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‘The secret Garden / In worlds of light hidden’
– The Zohar
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INTRODUCTION



There’s a caravan in Greengairs. Round the back in Greengairs. It’s all that’s left of Industry of Magic & Light. Not the large pile of porn mags. Forget those. The shit on the shelves. Is what I’m talking about. The shit all over the floor. Is what I’m trying to say. And spilling out of the fucking cupboards. Is what I’m saying. Is all that’s left. Is what I’m talking about. All that’s left of Industry of Magic & Light. All except for the contents of this caravan round the back in Greengairs, owned by some clown called Wee Humie who it turned out the woman he thought was his sister was actually his mum, which would explain why he was halfways mental, Wee Humie. But maybe he wasn’t so mental after all. Maybe he wasn’t so mental because he was the person who bought this second-hand caravan, this ghastly half-panned-in caravan, so as he could sleep round the back of his mum’s/sister’s house because he was into extreme meditation and had fallen in with a kung fu guru. But the least mental part of the story is that he discovered an abandoned archive in there. Posters. Tickets. Records. Tapes. Photos. Clothes. Paintings. Musical instruments and equipment. He stuck an advert in the paper. ‘Bunch of Local Hippy S**t for Sale’, it read. Job lot. Course I bought it. Course I fucking bought it. What the fuck is a Local Hippy, I said to myself. I’m having this. Then, when I realised what it was, I bought the fucking caravan, too, for much more than it was worth. Wee Humie couldn’t have been happier, though I heard he died after he got his neck broke in Tibet by a rogue chiropractor on a trip that he took with the money. And I sealed the vault. I fucking stuffed all the fucking stuff back in this fucking caravan. Once I had catalogued it all. Once I had noted down and described every item. Once I had compiled my inventory, and put the whole thing back together, I sealed it. Like a fucking tomb. Buried the entire lot like a fucking tomb and here we are. Tomb raiders. Industrial archaeologists. Forensic scientists. Magic and Light.





PART ONE: LIGHT






PHOTO OF AN UNEARTHLY GLOW HOVERING OVER A CITY AT NIGHT (COLOUR)


You could never hope to see this now, this light of industry, in the skies, illuminating the towns and villages of the Monklands with the energy of making. There was this moment, this great moment that you looked forward to, this moment as you pulled round the bend of Alexander Street, in Airdrie, on the way to Coatbridge, in the 1960s, in the evening, at night, in the dark, when this glow would suddenly appear – the glow! – this great hovering glow that hung over Coatbridge then, this majestic light of industry, and it had to be an influence, as seen from the front window of a VW bus on its way to Afghanistan in the summer of 1967, from the top of the Holehills flats in the summer of 1967, tripping out on the slagheaps outside Greengairs in the summer of 1967, tripping, that final summer of the blast furnaces, that first summer of love, and everyone looking out at this industrial glow, back then, this magical light, and these new towns, and villages, back then, and new music, and making love, and this magical light, hopeful, in the skies over Coatbridge, unearthly city, and long gone now.


PACKET OF SALT ’N’ SHAKE CRISPS (UNOPENED)


Expiry date 10/9/1975. Gross.


POSTER FOR THE OLD DRAGON UNDERGROUND ANTI-VIETNAM PROTEST GIG THAT TOOK PLACE AT AIRDRIE TOWN HALL ON 21 APRIL 1969


The Old Dragon Underground came out of a group that practised Noh theatre and improvised music and who were also involved in the early Scottish ‘land art’ scene. Led by Edward Thom, aka Teddy Ohm, and Richard Butler, aka The Butler, they were involved in the staging of several ‘Happenings’ in the fields and quarries that surround Airdrie.


Their most notorious performance was their ‘sounding’ of a quarry just outside Clarkston, where they fixed homemade contact mics onto various derelict machinery while Noh dancers moved around incomprehensibly, and the sound was broadcast through a handmade PA stolen from a bingo hall in Coatdyke. The whole piece was supposed to begin with the hoisting of an original Nazi flag up a pole in the centre of the quarry so that it rose above the cut of the land and announced the ‘point of vortex’ – an idea Teddy got from Mishima, or so he said – but of course the raising of a blood-red swastika over the backroads in Clarkston was inadvisable, and soon there were problematic kids everywhere, mimicking the dancers and even joining in with the music, chanting sectarian chants and playing blades of grass and performing ‘Sieg Heils’, so that finally one of them shinned up the pole and did away with the Nazi flag altogether, which for months afterwards could be seen flying from a lamp-post in Craigneuk, only finally being removed when it was time to put the bunting up for the Orange Walk.


