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1. THIS AIN’T THE SUMMER OF LOVE





I looked up from the book I wasn’t reading and glanced around at the other passengers, all the while raising my butt cheeks as imperceptibly as possible, so as to let off an unprovenanced SBD. My biliousness at 35,000 ft got the better of me, however, and – rather than the intended farten – instead a flabby brown thickshake slurried into my leather kecks. This was too much even for me. My heart beat so fast Al Jourgensen programmed it and my stomach’s long-congealed smorgasbord of illegal, psychiatric and over-the-counter drugs forced me upright, lurching upright, hesitating and lurching upright, then escorted me with great haste to the lavatories at the back of the plane. One woman waited in front of me. Alright? I rested against her back and lolled my head into her neck. She let me go in first. I collapsed on to the moulded seat thing and shat long and hard … once again into my leather kecks. Then my phone rang – probably Mick – and I fell asleep. When I woke up, my phone was ringing again and people were pounding on the door and shouting. I soon realised they couldn’t get in however hard they beat, so I slid down on to my haunches in that tiny gap between the toilet seat and the door, and fell asleep again, my blood circulation terminated at the knees, my head pulsing like a cranium-sized bell-end unable to orgasm. The next time I woke up was when Rave-orange tank-suited Sardinian airport engineers prised the door off the lavatory and I fell forward into a brief consciousness as I smacked against the wall opposite. My phone rang and I rose out of my body and stared down judgementally at my bleeding, sticky face below. A stewardess screamed but nobody caught me, or even dared approach my stinking proto-corpse. Instead, the engineers cordoned off the area and let me come to gradually in my own brown-trousers-round-the-ankles humiliation, as embarrassed African ladies hoovered the aisles and disposed of jet-set rubbish. My phone rang again: Mick for certain. Eventually, I staggered/shuffled/crawled/seeped/inched back into the eurobog’s restricted square feet and did my best to clean myself up.



















2. MY NAME IS ROCK SECTION, I’M THE STAR OF THIS NOVEL


11.30am, Saturday June 10th, 2006


Leaving Fertília Airport, Alghero, Sardinia





Cosmically entangled in the revelry of my own drunken spirits, I was utterly remote from humanity but still buoyant in my own solipsistic stupor. Welcome to Sardinia: my hell, my prison, my meditation these past sixteen years. What a place to die. But that’s precisely why I was back. And not for any grand death, either. Nothing heroic here, though neither was it all for purely selfish reasons. Not quite back to the Great Infinite. Oh, but what greedy anticipation! However, I’d long believed that before I quit this 21st-century episode of my Mortal Coil forever, I would first be obliged to settle certain life accounts for all of the others for whom Sardinia had also become hell. I’m talking about those luckless fuckers who, like me, had got themselves kidnapped at Italia ’90 right after the one-sided hooligang war at Sant ’Elia Stadium had kicked off between the Rest Of The World and we hapless English. Oh, all right then, kicked off between the Unholy Alliance of Dutch and Italian Ultras versus we hapless English. Can I say it any louder? We were the victims. The hapless English. Since that dreadful summer of Italia ’90, the kidnappings had been ruinous both to the kidnapped and to their families; mental issues, overdoses, even suicides. You’ll most likely remember the story; it was a big thing at the time. Me, I’d probably been the least of the victims. Yeah, they beat me, humiliated me, drugged me – but they never buggered me. Besides, drugs have always been central to my life anyway (‘No Shit, Sherlock!’ – NME), so central that after the kidnapping I’d just spent the rest of the ’90s sinking deeper’n’deeper into the Smack Settee, waving bye-bye to the Present and befriending any compliant ex-psychiatric nurse willing to inject me with largactil, wheelchair me nice and cosy into ye local shopping mall, then leave me sitting peaceful for twelve hours.


Now I was back here one last time on this grief-giving island, and I was determined – drugged up to fuck, but determined – that before I slipped through the life net one final time, I should attempt to settle the score for those real victims of the kidnap. Dean’s sudden suicide yesterday on the eve of his thirtieth birthday had forced me to cut through the red-tape bullshit, twist the melons of a few airline employees I knew, and fly like the wind to demand Sardu restitution for Dean’s bereaved and aggrieved parents, his Sardu grandma and poor Uncle Mick left blubbering back in Blighty. Though you’d think, from all the phone calls he was currently bombarding me with, that Uncle Mick had himself been the sole victim. Mick Goodby: agnostic poet, fizzy drinks fanatic, novelty hitmaker, hermit, exercise magnate and murderer. Not that last one really, though I have seen it installed more than just a couple of times on his Wiki. But I knew plenty of people who blamed Mick for this entire situation. The kidnaps, I mean. Moreover, that very same Blame Culture tone had been struck by the dubious TV documentary team who – at the end of ’91, right around the first anniversary of Brent’s suicide – had hoodwinked Mick into being filmed during his most epic under-the-stairs psychological low-point. What callous cunts. Anyway, by now, my mobile phone screen was announcing ‘14 missed calls’, every one from Mick, probably embroiling me in dinner plans with some of his Catalan cousins in Alghero, or just clucking randomly about my being here without him.


Throughout these deep musings about my people and their cruel fates, I’d been slumped in total silence across the sumptuous front bench seat of a vast 1960s Buick convertible driven by Anna, whom I’d several months before hired to drive me around Sardinia. Not quite true, actually; back then through the internet I’d hired her archaeologist sister. But when Dean’s sudden death yesterday morning had galvanised me into action, her sister was away digging up Romans. So Anna it was who drove me now and also she who delivered me safe through airport security. How on earth did she sort that one out? I probably shouldn’t ask in my current proto-human state. No shower, but a bidet and a change of kecks well straightened me up. Besides, this weather was incredible. It was 95º and I was so cosy right here in this passenger seat that – as the rich olive groves and defiantly Catalan architecture around Alghero’s Fertília Airport had rapidly given way to a crumbling landscape of venerable Bronze Age towers – I’d actually had to check myself to keep from purring: very off-putting to the ladies. Nevertheless, as an impending Sacrificial Lamb whose Sardinian return was both dutiful and selfish, I’d long ago decided to be kind to myself during these, my final days. So I had, soon after landing, cleverly downed a few shots of those bizarre Fernet Brancas at the Fertília Airport café, followed by calamitous amounts of Sudafed, some very old Klonopin and Ativan prescription downers that I’d recently found clearing out my flat, plus … wait for it, that other little matter … all the fucking pot! What? Don’t even fucking ask. I’ve never ever done anything like it before, never ever copped out with the cops. But, after that arrival, then tottering with God’s Wedgie down the 737’s steel staircase into a full-on Med heat wave, then navigating eighty metres of sticky Sardu tarmac and spying those armed federalés? Well, I just totally lost my nerve for the first time ever and munched up my full half oz of squidgy black there and then. Gifted to me, gifted. I’d never pay for such rubbish: a CID mate’s going-away-present replete with gold Customs ‘confiscated’ seal and hazardous clear plastic wrap. But yeah, I shat out and downed the lot in the passport control queue. Nearly killed me, too, nearly killed my guts.


Spectacular results, though. Now less than two hours later I was so well rounded and recumbent lolling here on General Motors’ finest ’60s tuck-and-roll upholstery that neither the fumes of ye bucking & bronchial Buick, nor even Mr Sun’s Golden Wonder effects could trouble my equilibrium unduly – although I did probably have no more than ninety mins before another tussle with Armitage Shanks. Oo, the heat, my aching butthole, my heart going like the clappers. But for now I lay low under Anna’s radar, lost in thoughts of Dean’s final moments, his epic loneliness, his dead twin teenage brother already so many years gone, all of our spectacular fuck-ups (Mick’s spectacular fuck-ups). And I soon got very angry again at the crap manner in which the Italian authorities had dealt with our plight. Far too much still remained unknown here in 2006, such stuff as the authorities evinced no interest whatsoever in finding out. Who had really pushed my dear friend Leander AKA the posh rapper Full English Breakfast to his death that bleakest of afternoons before the England v. Ireland match? And how could the murder of this English viscount with a recent Top Ten hit single in full daylight on the World Stage have been passed off as an accident? What Figures Diabolical had decided that we all needed kidnapping for our sins? And who’d ordered the bummings? What the fuck! I’d only missed that special treat because I had the good fortune to be lactose intolerant – I’ll explain later – but those cunts still kicked the living shit out of my naked body.


