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This book is for the misfits, mischief-makers and miscreants.
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Preface


Amanda Harlech: notes on black


Black defines. Cormorant arrowing low above the winter-light river. Black seeks no approval but withdraws from the commerce of colour like a widow among a plough of pews retreating into shadow. It does not distract, but focuses the eye like belladonna dropped in an iris. Black is rarely as black as [Anish] Kapoor’s blackest black, Vantablack, but an eigengrau of achromatic shades of blackness. It is like a silence that still rings with a reverberation of sound long after your ear has stopped hearing the song.
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This is the shadowland of my wardrobe – fragile slips of black tulle; stark, scalpel-defined couture tailoring; a ballgown of washed duchess satin that hovers like a memory from a curtain pole. I have always loved the dark edges of things, the melancholy, liminal entre chien et loup, where what might be shivers just out of sight. Wearing black is the key to privacy like the night, allowing me thoughtspace without the distraction of daylight’s detailed compulsion. I like to walk in the gloaming. I believe in ghosts, in the portal at the axis of a line of yews where the laurel moves imperceptibly and something shifts, silent as a fox. The quietness of black lets me see feelingly, unobtrusively, without tripping over myself. I admit to being haunted by memories, the ghosts of experiences that drift through us like smoke or the salt of fear.


My great aunt Anne was a miniaturist among a gregarious family of artists. She wore black velvet in mourning for the suffering of so many women. She smoked opium, inhabiting the shadows of her studio like a wraith illumined by candlelight, painting her miniatures with a hair of a hare. She was, according to my mother, mostly silent but as courageous a suffragette as her sisters. Complex as a Chinese perfume bottle painted from the inside, she leads me back into myself when I come home from the bright lights of the photographic studio or the forensic scrutiny of fittings. Wearing black is like feeling my way in the dark, but really feeling, with all my sense tuned up.


Black is white and white is black. They both shine and define. Black – or historically, BHLEG or BHEL – meaning to burn, gleam, flash, bleach; blank, blond, blaze. Black devours the whole visual spectrum, reflecting nothing back, but consuming every visible wavelength until it brims with colour – every colour imaginable. By wearing black you become a distillation, the paint strokes of Sesshu Toyo’s Splashed Ink Landscape (1495), an austere abstinence from desirous, passionate colour in the drive for a truth – the truth, say, in the grace and economy in the leap of a cat (a black cat), or Gabrielle Chanel’s Ford dress. Renaissance black. Black in all its shades is far from negative, it is as positive as white. They exist because of each other, like day and night. I love black for its infinite colour, its powerful ascetic choice and for the way it allows me to be myself.





Introduction


The season of the witch


What does it mean to be a goth today? There is, of course, no definitive answer, and it would be reductive to try and provide one. The true aim of this book is to excavate the roots of, and show my aeonian appreciation for, this most hallowed of all subcultures. It will also shed light on those shadowy individuals throughout the ages who have been touched in some way by the codes of goth, holding them up as examples for future goths to draw inspiration from.


The pain of simply existing is something we can all relate to, which is why the state of being goth traverses time and space. An outward expression of otherness, there are myriad ways to be a goth; it’s a (life-long) journey of self-discovery.


But why do I sit, now, quill in hand? Growing up, I felt somewhat ashamed of my gothic sensibilities, and it’s only as I reached adulthood that I grew the confidence to truly embrace them. And beyond that, as we enter a new apocalyptic era, there’s simply no better time to be a goth.


Even before its subcultural inception, the spirit of goth perforated culture at every level: we’ve seen gothic art, architecture and literature. Since time immemorial, people have filled their stories with sinister characters and spectres of evil as a way to make sense of this harrowing and at times unyielding world. It speaks to some primordial predilection for and preoccupation with darkness, which perhaps accounts for why in the last century, out of all the post-war subcultures– skinheads, punks, mods, rockers, teddy boys – goths form the only tribe that has really endured, albeit cast ever further in the shadows.


Fast-forward to today, however, and goth has done the unthinkable. After years of lingering in the cultural wilderness, thanks to the increasingly dark times in which we now find ourselves, coupled with unprecedented live-streamed access to culture as it happens, goth has finally come crashing into the mainstream.


Those who gravitate towards dark matter tend to possess a somewhat melancholic disposition, a state of being where nothing fits, which can be incredibly isolating. So allow this grimoire to be your companion as you move through the abyss – a manual from which the modern goth may draw encouragement whenever thelure – and pressures – of cultural conformity get too much.