The Old Dragon Underground organised the anti-Vietnam protest, even though, as has been pointed out, we weren’t even in Vietnam. The back of the stage was draped with American flags so that it looked cool. Butler & Ohm were playing records; they had access to legendary shit, golden fingers. Stuff like Impulse LPs. Avant-garde Italian composers. Drone stuff. Fluxus cassettes. Weird tapes for hypnotising and relaxing. And they played them through these bingo speakers. And there was Industry of Magic & Light, Alan and Tobias, doing the lights. The gels, the liquids, the live action-painting. Light was a performance with these two. Annihilating light. It was so bright. I remember it was so bright.



YUKIO MISHIMA ON HAGAKURE: THE SAMURAI ETHIC AND MODERN JAPAN BY YUKIO MISHIMA ET AL. (MANUSCRIPT)


Actually, they were all into Mishima. This is a book about preparing for death morning and evening. Also, about living, beautifully, and dying, horribly.



BURY MY HEART AT WOUNDED KNEE: AN INDIAN HISTORY OF THE AMERICAN WEST BY DEE BROWN (BARRIE & JENKINS LTD 1971) (GOOD)


Beat-up first edition of this ubiquitous book. Still can’t get over that picture of Kicking Bear.



ROLLING STONE #131 (29 MARCH 1973) (POOR)


There’s a cartoon advert for Playboy Records in here headed ‘There’s More to Life Than Dope, Sex & Good Music’, the joke being that the conclusion the ad comes to, after running through some of the other things you can dig – politics, history, sport, mathematics – is that there is literally nothing quite so good as dope, sex (illustrated with a cartoon of a ‘day-after pill’ and a giggling voice announcing ‘mama tol’ me not to come’) and good new music. But literature gets a look-in, and there is a cartoon pile of books to illustrate it: A Tale of Two Cities, On the Road, Hamlet, Paradise Lost, The Scarlet Letter, Lolita, Moby Dick, The Naked Ape, I Ching.


Something of the cultural assumptions that underlay the 1960s is perfectly articulated here. Imagine a ‘men’s magazine’ today presuming its readership would be au fait with alla those titles. Being a cultural ignoramus was illegal in the 1960s. Even for blokes.


QUESTIONS FOR ALAN CARDONA FOR UP IN THE SUN #2 (UNPUBLISHED)


Do you remember the first time you saw a light show or encountered the idea of it?


Were there specific influences that inspired you to want to do it yourself? How did you learn how to do it?


Do you have an artistic background?


How did your first light performance come about?


How do people tend to react? Do they interact with the visuals? Do they freak out?


Do you feel you can play the ambience of a room, that you can trigger certain states and experiences, that you can literally alter reality with sights and sounds?


Can you tell me about some of the equipment you use?


Do you take drugs while you do it?


What is your best memory?



DETECTIVE CONSTABLE JOHN MARIS ST JOHN CID BY CHRIS COLEMAN (MARKED-UP MANUSCRIPT)


Is alone in a room. Detective Constable John Maris St John is on his knees, praying, alone in a room, praying in a muttering, droning voice that is hard to make out and that is quite irritating, it has to be said, and it has been said many times, about John Maris St John, just how irritating he is, how obsessive-compulsive he is, our John Maris St John, whose love was tragically taken from him, and who is praying, beneath the changing sky, in the night-time, as it moves towards day, this irritating man, to some.


Maris is a girl’s name that means ‘of the sea’. John of the Sea St John, then, is praying, in the middle of the night.


Can you make it out?


Back to me are the only words I can make out. No; bring her back to me. Oh baby, please come back to me, he’s saying. This isn’t a prayer, I’m sorry, I was wrong. Detective Constable John St John is on his knees in his bedroom, weeping.


Their relationship may have failed, had they been given long enough to ruin it. As it is, she died first, early in their romance, and is a newly ascended angel, therefore.


Who can truly have affection for angels Gabriel, Raphael and Metatron? Carol is a newly ascended angel, and means so much more. John St John stands up and wipes his eyes. He is one of these guys with an open box of Kleenex on their bedside table.


The cupboards are mirrored. Are we to imagine, in there, somewhere, entrapped, possessed, the ghost of Carol St John and all of their love-makings? We are.