At the trial, the Italian authorities had pinned all the blame for everything upon the infamous Dutch DJ and Rave producer ‘Judge’ Barry Hertzog: the murder, the kidnapping, the lot. After all – the authorities had argued – on the day of the match, Hertzog had been captured all over live TV dicing with death on top of the RAI-TV tower, playing bagpipes in Rave-orange face paint whilst marshalling his insane Party Orange members far below with a loudhailer, and directing them on how to increase the damage by pushing the Meatburger caravans over into the wind. But blaming only the insane Hertzog was just the authorities’ way of closing up the case. Every English and Irish fan at the match believed Gary Have-a-laugh’s claim that he’d seen another figure on the tower right near where Breakfast had ‘fallen’. And although we’d stolen a Carabinieri patrol car right from under their noses, really they’d just let that sucker go. Then, at the very height of a ninety-minute chase, the cops’ cavalcade of helicopters and Alfa Romeos had slowed down and allowed us to ‘escape’ into the diabolical clutches of parochial sodomists. How could Judge Barry Hertzog have organised that little lot with just his loudhailer? Who was he, some kind of Dutch Charles Manson?


But the judge at the trial came from Naples and cared nothing for truth. Shut down the whole embarrassing affair was all the authorities wanted. With FIFA’s collusion, the Italian government had – by diverting we insane English and Dutch fans to barbarian Sardinia – successfully avoided bringing down our wrathful Italia ’90 activities upon their mainland population. So now, following a somewhat similar pattern, all blame for the Sardinian murder and kidnaps was resting squarely upon the shoulders of a single foreigner: Judge Barry Hertzog. For evidence of Hertzog’s guilt, the authorities had nothing at all. So instead they pointed to the high levels of organisation that Party Orange had displayed in the run-up to Italia ’90. For example, furious with FIFA’s cruel decision to force Dutch fans to lodge on neighbouring Sicily except for match days, Party Orange had sneaked into Sardinia aboard the Skanska ferry through the northern port of Ólbia, light years away from Italia ’90. Purloining the orange windsock from Ólbia Helipad and running amok through the ferryport, Party Orange then headed inland to the hilltop town of Témpio Pausánia – the Sardu Hay-on-Wye – where shops were looted and books set on fire. It all read sensationally in the press, but how then could Barry Hertzog alone have pulled all these strings? Did any of it even happen at all? Bullshit. So with Hertzog as the authorities’ chosen scapegoat, all we’re stuck with is bullshit. Of course, the press had added in all of the weird goings-on and super-sleazy incidents that had taken place around Hertzog’s N. Netherlands Rave club Slag Van Blowdriver. But it was just more bullshit. So when, back in 1995, Hertzog had been jailed for twenty years for the whole shebang – murder, rape and kidnap – I was convinced that some kind of Jim Jones thing had taken over everybody’s minds.


Anyway, the outcome of this crock of cack is that my first move today is a long-overdue visit to Florinas Penitentiary, wherein resides the extremely bad Judge Barry Hertzog. It’s all booked and kosher, and it’s taking place at 2pm.



















3. ALL ABOARD THE 131


Midday, Saturday June 10th, 2006


On the Road to Sássari City





But barely had the balmy breezes of that Catalan northwest coast begun their grand massaging of my throbbing psyche and knitted brows, when – ring-a-ding-a-ding – there on the road before us now flashed dangerous evidence of possible hold-ups and snags in our seamless itinerary: signs for Sássari. Sássari? My mind reeled, then rocketed up from its Ocean Floor consciousness at this unrighteous and unlovely information: may the heavens help us please, in some way, halt our inexorable and near-immediate slither into those sludgy commuter-fast hinterlands around white-baked Sássari City. Oh, why had Anna taken this route so easterly, so unnecessary? Vicious hunks of strewn concrete rubble, barely organised contraflow, after-the-fact road sign placements and scores of dithering, heaving antique estate cars all of Italian manufacture, many o’er-filled to bulgery with farm produce, and all apparently piloted in the third person by remote, daydreaming rustics out on their annual interface with civilisation. Judge Barry Hertzog may well have to wait. For Anna had her own business to clear up.




ANNA: In Sássari. For my dad.





Oh. In front, a motorcyclist was ferrying a hawk in a cage so large that the rider himself was forced to perch upon his rear passenger seat, the caged bird up front and apparently at the controls. Caught behind this perilous duo, Anna slowly navigated our spluttering Detroit land-yacht inch-by-inch up the heaving concrete causeway and on to the elevated section of the 131, where we promptly came to a dead halt, central Sássari City spread out below on either side of us. Movement? Zilch. Zip. Nothing. Hmm, maintaining a schedule on Sardinia, indeed, keeping to any itinerary was, on this mysterious Mediterranean Ireland, always going to be sphincter-puckeringly problematic. Adding Sássari into the equation forever reduced your journey’s average speed to about minus zero m.p.h. Still we sat, motionless, both lanes and in both directions. Directly in front of us, the beleaguered hawk ferryman suddenly lost concentration then control of his moped, which rocketed forwards into the tailgate of a builder’s wagon, smashing the ferryman’s head unconscious and sending the gilded cage somersaulting across the highway between two family saloons. People got out to check the hawk, lit ciggies, stared critically in both directions, some frowning, but most remaining expressionless. The moped rider was fine; the hawk was smashed up to fuck. Dead for sure. In Portugal, Spain, anywhere in the Mediterranean you see these mad cunts pulling this shit all the time, you suppose they must know something you don’t. Yeah, they’ll pull it off. Looks pretty shabby behaviour but you give them the benefit of the doubt. Back home, I’d have twatted the guy – you cynical cunt, taking a chance with such a beautiful creature. Take that, sir! But here, it merely made me wake up out of my stupor long enough to realise I needed a serious piss. Drat. It was about this time then that Anna – obviously well versed in the concept of chronic Sássari gridlock – concluded that the surefire way through our temporary auto enslavement was via a spot of Smalltalk. Me, I was just desperate for that piss.







ANNA: (Earnestly from under her black fringe) It is the only one on the entire island.





She stared deeply into my eyes as she smoothed her right hand across the Buick’s dashboard. You do surprise me. But, not knowing her yet, I still managed to look appropriately impressed, the drool and cross-eyes probably undermining this somewhat though not catastrophically. Then Anna began to trot out auto facts to me, perhaps to keep me alert or for a short quiz later on. Measuring exactly eighteen-and-a-half feet from chromium prow to stern, this personal aircraft carrier was General Motors’ second most prestigious product of 1966, just below the two-grand-more-expensive Cadillac Eldorado … zzzzzzzzzzz … I probably dropped off for no more than thirty seconds; I certainly switched back on when she mentioned that Jayne Mansfield had been decapitated in exactly the same model as ours. Grisly. At last and apparently without reason, the 131 had now slowly started to move. And Anna, weighing up the Sássari gridlock from our elevated highway, judiciously decided that her own business in the city could hang fire temporarily – which was fine by me in a bit of a state and with such an important meeting ahead. Nevertheless, those twenty brief minutes of enforced 131-contraflow stillness had been my first non-forward motion in days. Sweet relief. Moreover, spending it lolling and foaming in Anna’s rather tasty convertible du jour was exactly the kind of high cultural level of pre-death experience that this Sacrificial Lamb believed he should be demanding. Now, what about that piss?


