly Stone’s ‘If You Want Me To Stay,’ Cymande’s ‘The Message’ before heading back to the present with Eric B. and Rakim’s ‘Microphone Fiend.’


As I was searching out the next tune whilst also thinking what a powerful force music is and how it can really help you deal with the stress and strain of Capital living by allowing you to let off big time on the dancefloor, I noticed a compilation LP I had just picked up on the cheap and which featured the tune Sandra had asked for, all present and correct on side one, track 4.


I pulled it out, mixed it in and within thirty seconds of the tune finishing, there was sweet Sandra standing beside me, saying, ‘I thought you said it was at home.’


‘It was,’ I replied, ‘but I ran home to get it for you.’


‘Fetch me a bucket,’ she said with a laugh that lit up her face.


‘Eddie Bo,’ I replied.


‘What?’


‘Eddie Bo. He cut a tune called “Check The Bucket.” I forget which label.’


‘How absolutely fascinating. And I suppose that record is at home as well.’


‘Third shelf, on the left hand side. Where do you live?’ Sandra hesitated for a moment. ‘North.’


‘Well, if you want to share a cab after, you can pop m and meet the great Eddie Bo.’


‘I think I can live without that dubious privilege,’ she replied.


‘But we can share a cab if you like.’


This we did but if you’re wondering what came next, let me tell you straight away, people, that nothing happened that first night except for some pleasant chit chat in the back of the cab.


It was the following night when it all went off. Sandra unexpectedly called round, (‘the friend I went to see was out...’) and, after a couple of brews and a few smokes, I picked up the courage to pull the following stunt, taught to me, myself and I by the first number at our school, an Italian number called Enzo, to lose his cherry, much to our great consternation and extreme astonishment.


Now, believe me, I know the following yarn sounds a bit silly in the cold light of day but it does work so I’ll put it down and you can make of it what you will.


‘What you do,’ Enzo explained to a group of us hanging onto his every word as if he was the Messiah just descended, which to many of us he was as he’d just pulled off something that the rest of us could only think about, ‘is you sit on the sofa with her and about half way through the evening pick up her hand and say, that’s a nice ring you’re wearing. Keep holding her hand. After she’s said, yes, so and so gave it to me, either she’ll pull her hand away, in which case forget it, or she will let you hold on, which means you’re in.’


Sandra let me hold her hand but the nerves between the both of us could have kept this town’s electricity supply alive for a 100 years until, unable to stand the tension anymore, I made a move and we began kissing.


Sad to say but my first romp with Sandra was not the starry eyed experience that you always hope for when you couple up for the first time, but then how could it be when you consider that sex, nine times out of ten, only fires up after a real familiarity has been established, and you get to know each other and what is required, which is why I have to laugh everytime I go cinema and there, on the silver screen, the two leads fly at each other to a sound track of deafening moaning and groaning.


It’s not the depiction that upsets me and far from it, because I’d much rather watch people loving it up than kicking ten shades out of each other any day of the year, but it’s the obvious dishonesty of it all that bugs me, so much so, in fact, that if the keeper’s of the nation’s morals, Mrs. Mary W. and her army of knitting needles, were to campaign on this ticket, namely persuading the film numbers to depict how things really go down between people about to dip their feet in some of the deepest and strangest waters there are, why she’d have my vote each and every time.


As it was Sandra and I were fumbling and awkward with each other, failing badly to reach the fireworks stage and it struck me after, as I tried to drift off into dreamland and put behind me what had just passed, that the idea of sex with someone was sometimes far more of a kick than the act itself, and when you also considered the grief you saved both yourself and your partner, then may be that would be the best course for me to charter over the next few months.


The problemo, of course, stemmed from that vital piece of man known as John Thomas. That incorrigible organ tends to direct a man’s outlook a lot of the time and if every boy and girl was wised up to his ways and manners at a very early age, then you’d have the smartest, not to mention the happiest nation on earth. True thing, people.


Contemplating these thoughts I slipped into darkness and when I came to the next morning Sandra had flown the yard to get to work, leaving behind a name and number which I used the next night to invite her down to The Unity.


Indeed, the romping started to gear up between us but if truth be told it never hit full swing and that was down to me and the fact that I was still carrying a torch for the First Lady of my life, a state of being that I have only just come to terms with, although Sandra sussed it almost straight away.


On our third night together, she said, ‘There’s someone else isn’t there?’


‘No, there isn’t,’ I said, taken aback a little. ‘There is, I can tell.’


‘I promise you Sandra, I’m not checking anyone else.’


‘Just because you can’t see it doesn’t mean it’s not there,’ she said cryptically, and not, I have to add, a little sadly.


‘I don’t know what you’re talking about,’ I quickly said and then reached for her. She just sighed and now as I muse on it all I am left wondering if that was the night we created human life.


I •shook the notion out of my head and glanced at the clock.


10.53 a.m. Time to get busy.


I moved into my small bedroom and perused my gears which hang on a rail that takes up one side of the room. I should explain here that gears, the art of acquiring an item and then presenting yourself to the world in an eye balling fashion, is a lifelong habit of mine and although the choosing of how best to dress for the day is one of my morning’s better moments, that consideration for today, at least, was out of the window. Within two minutes I was dressed, gathering up my essentials for the day, which means cigarettes, keys, walk ma n, tapes, all of which are placed in a small bowling bag, and heading out of the door.


My yard is in North London, above a newsagents in fact, on the Stroud Green Road, a stretch of tar and pavement with a rambling selection of shops and dwellings on either side. As you might expect for someone of my limited means, my yard is small as there are but three small rooms to which I can keep myself and my belongings, the biggest space being taken up by the countless tunes I have gathered up over the years.