Detective Constable John Maris St John makes his way downstairs in the early-morning gloom. For it has turned to gloom, now, and the place is gloomy, though in the distance, through the window, there is the dawn; through the condensation on the window, over a newly frosted Glasgow, there is the beginnings of a mauve dawn.


He takes what appears to be a cake, a huge cake of brown rice, from the fridge and cuts himself a slice. He opens a bag of small dried whole fish and bites one right through the eyeball and holds it in his mouth like a snake devouring its prey – ghastly – you half expect it to kick, while he bats the fridge shut with his heel and settles at the table. The table faces away from the light, which means he must prefer to look at these four generic paintings of the seasons on the dark wood-panelled wall than the light of said seasons themselves. We can imagine the sun, creeping up behind him, in order to give him a scare, or to cheer him, more improbably.


He is listening to the radio. Or, really, not listening.


He is sitting and he is staring while the radio relays news of a missing boy, the celebrity opening of a frozen-food store, and a boxing match at the Tudor Hotel in Airdrie that went awry. As he rises to make a pot of tea, he catches the boxer’s name. Maurice Yushenko. Is Maurice an Anglicised version of Maris? he wonders to himself. Okay, so he is listening. The unnamed opponent of Of the Sea is in a coma. Maurice Yushenko has knocked this guy into a nightmare, into another world.


RED METAL HALFORDS BICYCLE PUNCTURE REPAIR KIT WITH ARTIST’S IMPRESSION OF HAPPY BOY WHEELING AND WAVING ON THE FRONT (DENTED)


CONTENTS:


— 6cm × 3.5cm grey felt patch, curled so that it resembles a thin, double-horned tube (pleasing old smell when brought to the nose).


— 3cm × 3.8cm crudely cut square of black rubber (smells of scuba-diving masks and of dentists).


— 9cm-long (large) tube of Rubber Solution, red on white, inflammable, Code 2037, squeezed, expertly, and methodically, from the bottom, and folded over, till about a third of its length. Directions: 1. Roughen rubber around puncture with sandpaper and clean thoroughly with White Spirit or similar solvent. (Do not use petrol or paraffin or other materials that leave an oily film.) 2. Apply adhesive sparingly and allow to dry. Apply patch firmly. 3. Dust repair with chalk or similar to prevent surplus adhesive sticking to you. 4. Do not attempt to inflate the tube hard outside the tyre or lift patch to check adhesion. (What is it about these instructions that is so like a voice from the past?)


— A struck match, its head missing (looking like the old plank of a boat washed up somewhere and now who can imagine its striking).


— 4cm-long masonry nail (seems out of place here, too shiny and new, like it was added later).


— 6.5cm-long (small) tube of Rubber Solution, this time by Dunlop, PETROLEUM MIXTURE GIVING OFF AN INFLAMMABLE HEAVY VAPOUR. Almost empty, squeezed to halfway up.


— Three valves, all in various states of assemblage.


— 5.5cm × 2.5cm rectangle of soft sandpaper with the number six and the letters (partially cut off) PAP on the back. (On the front nothing is left of the texture, but there are patterns like lichen or mildew, black patterns like on a cave wall.)


— Tiny rubber tube, as slim as the slimmest plasticine cigarette a little kid could roll, and with a slight kink a third of the way along (makes a satisfying boing).


— Three small rectangular blocks of chalk (oddly perfect in their shape, two of them at least, like elongated sugar cubes, the other more like the tooth of a dead man).


— 6cm × 2.5cm rectangle of used sandpaper, on the back the letters ASS (really), partly obscured, and the letter P. Now curled over, it takes the shape of a six or a nine from the side. (Paper still rough, with black silhouettes like spray.)


— Thinnest shred of rubber (like a hieroglyph, like in another language).


— The tip of an orange crayon (it looks to me).


— Tiny little conduit.


— Two small metal washers.


— Larger steel washers.


— Thin pin 3cm long (unaccountably beautiful in its scale).


— Ugly stub of yellow crayon.


— Think I may have missed another valve.


— Another tiny tube of perfect rubber (the colour of a doll’s skin).


— Another tinier still.


— On the reverse of the case someone has scratched the letters AC.