Two minutes later, I was clinging on for dear life, struggling in vain for non-existent seatbelts and peering helplessly into so-called reality as if through a kid’s kaleidoscope. Accelerating from zero to 80 m.p.h. whether their vehicles were capable or not, everyone on the 131 southbound was now nose-to-tail surging collectively across vast valley-spanning EU road bridges and through precariously placed EU tunnels. And everybody was attempting to travel faster than everybody else, although here everybody’s inexperienced at travelling fast and really unused to being in a bunch, so no fucker in the outer lane thinks to give you space when that 12 m.p.h. instant JCB digger – appearing out of some ‘Works Only’ exit – slips seamlessly into your slow lane … Oo, yer bastard. And nobody dares give it less than Jenson Button, because they’re Sards and they’re exercising their All-Too-Infrequently-Exercisable EU birthright. Oo ja! For most of their driving lives, your 21st-century Sardu drivers have no choice but to tootle along at about 40 m.p.h. on un-restored and potholed pre-war roads band-aided together decades ago by post-war concrete and industrial staples. This means that time spent on the 131 motorway is just about the only Sardu opportunity to experience what the rest of EU Italians daily take for granted; and which is why riding this section of the 131 is rather too much like sitting in a London bus that’s been entered in Ben Hur’s chariot race down a scree slope through the foothills of the Alps. However, at least this Strictly Sardu version of ye Common Market experience offers we Foreigners the rare opportunity to share said experience with – on this blessèd occasion, at least – a gawping toothless octogenarian in the outside lane straddling his melon-laden Piaggio three-wheeler jalopy (pre-war, what war?), all the while thumbs-upping me to death, winking at me, and staring right through me to cop a lusty visual of Anna. Oh, the 131. Imagine a very bustling UK trunk road arduously excavated through the most precipitous crags of South Wales, but madder, faster and tailgating like cunts while permanently squirting out the full beams over the shoulders of the Unfortunate in front of you, and you’re there. Well actually, no you’re not, I am. Unfortunately with neither hat nor suntan lotion, I’m also approaching a look that’s fresh out the microwave, grilling up a UK bacon complexion; rasher-pink blistering to Full Body-Pucker in one bolt of radiation. Darling, any chance of that pitstop in the near future?



















4. THE BACK LANES TO FLORINAS PENITENTIARY


1.45pm, Saturday June 10th, 2006


Side of a mountain, overlooking Ploaghe, N. Sardinia





Blissful blissful pissings. And with volcanic vistas, too. Staring down open-mouthed from this steep-sided eastern escarpment, squinting eyes a-blazing and cock in hand I pissed forever. Becalmed I was at last and safe behind a huge myrthus bush, which shielded me from Anna’s extravagantly improvised arse-out-into-the-traffic parking spot on this rather too dodgy curve up the lane to hilltop Florinas. Mick’s phone calls had finally subsided and, as I inhaled the primeval views of Sardinia for the first time in long, long years, I was forty-three years old and in compassionate mode. Be good to yourself, Rock Section. Just as the too-brief inertia of the Sássari contraflow had been quite long enough to Send Me, as the hippies used to say, so now did this brief Piss Stop yield me up to a sundrenched half-world of volcanoes and prehistoric cooling towers, yield me up to the Gods of extinct Mt Sassu ahead of me across the Ploaghe valley, and to its numberless regiments of rockstack sentinels that crowded the horizon like eager henchmen. And so, too, did this Grandiloquent Inertia yield me up not only to Sardinia, but also to its screaming Ur-shadow, to its Sardu-within, to that very kernel of its culture, that core of this blistering island – itself no more than a bobbing and defiant husk that rages upon the surface of the Med. But such a husk as rages forever: S A R D E G N A. I was back in the sunbleached, tar-black heart of that Eternal, Impenetrable, Impermeable and Unconquerable volcanic massif in whose remotest parts doting sons had, right up until the 1950s, still accompanied their doddery dads up to the local suicide cliff; a land wherein licensed women known as S’akkabbadòra-hèmina had legally euthanised the old and the infirm until Mussolini had put a stop to it all, and where local Catholic priests were forced by convention to wage singing wars with flamboyant bruxas and bruxos, themselves druid-styled after the ‘old religion’. Oh, this blissful, blissful Inertia. It was as though Time had – on this unforgotten mountainside – granted me a temporary pause from the chaos, safe from the death, safe from the treachery; pulled me into a dark entry unknown: sssshhh! I grabbed my throbbing brows with my left hand, and pressed my large flat fingertips into the temples. Gouging at the precise points of my cranium that I believed to be structural, I alternately dug then gouged, dug and gouged along the presumed cranial course in an attempt to free some psychic plaque from my stultifying noggin. Still staring out across the valley having a good old dig I was, when Anna – her head visible over the myrthus bush only if I strained my pissing figure counterclockwise – piped up from the driver’s seat.




ANNA: (Speaking to my back) You have all your documents ready for them?


ROCK: Yeah man, passport, driver’s licence, one bill with current address.


ANNA: Remember, don’t carry a knife.


ROCK: What, not into the prison?


ANNA: Of course you know. They’re very strict here. It’s tough.


ROCK: I’ll well behave.


ANNA: You’re really tall.


ROCK: (Looking over my shoulder; she was beaming at me) Yeah, about six-foot-two. What’s that in centimetres?


ANNA: Oh, I understand that feet-and-inches. That’s tall.





As I struggled back into the car, my heavy heart smiled as my eyes alit upon a large hardback nestling in Anna’s folded cardigan on the sumptuous rear bench of the Buick, emblazoned with the words Jim Morrison: Poems (1979–84). Perhaps it was just a co incidence I thunk to myself – could be Anna’s dad’s copy for all I knew – but this was by far my favourite period of Jim’s poetry, and I knew this volume inside out. A good luck sign. For me, so much of Jim’s recent stuff had become too scholarly, too rigid, just too obsessed with ‘righting wrongs’. Bad idea for an American. Where d’you stop? But this early-80s stuff was Jim at his absolute finest. All the mystical poems were in there, the occult ones too. And each of the naval poems was accompanied by its original essay, so Jim’s two epic American Civil War poems ‘The Monitor’ and ‘The Sinking of CSS Alabama in French Waters’ could really be appreciated for the rigorousness of that fucker’s research. Yeah man, your ultimate exploratory Jim in a single volume – and here’s my hired driver with a big old hardback edition on board. Sweet. I slid back into the passenger seat with a new vigour and stared at Anna, who was actually a bit of all right. Now no more than ten minutes away from our destination, we surged upwards into the outskirts of mountain fast Florinas. Can I have a quick Fernet Branca in the local bar? Like a very quick one? I was starting to cluck somewhat. But the drink impacted immediately on that oz of squidgy black, and I had to make a chase for the lavatory. Outside, Anna kept the car engine running, and as the weather now grew overcast we headed into the mountains.


Barely ten minutes later, the castellated walls of Florinas Penitentiary tormented the skyline to our right. Farther down the valley, skeletal monolithic fingers of jagged basalt rock took over beyond where the castellations terminated, in this rare instance Nature’s extraordinary randomness perhaps even more brutal than those ordered man-made walls. Miserable as fuck. Almost too dreadful to contemplate what conditions could be like inside.



