You will no doubt have sussed by now that for me, myself and I, music is one of the few reasons why I find existence on this earth so enjoyable, the simple reason being that not only is music capable of placing a lot of folk in a very cool mood, and that applies to each and everyone whether it be the sound of a church bell in the early morning mist or Miss Nina Simone testifying, but it can actually transcend normal life and take you out of yourself to a place that is unbelievably wondrous and inspiring.


Music can give you such a boost that from where I’m standing no drug has yet been invented to match it and that’s why every day I go in search of a fix. It is also the reason why the walls of my yard are filled with pictorial tributes to those God given talents, Marvin Gaye, Al Green, Stevie Wonder, Donald Byrd, Donny Hathaway, The Isley Brothers, and many more, whose work will always ring down the decades, touching every guy and gal for as long as the world keeps turning.


In fact, after Sandra’s call I had toyed with the idea of placing Miss Nina Simone’s heartaching ‘Little Boy Blue’ on the turntable to push me down so I could rise up higher, but instead, anxious not to be late, I rushed out of the yard and onto the concrete just as the Stroud Green Road was coming to life.


Saturday morning shoppers filled the pavement and buses, packed to the gills slowly manoeuvered between the parked cars, carrying some of the locals to the tube and a day in the West End. An array of colourful plastic shopping bags flashed in front of my eyes like a surreal painting as the street started to stretch itself for the long day ahead, announcing its waking amidst much noise and bustle.


I have to say that this is a really cool area to be plotted up in. Uno, most of the street is really wide, such as you see in pies of cities like Rome or New York, and I likes the breathing space that gives you. Due, there’s all kinds of shop business happening here to suit all tastes and fancies. Record shops, books, bakeries, car showrooms, supermarkets, newsagents, florists, electrical goods, and even an old Gentleman’s outfitters where, when you buy something, they write you out a receipt, ring up the price on an old wooden cash till and generally behave towards you as if you were Top Boy in a Noel Coward play.


Walk ten yards either side of this quaint bastion of a Britain Forgotten and you will come across a Chinese supermarket to the South and a Mauritian fish shop to the North, whilst if hunger should strike on your journey, you can, if funds are of a sufficient nature, mangare on Italian, Polish, Chinese or West Indian grub of the highest quality.


Throw in the different snippets of language that fly like birds up and down the road, mix in the assortment of tantalising smells that emanate from all corners and which must whisk up so many memories for the people living and working around the way, and consider the undisputed truth that within this area there is rarely trouble or tension in the air, just a shared sense of living on the balance, and you’ll understand my goodwill to the area and the fervent wish I harbour that such streets should be duplicated all over this green and pleasant land.


It was getting warmer as I headed towards the tube and as I slipped off my white Levi’s jacket, Digger suddenly loomed into view from out of a doorway that is set back from the betting shop, this being the local drunk who spends his days walking up and down, up and down, the Stroud with a constant runny nose and a can of Special Brew that his long skinny fingers clutch tightly.


His cheeks are hollowed out and his hair has turned white. You can see he is still relatively young but streetlife survival has aged him twenty years at least. Shabby clothes cover his skinny body and he slurs his words into an indecipherable accent, a linguistic style which proved totally troublesome to moi on my very first encounter with him when he blasted, ‘SLIVEUS SLOME MONEY,’ directly into my face one rainy morning.


It took me 60 seconds in the pouring rain to translate his demand as, ‘give us some money,’ a fair enough request given the burden he has to bear, and I handed him some coinage over, as I have been doing ever since I took up residence in this part of the world.


Since we are on this tip, I must explain that several acquaintances of mine often reprimand me for such actions, telling me, ‘that kind will only drink it,’ as if someone like Digger can beg up enough cashola which will one day enable him to walk into an estate agent’s, spread it all out on a table and grab a nice little semi out in the suburbs with the rest of the mortgage brigade.


Extreme I know but such attitudes often make me wonder about my fellow countryfolk for when it comes to feeding people who live thousands of miles away in a Godforsaken desert, living a life that you and I can’t even begin to imagine, the British prove themselves each and every time.


No doubt about it, as soon as the call comes through and the TV screen is full of starving children and desperate mothers, they’re up and away, raiding their hard earnt bank balances to give over to people they probably didn’t even know existed the day before. You have to tip your hat to them because that kind of spirit speaks volumes and should always be celebrated.


Yet ask them to do the same for someone living on the street but 200 yards away from their doorstep and you suddenly start walking into remarks like, ‘well, it’s their own fault,’ as if the folk in question had chosen that life as a kind of perverse career move and had now triumphantly achieved their ambitions in life.


When the stench of another’s nightmare gets too close, we smell ourselves and run away in horror, but that is no solution and so before Digger had to ask, I reached into my pocket and handed over the loose change. Thank God, I thought for the perverse warm weather for it might just make today a little easier for Digger and his compadres and, passing that thought, I soon found myself at the tube station.


Walking down the long snaking tunnel to the grey dirty platforms, I passed numerous people out and about on their business and somehow the scene livelied me up somewhat, especially as the busker on the morning shift was a young, dude coming on strong with a nice selection of Bob Marley tunes. I went to give him a coin as I do anyone who is not playing the obvious songs for my rule on buskers is a fair one. Nothing at all against The Beatles or Bob Dylan or Simon and Garfunkel, because they’ve all done their bit, but if I hear one more crooner singing ‘Yesterday’ or ‘Knocking On Heaven’s Door’ then I will have no option but to immediately report them to the nearest authorities for gross public misconduct, and that especially applies to ‘Theme From The Deer Hunter.’
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