PHOTOGRAPH OF ALAN CARDONA


Alan Cardona is sitting on a chair. Backwards. I mean the chair is backwards. Alan Cardona is sitting astride and facing front, his arms resting on the back of the chair. He looks like an author. Though Cardona barely left a trail. Which enabled him to disappear so quickly. Which is what he did. Disappear. Just walk off into another life never to be seen again, he is thinking, in this curious photograph, where his heavy forehead, the way he creases his brow, makes his sight seem extended, like he is looking right past you, straight out of the photograph, at everything that’s left to disappear to. He reminds me of Chris Hillman from The Byrds. Alan always dressed a little sharper, a little more mod than the rest of the crew, like with soft, striped shirts with creased slacks and aviator shades and with slip-on leather shoes. Him and The Butler had been faces in Airdrie back in the day and Alan never really gave it up until he came back from Afghanistan, when he let himself go, completely. It’s a colour photograph that has lain too long in the sun. Alan is being taken up, now, dissolved in its rays, and I imagine the chair levitating and him not being in the slightest bit amazed. I see it in his eyes, in his flipping of the chair, how, suddenly, we are somewhere else.


ENAMEL ‘UP IN THE SUN’ BADGE (RUSTED)


This is a real collector’s item. ‘Up in the Sun’ was the motto of Industry of Magic & Light. They ripped it off the 13th Floor Elevators, that sun, from the cover of Easter Everywhere. It’s that sun with the words ‘Up in the Sun’ emblazoned on it.


But it was more like the changing of the guard than a rip-off because these guys were the true heads of Airdrie. They were the true believers. And they had to put up with as much shit as Roky and Tommy Hall. Only it was more like kickings and common assault than being leaned on by the man, in Airdrie, because there was no counter-culture to crush. Or so they thought. At first. The squares, I mean. The fucking squares. Don’t talk to me about the squares. But we’ll get to that.


The squares. I hate the fucking squares. But. So, yeah, ‘Up in the Sun’.


I remember, man, I remember when I first heard that phrase, I was trying to score some smoke, some grass, and all these derelict hippies hung around outside the flats at Holehills, it was a hotbed of hippies and alternative lifestyles back then, living in these seemingly ghastly flats, but somehow revisioning them all the same – what was it Gary Snyder said about seeing where you’re at – and I was getting into psychedelic music, and someone said, man, you need the drugs otherwise you are missing, like, a whole dimension of the music, this guy told me, Tom Paterson – he’s dead now, you wouldn’t know him – but he told me I could score some shit at the Holehills flats, just ask for Tobias, and so I headed up there – beautiful summer’s day – and there’s this fat hippy outside who looks like a fat hobo with nothing but a vest on and a pair of flares with tassels on them, he just asks me straight away, are you into it, he said, which was code, because I was like, yeah, I’m into it, brother, I called him brother, I felt embarrassed but I said it anyway, like flashing my credentials; I was older, and I felt unhip, and he led me to this back court and pulled out this huge bag of grass and asked me how much I was looking for, and then he asked me, where you looking to go on this, man, and I said, just looking to get high, my brother, and he said to me, up in the sun? And I said, yeah, my man, exactly like that, I said, and he rolled us a joint and it was one of these perfect moments when the future reveals itself right then and there, and I’m not kidding because when I smoked that joint it was like we were up there on that goddamn orb tripping our tits off together. That was my first meeting with Tobias. The Destroyer. Beaming like the goddamn Buddha. What a moment. What a guy.


OVERHEAD PROJECTOR


PROPERTY OF AIRDRIE ACADEMY


I went to my first Happening. It was at a working men’s club near Airdrie train station. Alan and Tobias. The Disappearer and The Destroyer. They had made these tapes, these reel-to-reels, I went with this tit Ron Tomlinson. At one point they played ‘Are You Experienced?’ by Jimi Hendrix. And at the same time they were projecting these forms, these amoebas, onto this screen, using, like, a simple school projector, these fucking uncanny amoebas, right there on this grass from The Destroyer, this grass that I had just scored from The Destroyer who had hipped me to this mad Happening taking place that night, and it was like the tragic and heart-breaking story of the spirit of consciousness struggling to take on form, is how it seemed, these uncanny amoebas, these foetal forms, is how it appeared, and all the time Jimi was challenging you whether you had really experienced it or not, being born, wow, I was blown away, every moment seemed to lead to this, on this mind-blowing grass, to these lights, beautiful, this sound, repeating, beautifully, this moment, beautiful, in a beautiful working men’s club, in beautiful, buoyant Airdrie; new birth.