5. JUDGE BARRY HERTZOG


2pm, Saturday June 10th, 2006


Florinas Penitentiary, Florinas





At the drystone-walled prison entrance, Anna – in one graceful motion – swung Jayne Mansfield’s Ruin expertly between the two huge brutal outcrops of gnarly rock that passed for gateposts, then navigated up the penitentiary’s rugged 600-metre-long causeway at full tilt, our whitewall tyres screaming so outrageously on the once tarmac’d road that I semi-expected a waiting armed guard of reproving pistolleros when we crossed the drawbridge still at considerable speed. Where was the barrier? Where was the gate? Was this great elevated fortress not Florinas Penitentiary? Of course it was. This gargantuan façade was merely its gatehouse, its preliminary line of defence. Shadowed now behind twenty-feet-high walls, Anna and I were ushered into a Portakabin for passport and paperwork by a lame, tragic-looking warder named Klötz, who pointed up to a tiny rock-fast pillbox situated high in the crags above and – grinning obsequiously at both of us – declared: ‘Hertzog!’ Klötz was no more than five-feet-two-inches tall, extremely fat and sported a buckled leather jerkin w/metal nametag. His institutional haircut – a cartoon skinhead number 1 – was subverted by what looked like Soviet Issue sunglasses. Truly amazing shades. Gimme. But the poor guy wore a calliper on his lame leg, and a symbol of Authority he was not. Klötz invited Anna to pull up a chair in the Portakabin’s cosiest corner, poured her a cup of something hot, then hobbled over to the door and yelled: ‘Ourgon! Gorgo!’ My escorts were on their way.


Now there’s only one kind of behaviour an Englishman requires from prison warders, even a drugged-up fucker like this motherfucker. He wants, or rather I want them to look and act like prison warders. I want to know precisely where I stand. They’re not my friends, my buddies. Indeed, as evidenced by the lameness of Klötz, who was currently holding on to my passport and travel papers, prison warders are in possession of great powers. So when around the corner sprang these two tiny, rotund warders, jerks of the lowest order both, each virtually identical to Klötz and each sporting those same buckled leather jerkins bearing the nametags? Well, I had a real icky, suspicious feeling about this place. Not good at all. And when this jocular duo started slapping each other around right there in front of me, it just didn’t even feel real. Give it a break, fuckers. Worse still, although Ourgon and Gorgo had the look of chronic slug’n’snail gourmets both of them, these two Dumptys in two-minutes-flat danced me dizzy with their rough housing and bumpy slapstick routines. They both had far too much snap in their tails for me to feel remotely comfortable in my present state. Especially when we began to climb that precariously steep rock-cut staircase up to Barry Hertzog’s cabin-in-the-stars, when I utterly did not appreciate one of them jostling me and tickling me in the ribs. Boys. Boys. Up and up and up I struggled, my gozzy eyes focusing then de-focusing, focusing then de-focusing, genuinely shocked by the great spires of rock that jutted out alarmingly just beyond Hertzog’s cell. And as the leather soles of my worn-out city boots finally grasped once more at the kind of sensible, horizontal walled-concrete platform they’d been designed for, both of those size-11 stinkers audibly sighed a fart of relief … hhhhwwwwwsh.


Here atop the basalt cliffs of Florinas Penitentiary, all the while grasping for support at that meagre wall, I stared both aghast and impressed at the bizarre rock-cut cavern that passed for Hertzog’s incarceration. Only in Sardinia. How could it be? Surely this hermit’s cell was not a place of punishment but of Enlightenment. What a magnificent space. Its flat, vertical walls, its great hearth and chimney, even the ingeniously faked wooden beams of its high ceiling. No stranger to Sardinia arriving here for the first time could even have noticed that this clean, fresh, white-emulsion reception room had actually been excavated straight out of the living rock itself. Affixed above the entrance was a large red-and-yellow shield in the colours of Dokkum’s Be Quick F.C., next to it upon the near wall hung a great black-and-white poster from the Dutch WW2 movie Soldier of Orange. This impressive three-in-a-bed scene depicted a topless Susan Penhaligon being kissed by another whilst a particularly young Rutger Hauer looked on. Even more impressive was another carved low doorway that led into a lower antechamber beyond, wherein a large and well-lit map of Sardinia hung upon the wall at a curiously off-kilter angle. Well curious, about 20 degrees clockwise, I’d wager. The map had been festooned with hand-written nametags rendered in capital letters so large that even from my spec a full twenty feet away, they broadcasted loudly their culty disinformation: Mafeking, Durban, Pretoria, Cape Town. Mmm? But it was not until Warden Ourgon alerted Hertzog as to my arrival that the Judge emerged from his hiding place and acknowledged my presence in his clipped, formal tones.




HERTZOG: Hullo, Rock Section. Welcome to my Sardinia. It has been a very long time. Now, what can I do you for?





He still looked virtually the same, though what ‘the same’ really meant I dunno, as the World Media has fixed him forever in my mind’s eye leaping out of Italia ’90 as an X-faced Rave Grim Reaper atop an Eiffel Tower-sized World Cup TV gantry. That dreadful afternoon leading up to the England–Republic of Ireland match, I’d endured fire, gore, mob violence and water hoses right there below that bagpiping fucker. But it’s still the media photos and CCTV videos that stick in my mind nowadays. My only other personal contact with the Judge had been after one of my DJ sets back in Spring 1990, when – as a guest at his fucked-up mobile Rave club Slag Van Blowdriver – I’d found myself on the receiving end of one of his particularly prickly ‘Not all Netherlanders are from Holland’ rants. But now, after all the arduous paperwork that had finally brought this present meeting to fruition, I was somewhat taken aback that the Hertzog I was encountering was still entirely combative.




HERTZOG: What do you want here? Why now? You been planning this for months. I thought you gave up long ago.


ROCK: Dean went yesterday, the other twin. I had the money so I came. We know you didn’t kill Breakfast. We’re not blaming you for Dean. But there must be many things you know that could really improve the mental health of at least a few of we hapless English. You know, the victims.





He glared at me so reprovingly that it left me feeling itchy and scratchy. I flicked my left ear, made a couple of those ‘mwuh, mwuh’ faces that you do when a bogey feels caught in nose hair, then reached down to pinch the wedgie of my clean kecks out of my butt cheeks. Then I had a couple more fumbles in the kecks area just to rearrange the pocket material, which was all ridden up and lumpy. But right as I pulled out my left hand, a tiny wrap of once-glossy paper dropped out and bumped its way on to the desk in front of me. Hertzog seized the wrap and handed it triumphantly to one of the dumpty wardens. It was speed. Preludes. Two of those waxy lozenges I’d scraped down into yellow amphetamine. I’d forgotten about that.




HERTZOG: Victims. The Hapless English. Poor poor victims. You come to my laager. You don’t even grant me the temporary effort of de-lousing your filthy lifestyle. I’m incarcerated, you fucker. Have you never changed one thing about yourself in all these long years? Are you floating in some Dream Bubble above the world? You were never the hapless English at Italia ’90. You were never innocent victims. You fools were targets. You were kidnapped for your nihilism, for your redundant World-View, for your disregard of everything the Western World ever believed, or ever fought for. And that song your sugary ally unleashed across the radio? ‘Last Tango in Paris’! That was the celebration too far, a celebration of sugar and nothing. A catchy hymn to a fleeting feeling that never should have been celebrated. Half Man Half Biscuit. So close they were to being kidnapped, so many times. That they supported Tranmere would have been NO defence. Until, that is, Mick Goodby popped up his yellow head on behalf of Liverpool F.C. and begged with his corporate love song for me to blow it off his irresponsible shoulders.





I was now hearing from the mouth of Hertzog himself the absolute antithesis of everything I’d thus far managed to extract from his hit book Prison Writings. Indeed, everything that I’d allowed myself to pass for truth these past sixteen years was imploding and taking everything else down with it. Beyond gutted, I was hanged, drawn, quartered and distributed across four counties. The Hapless English motif had run unchecked throughout my entire two previous decades. I’d always believed that the kidnaps had fallen upon the four of us through sheer bad luck. Well, bad luck and Mick’s cuntish decisions in the Kidnap Capital of Europe – that had been my conclusion. What a total and utter not-thinking-about-it Brain Dead Twat I’d been … For despite all of the bad trips and weird scenes I myself had experienced up at Slag Van Blowdriver way before Italia ’90, and for all the creepy Groningen tales told by musicians I trusted, I’d still allowed my damned hatred of Authority to shield me from considering genuinely the possibility of Hertzog’s World Fiendishness.




ROCK: Our escape in that Carabinieri Alfa wasn’t your doing, though, was it? And making it through Cágliari all the way up the 131 wasn’t with your permission, was it? How do I know you’re not just claiming full kidnap credit after the fact?