Scythed into the three main stages of a woman’s sartorial evolution, How to Be a Goth will steer you from cradle to crypt, as you navigate those blistering teenage years, turbulent mid-life crises and final witchy winters. Also thrown into the cauldron is a collection of loose guides that cover everything from what to watch, listen to and read, to how to furnish a home (haunted or otherwise), as well as notes from distinguished vixens across art, fashion, music and film, including model Amelia Gray, actress Anjelica Huston and artist Michèle Lamy, who share what it means to be goth or goth-coded. There’s also a letter from demonic duo Fecal Matter about how to scare the mainstream and whimsical illustrations from artist Aurel Schmidt peppered throughout. Elsewhere, there’s an inventory of important undead icons through the ages, from Wednesday Addams, Siouxsie Sioux and Theda Bara to Edith Sitwell, Rei Kawakubo and Miss Havisham. Which can only mean one thing: must be the season of the witch.





Chapter I:


Confessions of a goth
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My story starts somewhere in the 90s. I grew up in a listless household in London where precious objects and curious antiques lined the walls of cordoned-off rooms that children weren’t allowed to go in. Mausoleum-like, it had been that way since my father died after I turned five. Death hung over our home, infecting every nook and cranny. My sisters were sent to boarding school and my mother took to her tower of grief. A creeping sense of loneliness and discomfort pervaded my youth, as if my skin was permanently crawling. I remember the first time I heard the song Spaceman by Babylon Zoo (1996) on the TV music show Top Of The Pops, aged six, and something inside me stirred.


Growing up, I wasn’t like other kids, those bonnie blonde girls in their pink satin party dresses, preferring instead to wear frocks in red and crushed black velvet. I was never interested in being a princess, either, instead finding an affinity with vampires, ghosts, witches and ghouls. I was about 11 when Morticia Addams entered my orbit via Barry Sonnenfeld’s film The Addams Family (1991). Brought into being by Anjelica Huston, this deathly apparition made a lasting impression on my young psyche – her jet-black bias-cut silhouette with its eerie tendrils; her blood-red lips, pallid skin and raven hair. She was dark, dangerous, vampy and cool. With my own pale complexion and bitter-chocolate locks, I was drawn to this woman who refused to conform to normative standards of beauty. She was the ultimate gothic pin-up, a testament to the fact that you can be both hot and sad at the same time. Even our nicknames were the same: Tish.


By the time my teenage years whipped round, a storm was brewing. And from then on, I became a goth. It wasn’t an overnight decision, or even a conscious one, but a progression galvanized by some subconscious attraction to the dark side. At odds with the cultural establishment, I nursed my growing pains with all things macabre. I pored over films like Edward Scissorhands (1990), The Wicker Man (1973), The Doom Generation (1995), Ghostworld (2001), The Crow (1994) and The Craft (1996), more often identifying with the freaks. I will always remember the famous line from The Craft, in which teen witch Nancy Downs, played by Fairuza Balk, replies to the bus driver who warns her to watch out for weirdos: ‘We are the weirdos, Mister.’ I felt seen.


Away from the big screen, I read bits of Baudelaire, Mary Shelley, H P Lovecraft and Edgar Allan Poe, and tried to make sense of the delirious ramblings of Aleister Crowley. To lull my adolescent angst, I listened to the dark symphonies of Siouxsie and the Banshees, The Sisters of Mercy, Bauhaus, The Cure and The Cramps. Meanwhile, I had posters of Winona Ryder, Rose McGowan and Angelina Jolie – in her vial-of-blood-wearingera – plastered to my walls. When I grew up I wanted to be just like them: gothic girls who revelled in after-dark mysteries and dressed in colours of the night. They were dangerous, they spoke up, and they refused to be defined by submissive femininity.


Art provided another form of refuge. I remember the first time I visited Tate Britain as a child and saw Sleeping Venus (1944) by the Belgian painter Paul Delvaux, and being completely enraptured. A subversion of the classical sleeping Venus archetype, here was an image of a naked woman who had been ripped from the quiet domesticity of a bedroom and placed incongruously in a deserted town centre under the moonlit sky. A skeleton and a dressmaker’s dummy watch over her in a play between life and death, the animate and inanimate, while background nudes thrash their hands around in anguish in this gothic fever dream.