DETECTIVE CONSTABLE JOHN MARIS ST JOHN CID BY CHRIS COLEMAN (MARKED-UP MANUSCRIPT)


In the bathroom, in his ghastly pale blue fitted plastic bathroom, which actually has an orange plastic starfish on the wall, John St John is shaking talcum powder, Johnson’s Baby Powder, into his palm and running it through his hair. Why is he doing that? Probably because it is greasy. Now he is squeezing blackheads, a neurotic activity of the domain of the neurotic, as well as the picky, and the detail-focused. What a pleasure it is to excavate, for Detective Constable John St John, who has brought the dead back to life, many times, across his career, through his uncovering of the stories of their removal. Sometimes, in his mind, these dead bodies wash up all over again, as if his mind were the crime scene of crime scenes, or a great echoing ark of death, or a museum of utter carnage.


He pulls on a raincoat – an Aquascutum raincoat – as well as a hat – a brown felt hat with a crown and brim – and he picks up his brown briefcase. He hesitates before the mirror at the bottom of the stairs. He walks through his modest rose garden and unlocks the gate. He looks around himself, it’s habit now, he’s had threats in the past, he is known to some very bad men. He looks back at the roses and he thinks of his father, who taught him how to care for them. Still, they look weary. There is a light in a frosted window across the way. A foggy silhouette is cleaning its teeth in the window. He walks down Craigvicar Gardens, the street that he dreams in forever, and crosses the grass that crunches underfoot. What a lovely feeling, he thinks, this frozen-solid grass that will always remind him of childhood, as he makes his way down the Baillieston Road, the petrol station illuminated in the early-morning dark, the dark bungalows – a milk float passes him – across the way a garage is already open, the school is shuttered, someone in a brown jumpsuit is leaning into the bonnet of a gold Vauxhall Viva, lit up like a workman in the night, so that it appears as if John St John moves from one still moment till the next. The mechanic, he tells himself, the mechanic is to move slowly, John St John, and he slows his pace. He has always lived here.


This walk that he is taking now, this walk to Shettleston CID, was also his first unaccompanied walk ever, when he left the same house, back when his parents were alive, one bright early morning, when his mother entrusted him to his first ever walk on his own, he had taken this exact same route, to the newsagent just past Eastbank Primary School, where he bought scraps for his scrapbook, and on the way back, in a field of flowers behind the petrol station, the same one now stood out in the early-morning light, he had picked flowers for his mother as a gift. I have shaped these very streets, he mutters, under his breath, did you catch that, I think that’s what he said. He passes the desolate graveyard to his right, the desolate bars, the desolate wasteland. He loves to say that word. Desolation.


On the wall of his office there are pictures, photographs, maps. Lines of flight link them, lines of red tape fly from the body to the place of its kidnap, and its discovery, John St John thinks; this is exactly how he thinks. The body has burn marks on its hands and feet. The body is the body of a young boy. Found in waste ground outside Caldercruix. The fingerprints have been deliberately destroyed, his hands a mass of scarred fist, his feet an explosion. His eyes, missing; can you identify someone from their eyes? Who knows, they are missing.


His mother said he would break a lot of hearts. John St John’s mother did, not the mother of the erased boy – who at this point we have no idea who she is. Actually, a friend of his mother’s had said it, one day, when he was out in his pram, but it was his mother who told him, and who repeated the tale to everyone, even when he grew up to look like he did, when any concept of breaking hearts had been put aside in favour of the desperate companionship of someone, anyone, please, until he met his Carol, his soulmate, his cosmic twin, when they would walk through the parks hand in hand in the autumn just like in the poems.


My Carol was beautiful. It is John St John speaking, let him speak: My Carol was beautiful, tender, her skin was soft, her soft chin with soft hairs, her eye halfway down her cheek like a blue fallen tear. Of course you can recognise people from their eyes, in their eyes; eyes are signature, just as fingerprints are, just as a bunch of flowers picked from a field behind a petrol station somewhere long ago and tragic now in the past is.


But this is the voice inside the head of John St John. He is not so poetic, not so voluble, in real life, as if real life went on somewhere else from where thoughts did. Morning, DC, someone seated at a desk says to him, as he walks past. This is what he is known as here, DC, as if he were an era, a timespan.