HERTZOG: Once you were on the road, we had you if you made it past Oristano. From there, we had you.


ROCK: How?


HERTZOG: A different police force takes over after Oristano. Basic research. That’s why the helicopters, motorbikes, cop cars all pulled up to a halt at the same time. Once they were called off? You were ours then.





Having dwelled so negatively all these years on the shaky response of the Italian Authorities to these crimes, rather than considering the wider issue, I suddenly understood that I’d allowed Dean to kill himself in utter ignorance of why any of it had happened. Two thirteen-year-old boys go to Italia ’90 and events get so fucked up that neither sees thirty. The sum total of this new knowledge was now overwhelming me. During the fighting at Poett Beach and Sant’Elia Stadium, we’d had no organisation as such. But so soon after his big chart hits with Brits Abroad and Full English Breakfast, Mick – after years of social worker status behind him – had at thirty-two years old been so On One that he’d fully expected to take their beach at Italia ’90. Why? Because he was a poet and their beach was called Poett. That fucker had Roky Erikson’d us all into believing – mesmerised and shamanised us with his Chart Positions. We’d lost Full English Breakfast in a fatal fall that might have been a fatal shove, and ruined lives proliferated around us. These past sixteen years I’d spent consoling myself about the random nature of our kidnap. But never once had we been accidental victims; all along we’d been fucking targets. Mick’s song ‘Last Tango in Paris’, its international success, their wind-up performance on Top of the Pops, even the band calling themselves Brits Abroad: every last detail had conspired to get them and me kidnapped at Italia ’90 by highly organised Believers in extremely dubious causes. Not victims, targets.



















6. THE VISION AT FARAWAY FIELD


3.45pm, Saturday June 10th, 2006


A farm gate 2km outside Florinas





Running for dear life as fast as my rock’n’roll legs would carry me away from that dreadful place, I was somewhat undermined by Anna’s unilateral offer to give friend Lame Warder a lift home. So while my pounding heart and my mind’s eye had us lightspeeding back through Florinas village to the 131, in truth we herded the cowed and be-callipered little Klötz into the back of J.M.’s Ruin, re-launched that land-yacht down the penitentiary’s slipway, then – Oh no! – turned right down the highly suspect mountain road. Have mercy! No more than a half-mile later, indeed at the very first corner after, we pulled up at a farm gate. Anna jumped out, gave the warder his big white bag full of shopping and, pursuing a three-point-turn, slowly reversed the Buick up the dusty farm track. But after a coupla fails, I got out reluctantly to ensure that the massive chrome bumpers didn’t snag on the dazzling mound of obsidian aggregate dumped by the gate. Then I stopped Anna and pointed. There was Klötz huffing and puffing and 0.0003 miles-per-houring it homewards across the fields. Well actually still no more than about thirteen steps from our car. Rotund as you like, heart attack on the cards. Fuck’s sake, I strode up to him and quite abruptly annexed his shopping.




ROCK: (Rudimentary Sard) Which way, big boy?


KLÖTZ: Campu Lontanu.





Faraway Field? For fake’s suck! I took off at speed with Klötz’s spluttered directions in my head and headed past five garrotted and shrivelled foxes hanging up at about head height. I needed to get out of here now without this new mission. Down the combe I stumbled, nearly losing Klötz’s top layer – gum, eye drops, last-minute checkout what-have-yous – then up the other side I ranged at top speed, desperate to put some kilometres between me and Bazza Hertzog’s Big Evil. And if delivering the shopping to some bucolic outpost, blah, blah, then whatever … But as I continued the climb, that steady climb up the other side of the valley, I peeped over the final rise only to collide head-on with a Vision nothing less … aaaaargh. I halted too soon for my legs to slow down, no direct link between my body and brain. Now I lost control of the shopping, my limbs, my tongue and jaw, and almost my MIND. What the Geriatric Fuck? Directly ahead at the field’s centre was a massive stone doorway. Holy shit! It’s one of those epic doorways I’ve been envisioning for umpteen long years. Holy Fucking Shit, a Doorway!


By now I was on the Sardu soil scrabbling and dribbling like a right fucking Rubber Roomer. For I did spy a World Doorway cast in rock, hewn by masons from out-of-time. Weeping, I crawled on my hands and knees fully 300 yards up the final incline towards the Doorway. Now, I cried out: Nuscadoré! Nuscadoré! Nuscadoré! No reply. I’m on my knees. How I applied myself now. I surged forwards those final yards and – on reaching the Doorway carved in stone – ramalamalama went my fists upon that archaic entrance. But all to no avail. Ramalama went my fists once more. Again, I cried out: Nuscadoré! Nuscadoré! Nuscadoré! Then I clawed and I felt and I reached into the stone around knee height but my hands felt the forms of a passageway. And then I understood. Oh, shit! Wrong fucking Doorway. Unholy Shit, I was back! My mind’s eye shown but my mind blown, I was back in Sardinia and already sunk back into that Visionary mindset. How much had I cast to the back of my mind? For how long these places had obsessed me!


Staggering downhill to the car, I crossed paths with the Lame Warder crying over his spilt milk and broken eggs, battered fish, strewn bacon, shattered local brews and far-flung butter. Only the tomatoes had bounced to safety. With his credit card, Klötz was spooning shattered globs of Sardinian butàriga mullet roe off the Sardu hillside and back into its brown package: disgusting even to me. More pitiful than ever, the Lame Warder needed my compassion. I shrugged. Now I knew him. In his hunchèd neediness he was revealed to me. Klötz? I don’t think so. Now, in his prime porkish pinkness did I know him at last. Indeed, via that single glimpse of Klötz’s Super Neediness, had I now recognised all of those penitentiary fuckers. At last the penny dawned on me. Oin and Gloin and Tinky Winky or whatever those three barreloid cunts called themselves were all Porcu. Was there any more pitiful and disgusting petty criminal family in all of Sardinia? I think not. I’d smelt a Porcu immediately I’d entered their Florinas sty, but I’d never truly clocked it until now. Couldn’t really imagine them outside their Zinnigas sty, I suppose. Couldn’t put poo and poo together. Fiends were at work in these valleys. Those Fiends. Still invaded by my Visionstate, and all the while observing the Porcu as it howled its shoppingless head off and tried in vain to cauterise the remaining draining fluids with bread, I searched. I searched and scanned the land around for more evidence of Fiends. What was going on here? Suddenly I located the evidence down in the river bottom, in the form of a mashed and concertina’d bright yellow caravan surmounted with a massive fiery red-painted sign that bore the inscription Meatburger. Holy Kack! The caravan was old, old, old and looked as though it had been pitched forwards into the stream from way up here on the hillside. I had located peculiar evidence. A Meatburger caravan so far north of Nuoro? My my, how some allegiances must have changed! And it’s at that precise moment when I heard a Sound Uncanny drifting over the valley from Jayne Mansfield’s Ruin, no more than 400 strides away. The radio was playing that fucking Brits Abroad song that had caused all our problems.


Heading back downhill to the car with that music ringing in my ears, I once again reached the fast flowing stream. Here at water’s edge, that baggy Brits Abroad beat – loose to the point of being slack – eased my Visionstate and soothed my heathen temples. And so, now well out of Anna’s sight, I kicked off my stinky boots and black kecks, peeled off my black shirt, and lay face down and naked in the running water. Sardinian radio was playing the extended re-mix, the whole fucking thing on 89.9 FM! I suddenly had fifteen full minutes to myself! Oh bliss. But even though my face was plunged deep into the stream’s pebble bed, all I could register in my mind’s eye was the throb-throb of that ancient spectral Doorway plonked in the field still just 200 metres behind me: the throb-throb manifesting in some strange otherly dimension, pulsing across my stream-bathed temples and branding itself into my 3rd Eye. Still my naked body dammed that stream until – with the arrival of the guitar solo – reality reared its Pavlovian head at last and I spluttered back into the air and began to bathe my limbs urgently. I’d completely forgotten that guitar solo! What a flared killer! It’s got to be eight years at least since I last heard it! Consigned to the 12" re-mix only, poor forgotten Rob Dean’s beautiful and epic lead guitar break was now breaking in my heart. It was as though I were breaking it in for the World and for the first time ever. Holy. How it dislodged so much of my psychic plaque with its sheer aspirational bonkers brilliance! On and on it soared. What a truly lovely thing. And as I shook my body dry and dabbed it with my shirt then slipped back into my black kecks and boots, I was utterly re-invigorated by this strange 1990 Chart Hit which had caused us all so very much Uber-grief.