At school, I would lose myself in art books about Gothic architecture and the 19th-century Gothic Revival. But it was the subversive work of German Surrealist Hans Bellmer which captivated me the most. Inspired by Jacques Offenbach’s 1851 opera The Tales of Hoffmann, in which the hero falls in love with a mechanical doll, Bellmer spent the mid-30s building two life-size dolls out of wood, plaster and metal rods. Stylized in the form of young girls, with little white socks and Mary Jane shoes, Bellmer would place them in erotically charged scenarios and photograph their partially dismembered bodies, inviting the viewer of these hand-coloured images to engage in a voyeuristic game of fetishistic possibilities. Sure, it was dark, but it was also pretty mesmerizing.


While I got my teenage kicks through art, music, film and literature, it was through clothes and makeup that I was able to grapple with notions of identity. As I waged a silent war against the attrition of womanhood, my body became a battleground to be reclaimed. I filled my ears with piercings and never went anywhere without a velvet choker or spiked leather dog collar. Trawling through vintage shops on Portobello Road and flea markets on family holidays, I curated a uniform of black miniskirts and long black dresses which I wore with ripped tights, a hoodie and my trusty pair of Doc Marten boots, sometimes adding an ironic pop of lurid colour to throw people off the scent. Back then, I never considered beauty as a choice, but rather a necessary armour with which I could shield myself and my sadness from the world. This was at a point in my life when I didn’t believe in makeup remover. The devil’s juice, or so I thought. Instead, I would go to sleep each night with a fresh lick of mascara and another wring of kohl for that perfect ‘slept-in’ (read: punched-in-the-face) look. This routine would last until day five when either a stye would emerge or clumps of soot started to congeal, whereupon I’d have to take it all off and begrudgingly start again. My approach to hair was equally contrived. On the surface, my long locks looked haphazard and messy, qualities which belied careful consideration and artful skill. I would make two small plaits, one on each side above the ear, that I would tie together at the back, to create a cushion of volume at the crown, which over time (my record was two weeks) would mat together with grease to form a tangled web. Styled into a deep side parting, I used the bulk of torn-out front bits to obscure my left eye, like an eye patch, only crafted out of human hair. In short, I was a dark feral pixie in need of a good wash. But at least I felt protected.


During those early teenage years, I had a hard time negotiating my femininity and loathed my developing body, and it was through the language of goth that I was able to come to terms with both. It’s been that way ever since; at every important crossroad – from coming of (r)age to becoming an adult, through falling in and out of love, navigating the workplace, marriage, motherhood, and beyond – the gothic vernacular has been there to shepherd me throughout, and will no doubt see me through until the end. I owe a lot to goth, which is why I want to champion its ghoulish mores so that it might inspire, or at least comfort, others in the way it has done for me. But before we get on to that, we must go back to the very beginning, to when time’s dead flowers first stood in deathly bloom.





Chapter II:


A brief history of goth
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Since the sacking of Rome in AD 419 at the hands of the barbaric Visigoths, the term ‘goth’ has been encoded with ideas of death, destruction and decay. As every age brings about fresh horrors and a culture of darkness that springs up around it as a result, we may refer to this as the culture of goth. One that spans art, architecture, film, folklore and fairy tales; literature, poetry, music and fashion. Herewith: a primer.


THE DARK AGES: FUNGUS, GARGOYLES AND THE POINTED ARCH


A period defined by social and economic strife, the rise of feudalism, religious conflict, the spread of superstition and a deadly plague, the Dark Ages (the clue is in the name) were no laughing matter. This was echoed in both high and low culture, from the heaven-grazing, pointed arches of the great big Gothic cathedrals that sprung up across Europe – a result of technological advancements in construction – to the folky tales of witches, werewolves and the undead being whispered under candlelight. It didn’t help that everyone was off their nut on ergot, a hallucinogenic fungus that affected the rye crops.


THE 16TH CENTURY: ROMEO MONTAGUE WAS A GOTH


With even more ecclesiastical upheaval and murmurs of geopolitical wars, writers like William Shakespeare and Christopher Marlowe started to embrace the cultural malady with sonnets about ghosts, melancholy and the macabre. Take Hamlet’s famous soliloquy, for example, in which he ponders the possibility of death as being the only way to bring peace to his plight:


To die, to sleep
No more; and by a sleep, to say we end
The heart-ache, and the thousand natural shocks
That Flesh is heir to? ’Tis a consummation
Devoutly to be wish’d.


It’s the same with ol’ Romeo ‘I am fortune’s fool’ Montague. Fast-forward four or so centuries, and you know he’d be dousing himself in hairspray and hitting up the Batcave nightclub looking for bad romance.