ORIGINAL TICKET FOR THE OLD DRAGON UNDERGROUND PRESENTS THE LEVITATING OF AIRDRIE TOWN HALL AS A MEANS TO PEACE AND OUT OF VIETNAM


The Old Dragon Underground organised this psychic rally that was supposed to end in the levitating of Airdrie Town Hall just through the mass of minds gathered there, and there were live bands, Kommandos of Daath, Gryphon, Ensemble Muntu, it says on the ticket, and in all-caps INDUSTRY OF MAGIC & LIGHT ALL-NIGHT FLITE. They did the visuals for the bands and then Butler & Ohm played their fucked-up cassettes and their rare vinyl LPs – Free Jazz by Ornette Coleman, Captain Beefheart, Magic Sam – while they manipulated the gels. No one had ever seen it before, in Airdrie, this writing in light, and with the strength of the acid back then – made in Airdrie, a pair of madmen were manufacturing ‘Sherbet Dips’ in a garage opposite Erskine Court – it made for a mind-blowing combination. I saw The Destroyer, Tobias, I caught his eye, and I went up to him and reintroduced myself and said that I saw it in the light, man – I was off my tits once more – I saw it in the light, I said to him, by which I meant that the light was speaking like language to me, like we were storming the frontiers of our own brains, but he couldn’t hear me over this thunderous free jazz, and of course he was caught up in the making of the light and didn’t need to be distracted by a pleb like me, and he turned around, and he just said, suck it up, brother, that’s all he said, and he turned away. Suck it up, he said. Words to live by.


Kommandos of Daath were as amazing as everyone says they were. Their guitarist – whose name was Jesus and who came from Whinhall – was the greatest guitarist I have ever seen in real life; think Cipollina, Garcia, that high, tremulous sound, constantly peaking, and they would jam and they would get out deep, and they barely used any F/X, that was the thing, a little fuzz and a touch of tape echo, maybe, I think Jesus used a Klemt Echolette, but it was all about the notes, these cascading clean single notes, they somehow took you right out there, and it was the sound of the void, man, the sound of dead stars, man, and of course at this point they had a total moratorium on releasing albums, they thought any notion of product or industry was a no-no, was a total cop-out, it was hard enough getting them to accept a fee for their gigs, was what I heard, though they encouraged tapers, so there were a bunch of bootlegs doing the rounds, they were all petty criminals on the side so they didn’t care about money, they were eating food out of the bins round the back of Fine Fare, at the Gartlea bus station, plus Jesus was this electronics freak who built his own amplifier modelled after Cipollina’s after seeing a picture of it in Rolling Stone and it blew his fucking mind.


He was supposed to have got Cipollina’s phone number from the writer Paul Williams, who he used to correspond with, and supposedly he called up Cipollina in San Francisco and warned him to ‘stay away from my turf’; this was when Cipollina was planning on touring with those awful Welsh hippies, Man. Plus they played a gig, Kommandos of Daath, at Clarkston Primary School, in the gym hall; everybody that was there formed a band, that’s what they say, and it’s true that a lot of the players that went on to make up Airdrie’s post-punk scene were in the audience that day, the amazed audience, it’s fair to say, the stunned audience, more appropriately, that day in 1970, I think it was, April 1970, it must have been, one of the kids just wrote them a letter and asked them to play and they turned up and played this forty-five-minute instrumental based on a theme from Pharaoh Sanders, then a cover of ‘It’s Cold Outside’ by The Choir, I mean, I’ve no idea why he was called Jesus ’cause he was one irreligious motherfucker.


He published this fanzine with Teddy Ohm that was called Archive of Sticky Buns and was all about weirdo British psych records; they were massively into all of that Toytown shit back then, you know, fucking World of Oz and fucking Clover, fucking weird-ass sick children’s songs with mad F/X made by blokes that looked like fucking labourers dressed up as women. That was totally his scene, that and the West Coast shit. Though Jesus and Teddy looked more like fucked-up bikers, like Hells Angels. Everybody used to joke that Teddy looked like Cher, he had the exact same haircut, but obviously never to his face, as the motherfucker would murder you as soon as look at you, was his vibe.


I don’t remember Gryphon at all, I think maybe they were like Jethro Tull? Maybe they came from Coatdyke? I think in the end they did succeed in levitating the Town Hall, but maybe only by about an inch, and only for a few minutes, so it was hard to prove.