When I got back to the car, Anna was sitting demurely on the driver’s side of the Buick’s colossal front fender, whilst the Brits’ classic chorus, though still booming across the valley, was slowly being faded by the radio DJ.




CRUSSU: You’re listening to the sound of San Gavino Monreale on 89.9 FM. I’m Jesu Crussu and that wonderful song is dedicated to poor Dean Garrett, the synthesizer player of Brits Abroad, who took his own life yesterday. He was one of the four English football fans kidnapped at Italia ’90. Poor Dean, R.I.P. Okay, here’s another English classic: ‘Faith’ by Manicured Noise.





Clocking my dazed, somewhat Gone Out expression but saying nothing, the diplomatic Anna promptly switched off the radio, climbed into the driver’s seat and fired up the big V8. Then, with no more ado, we sailed out of there and headed south at last on the 131, still saying nothing. Doorways, Doorways, I’m back in the land of Doorways.



















7. NOT VICTIMS, TARGETS


5pm, Saturday June 10th, 2006


On the 131 south from Ploaghe





My mind was fried. What a flying fuck-up. What a fucking stick-up. We’d all of us been totally stitched! And by the illest-looking gang I never could have imagined. If Judge Barry Hertzog, his Porcu cronies and the Italian Authorities were all working in cahoots together … well, what chance for we hapless English all these years later? Huh, the return of the hapless English motif. But now, just two hours after Hertzog’s spiteful revelations, my thundering self-doubts and feelings of World Naïveté had utterly evaporated, fried up to a crisp on the Judge’s own blazing altar of evidence: that overturned Meatburger caravan so close to the penitentiary and so very far north of Nuoro. My my, Klötz would be facing a severe chastisement from the jostle brothers if he were clueless enough to let on to them how he’d led me past such big evidence. But what did that evidence mean? My mind reeled at the wide range of possibilities. What the fuck did it all add up to?


Meatburger had always been a purely southern Sard food franchise run by those fucking lunatic Spackhouse Tottu DJ brothers José and Luis Mackenzie, those wealthy Cágliari plumbers – adopted sons of a Scots flight sergeant from nearby R.A.F. Decimomannu, apparently – who seemed to have had their 1980s fingers in every Sardu pie. Rave music, plumbing, hot food franchises. Bad combination! Shit, their rank, putrid wares had even permeated the hot slop stands at F.C. Cágliari Calcio throughout those first stages of Italia ’90. How had they clinched that deal? The stench, the full-on stench of that microwaved pus they were selling us sent some kids mad. I mean, even nowadays, you only have to YouTube those Anglo-Dutch riots and burning, overturned yellow Meatburger caravans is the primary motif. As leader of Rave munters Dayglo Maradona, I’d met José and Luis Mackenzie loads of times DJ-ing up in the Peak District at Dehydrated, and we’d even supported Spackhouse Tottu at The Haçienda during our brief chart heyday. They were always exhilarating and musically brilliant. Both much older than us, José was stick thin, six-foot-one, tiny moustache, droopy eyes and hair, brilliantest Sardu live DJ alive, but in real life a sucky fucker for shit damn sure. He carried a knife and he’d use it on you. His brother Luis was even worse. Tiny as a little shrub, he roamed the N. England clubs armed with new Spackhouse Tottu re-mixes, bullying Arthur Tadgell to play full 20-minute excursions and getting his way. Genius genius stuff. Always greeted with roars of approval. But Luis had such a menacing manner. Being older and Catholic and tiny and macho, he always referred to women as ‘boilers’ and always carried a knife. Even in Manchester on holiday. But while José and Luis were too out of their depth in N. England to reveal their true colours, and even had a tendency to brown-nose celebs, back on Sardu turf those two became the surliest, sullenest, southern Sards you never would want to encounter. ‘Not North of Nuoro’ was a real Spackhouse title off their debut LP. At Sardusonic ’89, they’d refused even to make a toast with Sardinia’s national beer Ichnusa, just because its symbol of four blindfolded and decapitated Muslim Warriors had Catalan origins. That was the Mackenzies. They distrusted everybody north of that Nuoro line for being either Spanish, educated or secretly Corsican. So why had I found one of their Meatburger caravans totalled down some remote northern valley?


I stared over at Anna, who’d put up with a lot from me today. Sorry Anna, I thought quite loudly. At least I’d got cleaner throughout this first day. On arrival, so high had been my levels of Hideous that I’d not even noticed the pale blue rubber sheet she’d surreptitiously laid across the Buick’s front passenger floor. But by this late stage of the day, even I’d returned enough to the so-called Real World to begin to suffer from the unholy emanations uprising from my footwell. So when – as we sped through the spectacular ruins of the ancient Valle dei Nuraghe – we clocked a road-menders’ camp up ahead replete with a dramatic skyline of three burning braziers, well, I knew that the soaking shirt, the stinky t-shirts, the ex-socks, indeed that whole footwell of iffy nestlings had to be addressed right now … and with a vengeance. Sorry Anna.


As we pulled off the 131 on to that stretch of the old road that now formed the lay-by, we cruised uncomfortably past a horde of cheering road-menders, who – enjoying a bite of tea in this killer heat – now raised their mugs collectively either to the car, to Anna and the car, or perhaps simply to me for appearing to have both. Sweet. 300 metres or so ahead, high up on the scrubby ridge that separated our lay-by from the headlong rush of the modern 131, the three braziers burned voraciously, unattended and looking to cause problems in all this dry heat. I dragged all of the mucky clothing out of the footwell and, sweating like a bastard, hotfooted it up the ridge with Anna in tow. As we walked, I had some explaining to do.




ROCK: In normal circumstances, what I’m about to do now might appear a bit too much. But as these really are not normal circumstances, and you have today only encountered me in what are really only abnormal circumstances and in very abnormal locations too, do – if you can – please accept … uh, what I’m about to do.





Then, having reached the summit of the stifling ridge, I heaved that unrighteous sodden bundle into the middle brazier’s grateful maw and sprang back quickly from the flames. Whoosh went the fire and I spun around astonished at my sudden cleansing festival here atop this improvised heathen Fire Hill. And as that boiling slab of flammable matériels first buckled, then hissed within, I saw on every inch of the horizon great ancient towers magnificent, terrible and everywhere. Anna said nothing to me, but sauntered across to the ridge’s only protected part and sat down overlooking those several score nuraghic towers. I followed and sat down next to her.




ANNA: I know a little of your story, Rock Section. So I know you were expecting an archaeologist. I saw your fascination at Faraway Field. My sister planned this many months ago and was so upset not to come with you. You know, she really loves your singing voice. She never could have told you that if she’d came. But she’s only in Naples, so I can phone her and bring you any information you require. The monuments that you call the great Doorways are very easy for me to research.


ROCK: (Visibly rallying) Anna, that’s gonna make my job here so much easier. Mind you, you’ll have your work cut out.


ANNA: To keep my studies going, I have to ferry cars around for my dad. Really special cars. I’m used to doing two things at once, it’s not so much a compromise. In fact, now that you’re already pretty clean, that’s also good for the compromise because some of my dad’s cars are pretty special. Sometimes, I get to travel abroad for his work. Once even two years ago I was at the Newark Car Sales.


ROCK: Newark? Buying American Cars?


ANNA: Newark in Nottinghamshire. It’s a very important place for my dad.





As a Midlands lad born and raised in D. H. Lawrence’s hometown of Eastwood, my early music scenes, my early sex scenes, everything took place around the Nottingham area. So hearing Newark spoken of in such glowing tones, even by a foreigner? A pig’s anus with the runs has better vistas than Newark. As a seventeen-year-old, I’d hitched quite regularly up the A46 to a girlfriend in Lincoln, until my most regular lift – a six-foot-eight supply teacher who existed on family-size Maltesers and six-packs of Kola Bear – had a heart attack on the outskirts of Brough and kaputed his minuscule Honda hatchback against a skip with me in the passenger seat. And with no airbags in cars of the time, it seems probable that only those endless layers of sickly sweet Maltesers family packaging had saved my life. But I wasn’t about to mention to Anna that the supply teacher was the only cunt in the world with a footwell smellier than mine! No, now was a time only for generousness. And as we sat atop the ridge in that great heat surrounded by omnipresent lost ancient lurkers – all of whom would have been desperate even for one moment to take my blessèd place – I thanked the Gods that a warm creature such as Anna had been sent to share my final weird hours in the 21st century.



















8. MR WAIT-FOR-IT


5.30pm, Saturday June 10th, 2006


131 heading south





Around twenty minutes later, the grand Buick convertible surged uphill atop the concrete gantries of the 131, itself here no more than a treacherous and too-modern causeway cutting through the timeless urban rooftops of once-sleepy Bornova. As we sped through, I looked back on the events of the day and wondered whether or not I should bother calling Mick. With Dean’s corpse still warm and Mick stuck in England, what could all this bizarre new info do to him? But then, out of the tumbling tightness of the olive-black Mannu river valley, the Buick rushed up on to the high plains of the Altopiano Campeda, where as we reached the highest land I caught a glimpse of my mobile phone approaching full reception. Oh dammit, how I wish I hadn’t noticed. Feeling utterly duty-bound, however, I motioned to Anna to slow down a bit while the phone signal up here was good. Dialling his number resignedly, I prepared for the M. Goodby onslaught.




MICK: Section. At last. How do fat women fit into leotards?





An obscure opening gambit was this even for the poet Goodby, until I clocked from the uproar coming down his end of the phone – the cackling, the giggling, the ostentatious over-breathing, the clucking air of female-voiced hysteria – that Mick’s question had been clearly staged for a gathered throng, that ye Bard was currently at his town centre Exercise Club surrounded by several new fuller-figured middle-aged ladies all in a hurry to enlist, and all hanging on to his every word. Now was certainly not a good time to speak to Mick even if I’d needed to. Like his old time attitudes to poetry readings, DJ stints and Brits Abroad gigs, Mick’s sessions at his Exercise Club are truly sacred times. He doesn’t gig anymore so these are his only performances. Like a town-crier announcing his own genius, Mick commences every Exercise Club session by belting out his own worth from the steps of his establishment: Get Yourselves In, Mick’s About To Begin! Even now – cunted here in Sarduland – I could picture him framed by the grand oval arch of his elegant red-and-white Liverpool F.C.-inspired ‘entrance’, towering over the impressionable women, sucking his belly into that rugged all-black tracksuit and standing there self-importantly being six-foot-three-inches tall with his mane of just-washed curly blond hair. Sammy Hagar the Horrible or what! Now, at the other end of the phone, I could hear Hagar giving ladies individual bits of expert advice, pointing directions to the changing rooms, even writing down mobile phone numbers. Mick’s Exercise Club is a phenomenon in the north of England because he successfully teaches middle-aged women all kinds of yoga, meditation and breathing, but always sells it under the catch-all banner ‘Exercise Club’. ‘Call it Exercise and their husbands keep out of the way,’ says Mick. ‘Call it yoga or meditation and the men think I’m some New Age fiddler.’ His exercise CDs sell by the bucketload, are God-awful to the point of being near Pop Art, and one effort culled from his last, ahem, album even went Top Ten. Entitled ‘Kick’, the song simply involved a particularly flailing Mick yelling that one word over and over a repeated sample of the Doors’ cheesey-cheesey ‘Light My Fire’ intro. And they call that doing your thing! Anyway, suddenly the poet pulled his head out of the goldfish bowl of women and returned to my phone.




MICK: Section. What news from Detchy?





I began immediately to explain that my intentions to head south to R.A.F. Decimomannu for M.G.R. (Mick Goodby Research) had been thus far thwarted, but that Anna and I were now indeed on course and no more than two hours away from our destination. But Mick had soon got caught up again with females and his class was about to start. I heard ‘Kick’ booming over the P.A. and Mick running up on to the stage.




MICK: Section. Gimme two mo’s.





I hung on and hung on and hung on waiting for the guru, but the 131’s snaky and shaky course through the landscape began to cut once again through harshly excavated rock. The phone went dead. At least Mick has some kind of mission restored, I consoled myself – but with Dean just now gone, even I’d expected a momentary crack in Mick’s telephone bravura, surrounded by adoring women or not. This was a man so guilty about the kidnappings that he couldn’t leave the cupboard under his mother’s stairs for three years. This was the man who promised his sister he’d look after her twin teenage boys at Italia ’90, and then through his own ego flailings got them kidnapped and raped. That Italia ’90 summer he was totally out-of-control! Brits Abroad was top of the charts with ‘Last Tango in Paris’ and Mick had even name-checked himself in his own hit! Drunk with power was Mick! Drunk with Mick possibilities! Couldn’t leave well alone. Our fave Machiavellian upstart even used his own brief stardom to allow our admittedly lovely posh friend Full English Breakfast to leapfrog the other long-term band members of our big mates the Kit Kat Rappers – Stu, Yeh-Yeh and Gary Have-a-laugh – by writing a special ‘Posh Rap’ for Breakfast only! Who’d Mick think he was, Prometheus? Of course ‘Her Majesty’s Pleasure’ was a hit for Breakfast, and of course it was a fucking great hit, but it was a jade’s trick to pull on the other three. They’d all been in the band two years longer than Breakfast! Saint Mick, however, could never see these tinkerings as failings until it all coalesced at Italia ’90 and death came a-falling.


Back at the lay-by, I’d retrieved my copy of Barry Hertzog’s Prison Writings from my bag, and now sat fumbling with it looking for new clues. But the disparity between Hertzog’s published words and what he’d said face-to-face was just too great to make sense of. I remembered the vicious expression on that enraged and imprisoned Dutch phizzog when he’d described first hearing Brits Abroad on Hilversum Radio. How it had made him change his plans. How he and his Party Orange gangsters had, throughout 1986, tried to book Liverpool’s trundling Half Man Half Biscuit at his club Slag Van Blowdriver just to kidnap them. Apparently their songs’ vacuous subject matter obliged Party Orange to do this. That is, until M. Goodby’s Brits Abroad had poked its even uglier head into the UK Top Ten, thereby creating accelerated threats of Cultural Vacuity and at a truly MTV level. Although Prison Writings contained none of Hertzog’s threats of violence, kidnap and judgement, his book’s index of negative entries concerning Half Man Half Biscuit most certainly provided me with endless entertaining quotes, the best surely one that called them:




“Cynical, corn-fed, semi-artistic pseuds vampiring and suckling at the unhygienic overflow tap of bubbling TV trash, all the while stewing comatose in a glorious Welfare State safety net of near heavenly size, rather than deploying their modicum of nous to try in any way to stem the megaflow of the Monoculture’s effluence into the minds of the surrounding population.” (Prison Writings, 120)





Fair enough. Hertzog had pointed out how, as a 25-year football devotee of Dokkum’s semi-pro Be Quick, he’d initially admired Half Man Half Biscuit’s parochial devotion to little tiny Tranmere Rovers, even found it valiant and inspiring. But then the Judge had explained how, on Half Man Half Biscuit’s debut LP Back in the D.H.S.S., their lyrical skewering of Liverpool icon Nerys Hughes of The Liver Birds had made his blood boil, commenting:




“When some evil old bird called Thatcher could be filling up Nigel’s time, instead he’s getting a blather on for my favourite Liver Bird. I want to know why? Half Man Half Biscuit’s worldview is akin to knowing full well that a mass murderer is roaming your asylum, but still choosing to complain to administrators about the nose picker in the next bed.” (Prison Writings, 122)





Thereafter, Hertzog had gone through all of their lyrics and come to the conclusion that – by wasting their iffy songwriting prowess on picking fights with minor TV celebs and transient media phenomena of the kind that each and every knob-end in the world would wish to barf over – Half Man Half Biscuit were a bunch of Dwindlers content merely to hold up the most delicate of hand mirrors to society, rather than daring to smash its smug face in with a hammer. And Prison Writings’ final prognostication as regards Half Man?