ORIGINAL FANZINE AIRDRIE OMPHALOS FEATURING AN INTERVIEW WITH THE OLD DRAGON UNDERGROUND (VG+)


Interviewer: What are your influences?


The Butler: The Who. Carl Jung. Krayons. Alan Watts. Joseph Campbell. Electricity. Carlo Suarès. Dickie Peterson. The Godz. Harry Smith. Christopher Maclaine. The Monarchs of the Night Time.


Teddy Ohm: Cave art.


Interviewer: Cave art?


Teddy Ohm: Yeah, groover, the first true heads were cave artists. Caves were like the toilets at a rock club to these motherfuckers.


BROWN DUFFLE COAT


This is a real find, I told myself. There was all this mad handwritten correspondence in the pocket. But it turned out to be Wee Humie’s.


BROKEN MIRROR


Mirrors. They used a lot of mirrors. They had this place like a workshop, like a control centre, this place that used to be a working men’s club, down some backstreet in Airdrie, the set-up was they had mirrors over three walls and on the ceiling, and on the fourth wall they had these black drapes hung up, and they would stand behind the drapes, with just the projector sticking out, and they would experiment with drugs and visuals. The audience would go into the room, it’s so weird but back then no one was really drinking much at gigs, there was no bar, but everyone was loaded on psychedelics, and they would just freak; dance like maniacs (Butler & Ohm would DJ), make out, lie on the floor like a foetus, regress through past lives, cry, stand catatonic, make shapes in the lights and the mirrors, try to steal the equipment, hit on girls – and guys – and they would play their own weird cut-up reel-to-reels; back then we were starting to hear about Burroughs and Gysin in Airdrie, and their experiments with consciousness, and come to think of it, didn’t Burroughs and Gysin experiment with mirrors, wasn’t this at the Beat Hotel, maybe, where they would take turns sitting in front of a mirror and staring at themselves – hours, days – what is in there, who is that, and the other one would pass them food and water from the other side but never intrude on this single mirror until they felt their consciousness, active, and out there, not in here, and that’s the same feeling you got in The Abyss, they called it, stepping into The Abyss, after Baudelaire’s whole thing about the thirst of the abyss having no end, and I heard a story about Alan Cardona growing up, how he would walk around Airdrie with this small hand-mirror that he would hold face-up in the palm of his hand when he was out walking, so that it felt like every footstep he took was striding through the clouds and there the sky was, down below. He was the first person I ever knew to call himself a Buddhist.


UNKNOWN NEWSPAPER CUTTING DATED 14 FEB 1969


Two months on from the unexplained disappearance of Caldercruix teenager Peter McCloud, police have issued a further appeal for witnesses. McCloud was travelling home from Edinburgh in December of last year but failed to arrive. His car was found in an off-road near Avonbridge. It appeared to have been involved in a one-vehicle collision. All of his belongings were found intact on the back seat. In addition, he appeared to have stripped naked, as the clothes he was last seen in were strewn about the ground and the car. There were no signs of assault or force at the scene.


Local rivers and reservoirs have been dredged, but no body has been recovered, and there remains not a single witness. His parents ask that if he is alive and well that he please get in touch, and please come home, and that everything can be forgiven, and that they love and care for him so much. When asked if there was any theory as to why he might have stripped naked, in the wintertime, outside Caldercruix, a police spokesmen said that in delirious cases of pneumonia the body can appear to be burning up. Of course, he added, we’re living in the world of the flower power these days, so anything goes.



DETECTIVE CONSTABLE JOHN MARIS ST JOHN CID BY CHRIS COLEMAN (MARKED-UP MANUSCRIPT)


A timespan. We are given this span and no other. We are given these autumns to walk in. His secretary, Liz, greets him. DC. She points to a pile of cardboard boxes. The Blackman case, she says. Someone has been illegally pressing LPs in a basement in Caldercruix and they have seized all of his assets. Is pressing LPs really a crime? John St John wonders to himself as he flicks through a box of classical LPs.


He switches the radio on, low, in the background. ‘Summer in the City’; what is this song? His secretary, Liz, brings him a cup of green tea. How are you, John? she asks, in a voice that … in a voice that is genuine, and that cares, actually. Fine, thank you, he says, in response, in a voice that betrays nothing, and no one. Here, she says, I bought you something. It might help you stay calm. And maybe even sleep at night. It is a cassette recording of the 1963 Richard Burton version of Dylan Thomas’s Under Milk Wood.