“I met Nigel [the singer/songwriter] once, I puked. His pop star haircut but no balls to be one. Ducking behind the cultural sofa, taking pot shots at gooleyless Kids TV presenters, but still he’s at home in the mirror gelling up a squarky-bird haircut. Always safe with Tranmere Rovers. Yes, I stuck with Be Quick for football and friends, but for international violence I graduated also to F.C. Groningen.” (Prison Writings, 202)





Face-to-face, Hertzog had spoken similarly harsh words to me, and all in that clipped, stentorian manner of his. Fuck, was this Dutch lunatic committed. According to his Prison Writings, Hertzog’s fiery relationship with the ‘nihilistic/apathistic’ lyrics of Half Man Half Biscuit had forced him in late 1986 upon a quest to purge …




“… from my soul all of the casual, White Supremacist feeling that has dwelled so peacefully within me whilst up here in my natural German border habitat.” (Prison Writings, 28)





To confront then re-engage with his true Inner Barbarian, according to Prison Writings, Hertzog next armed himself with an orange spray can and declared himself the First Indie Football Hooligan in F.C. Groningen’s monthly magazine, writing:




“In a democracy such as ours, the rigour with which you wield your spray can denotes your level of artistry. And in such a democracy, where such materials can be readily bought, owning your own spray can does not alone make you an artist.” (Prison Writings, Introduction iii)





Furthermore, as a damaged N. Netherlander whose family and friends still had so much Nazi collaboration to put behind them, Hertzog was the kind of put-upon Ugly Customer that felt justification in seeking their truth anywhere. Anywhere at all. From his Prison Writings rants, it sounds as though Judge Barry – after he’d learned from Malcolm X ‘The True Story of the White People and How We Got Here’ – well, Judge Barry had just jumped on all that as justification for his own World Anger. White people were bred to rebel and go crazy up north, wrote the Prophet Malcolm in his World Massive autobiography. Thinks Hertzog: ‘That exempts me from responsibility for the bad way I feel,’ and daubs a massive X across his face for Italia ’90. Welcome to our nightmare.


Reading further extracts from Prison Writings and gradually reconstituting the words of our penitentiary meeting almost word for fuzzy word, I realised with certainty that had it not been for the arrival of Mick Fizz and his Last Tango in Paris, Messrs Half Man & Biscuit would be rotting on the damp floor of the Waddenzee, but you know what? Fuck Hertzog. He’s fluent in English and that fucker is an Anglophile with a Liverpool background himself, and he’d even had his own big hit in English. So of course Hertzog understood Mick’s words enough to be incensed by their vacuousness. But I’d watched Anna listening to that stupid Brits Abroad hit today, jigging about on top of the car and entirely clueless as to what it was about.




ROCK: You like it a lot?


ANNA: (So happy) I love the film, too!





What? Let me get this straight once and for all, clear it up. The subject matter of the Brits Abroad song that got us all targeted, kidnapped and what-have-you was about Mick and his Liverpool F.C. buddies running riot down La Place de la Concorde because some poor little Parisian 3rd div. team they were playing ran out of the cold fizzy drinks that fuel M. Goodby’s existence. Unable to access the right kind of fizz, Mick got hauled off by the gendarmes for grabbing half a Tango out of some youth’s hand. But even though the shiny pop video had made it clear, crystal clear, most Euros still somehow remember the song as being after the Brando movie Last Tango in Paris. Ummm. So what Mick’s first few ranty verses must sound like to foreigners, I really can’t hope to imagine. It started out in the mid-’80s as an epic poem that Mick told at pubs before Liverpool matches. Stu and Gary Have-a-laugh would be strategically placed at the bar to offer homey support, questioning and urging: ‘Was it the final Britvic in Bury?’ ‘No, it was the last Tango in Paris.’ And Mick only wrote in that twee dodgy third verse for the primary school kiddies’ choir at the behest of producer Arthur Tadgell, who believed it could be a proper hit. Have a re-listen to that flailing M. Goodby vocal on the 7" single version of ‘Last Tango …’ and, well, Mick’s semi-pro Northern accent always floated somewhere between Stoke and Lancaster at the best of times, but never was it so Pan-Pennine as on that hit single. Tell you what, how about I here proffer the entire lyrical libretto to M. Goodby’s ‘Last Tango in Paris’, so you can understand why Hertzog got so mad, not.








Last Tango in Paris







(Spoken)


Sugary drinks across the ages,


Tales of pick-me-ups by sages,


Caffeinated to the max,


Delivering drinks down ancient tracks,


‘The King of Vienna needs some sugar,


You’re heading east, you lucky bugger.’







1.


Red Bull comes in cans, I know,


I’ve followed its career,


Since I chanced upon its Austrian debut,


It was 1987 and our youth team played East Tyrol,


Where the fighting hordes are few.


So we loaded up with Kola Max,


We loaded up with sickly snacks,


Got overloaded on the aeroplane,


Then descended as one sugary mass,


We crossed the tarmac,


Reached the grass,


Then retched collectively, ooh!







(Pause) Let’s start again.







Sugary drinks across the ages,


Tales of pick-me-ups by sages,


Caffeinated to the max,


Delivering drinks down ancient tracks,


‘The King of France, he needs some sugar,


You’re heading south, you lucky bugger.’







2.


Red Star, Paris: green-and-white,


A year or so ago,


Your soft drinks were all gone long before Half Time,


So I had to mug a tourist fairly near the Eiffel Tower,


Half a Tango is no crime!


Your Honour, it was lack of fizz,


Your Honour, Coke won’t do the biz,


And your baggage handlers cracked the fizz I’d packed,


If you run a Euro football club,


We Anglos don’t all need the pub,


White sugar: it’s a fact.







3.


(School choir)


Mick collects the kind of drinks that keep you up all night,


All you kiddies, too much pop will make you sick,


Unto every son and daughter,


Give them juice and give them water,


Then there’s all the more for Mick.







Chorus (Vocals shared between Mick, Stu and Gary


Have-a-laugh)







Was it the first Vimto in Cannock?


No, it was the last Tango in Paris,


Was it the final Britvic in Bury?


No, it was the last Tango in Paris.









It was not the penultimate Coke in Berlin


Quaffed down with a bongload of charis;


Indeed, it would go down in history


As the last Tango in Paris.







Was it the final R. White’s in Westminster?


No, it was the last Tango in Paris.


It was not the penultimate Tizer in Hull,


It was the last Tango in Paris.







Was it the ultimate Fanta in Nazi Germany?


The last Dr. Pepper on Broadway?


The last Kia-Ora to escape from Andorra?


Just take this Ribena and go away.







Was it the last Dandelion and Burdock in the Quantocks?


No, I won’t speak of it longer,


The only contender was My Mum’s Cola,


And that’s only because it’s stronger.







Was it the second-to-last Irn Bru in the Shetlands?


Or the final Corona on Skye?


Well, me I can’t answer,


All clammy and sweaty,


Just gimme one quick or I’ll die.
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