He nods, awkwardly. Thank you, Liz, we say, out here in the chorus. We appreciate it enormously, darling, on his behalf.


He gets a phone call from an anonymous source at 9.15 a.m. I’ve got a story to tell you, the voice says. They arrange a rendezvous for later that morning, outside Shillinglaw’s, the department store, in Baillieston. I will be barefoot, the voice informs him, when you see me, follow me. He tells no one. He knows it could be a trap. He has many enemies. Still, he tells no one. Something about the bare feet has captured him and encouraged him to shed his own defences. He arrives five minutes ahead of schedule. He positions himself in front of the window of Shillinglaw’s, a display of mannequin mermaids, with coloured plastic and fake tails to make it look like the fair mermaids were sporting underwater together, in the summertime.


Is it him? Tall guy with the thinning long hair and the aviator shades. Her? Short-haired mod like Twiggy. The voice was disguised, a handkerchief over the mouthpiece – basic, but still. Boots on. Tan leather Italian sandals and checked socks. Grey-blue kitten heels with a little bow. Basic black gutties. T-bar sandal in tan. Dull black lace-up brogues. Bust-up cowboy boots. Grey slip-ons. No bare feet. Is he watching me? Is he up there, in one of the windows behind the coloured curtains, a single eyeball, in the crack there, in the silhouette behind the net curtains, does it have bare feet? Still, no one. Five minutes more.


But then. But then John St John kneels in the street. He goes down on one knee. What can he have seen, what is he doing? He is taking off his socks and shoes. Now he is walking back to the station. Barefoot. This is why Detective Constable John Maris St John CID is the best cop in Glasgow. He is listening to himself.


Back at the station, Liz is listening to the radio. John St John appears with a handful of raw spring onions that he is eating whole, including the ghastly stringy roots. Don’t you worry they’ll take root in your stomach? Liz asks him. No, he says. Never mind how absolutely honking his breath is. The boxing match is on the radio again. Maurice Yushenko’s opponent is still in a coma. Why aren’t they naming him? John St John asks Liz. Why is he always Maurice Yushenko’s opponent? I think they did name him, Liz says. Well in that case what is his name? he asks her. Liz sits, blankly. I can’t recall, she says.


His desk phone rings. He picks it up without saying hello. That’s another thing you’ve got to get used to with John St John otherwise it will freak you out when he does it, how he answers the phone and just waits for the other person to start speaking, without introduction or confirmation, even, that he is indeed the intended recipient of the call. He listens, silently. His strange blue eyes are the colour of Carol’s strange blue eye, the one he mentioned earlier as being halfway down her cheek like a tear. It is hard to believe they found their twin in this world, but it appears to be true, these two unfortunate people, let’s be honest, these poor unlucky souls, born looking like this, and for each to see their beautiful broken face in the other, and for God to take it all away again, or for God to think it up in the first place, even. And here is John St John, getting to the bottom of things, solving things, figuring out how it all went down. But still praying, all the same. He hangs up the phone, makes his excuses, and leaves the office for the day.


In bed, at night, in a room devoid of any comfort, of any personal touches, in a room completely devoid of the presence of womanhood, he sets up a borrowed police recorder by the bed and takes out the cassette that Liz had gifted him, Under Milk Wood. I forgot to say, or rather I just noticed, that there is no mattress on this bed, that this bed is in fact a single sheet of plywood with a cover on top, that this is the bed of a flagellant, my God, and he lies back, his posture, it must be that he is overcompensating for the good of his posture, perhaps, he is in this for the long game, maybe, not just for instant gratification, you think to yourself, and once more you feel ready to pronounce Detective Constable John Maris St John CID the best cop in Glasgow, but then he blindfolds himself, what, he’s not going to commit some kind of ritual sex murder on himself, but no, I suspect he has to blot out the night, as much as the day, in order to sleep at all, and he presses play and the recitation begins, and he is back there, barefoot, on the Baillieston Road, and the recitation is the life of the city, its characters, its lovers, its criminals and its working folk, an unfurling as sure and as impossible as a wicked new flower, and a flower is what he sees then, a seed point of death, blazing suddenly, and now he is Maurice Yushenko’s nameless opponent, flowered, and blissfully, briefly, unconscious.


He wakes at 3 a.m., as usual, the part of the night when he returns to his knees, and he weeps, and he pleas for the return of his long-lost girl, his dream companion, whose face mirrored his own.
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