THE 17TH CENTURY: POST TENEBRAS LUX


After the darkness comes the light. Without making too broad a statement, this was a pretty jammy period, defined by science, technology and rational thought. These were the halcyon days of Enlightenment, the Sun King and Newton’s apple. As a result, across Europe the culture was grand, celebratory and Baroque – and therefore scant on gothic action.


THE 18TH CENTURY: STRAWBERRY HILL HORROR


Darkness returns. The cogs of the Industrial Age began turning and Europe was plagued by fear of what the dawn of the machine would mean for man, not to mention being ravaged by violent revolutions and very rampant disease. Against this backdrop of doom and disorder, the politician Horace Walpole took to his sprawling gothic mansion, Strawberry Hill, and penned the 1764 novella The Castle of Otranto, a tale about hidden identities and supernatural forces, which would go on to inspire a full-blown Gothic Revival and spawn a new genre of horror. Not long after, the period’s answer to Jilly Cooper, Ann Radcliffe, began writing her spooky chick-lit masterpiece The Italian (1796). Less preoccupied with graphic horror than she was with romance, the sublime and suspense, Radcliffe’s writings still carry influence among The Twilight Saga tweekers today.


THE 19TH CENTURY: MOURNING GLORY


It was over a long, unnaturally gloomy Swiss weekend in June 1816, that the lothario Lord George Gordon Byron (‘mad, bad, and dangerous to know’, as his ex once described him) challenged his guests to a ghost-story writing competition, out of which came Mary Shelley’s frenzied Frankenstein, Or The Modern Prometheus (1818) and John Polidori’s The Vampyre (1819). Shortly afterwards the Irish author Bram Stoker published his own dystopian tale about a blood-drinking count.


Back in England, working conditions were squalid and mortality rates sky high, particularly among infants. A morbid fascination with the grotesque was considered de rigueur, particularly during the latter half of the period, when grief and mourning seemed to sum up the cultural mood. This was articulated through the rise of death masks, death portraits, lavish funerals and elaborate grave monuments, and communicated sartorially through a national dress code of black. Men accessorized with black armbands while women wore jewellery made of jet and trinkets that had belonged to loved ones, filled with locks of the deceased’s hair – a movement that was inspired by Queen Victoria herself. Having lost her husband Albert after 21 years of marriage, aged just 38, she never let a scrap of colour touch her regal flesh again and built a giant, gilded, gothic monument to her prince in Hyde Park.


Nightmarish images continued to pervade culture in all its forms. Not just in England, but in Paris, too, where the poet Charles Baudelaire was putting pen to parchment about a putrefying corpse in his seminal Les Fleurs Du Mal (1857), the tropes of which were echoed more than a century later in many post-punk and goth lyrics, from Bauhaus and Siouxsie Sioux to Nick Cave and The Doors. Looking for someone to share his anguish with, it was Baudelaire who translated the tormented musings of American poet Edgar Allan Poe into French, another much-referenced figure within goth subculture.


THE 20TH CENTURY: A GOTHIC EXPLOSION


Welcome to a brave new world: a dynamic time that saw the birth of modern art, jazz and the sexually empowered flapper amid the rise of fascism and two grisly world wars. Much of the culture that defined the first half of the 20th century looked to make sense of these turbulent times through even darker material. Influenced by Poe, occultist writers H P Lovecraft and Aleister Crowley wrote sinisterly about sex and dark magic – themes that would later possess the lyrics of everyone from David Bowie to gothic rock band Fields of the Nephilim.



Bela Lugosi and the Scream Queens



In cinema, the genre of horror was beginning to take shape, thanks to French director Georges Méliès, who opened up the artistic possibilities of the medium with a host of spooky special effects. Among the more notable films of the period, there were Les Vampires (1915), The Cabinet of Dr.Caligari (1920), Nosferatu (1922), Dracula (1931) and Frankenstein (1931), which made a star out of genre actor Bela Lugosi. Years later, a still from The Cabinet of Dr.Caligari would appear on the back cover of Bauhaus’s gothic anthem ‘Bela Lugosi’s Dead’ (1982).


The dawn of gothic cinema also gave rise to a new female archetype: the femme fatale. Embodied both on and off screen by silent movie stars Theda Bara, Pola Negri, Nita Naldi and Jeanne Roques (also known as Musidora), these scream queens of early 20th-century cinema have a lot to answer for in terms of the traditional goth aesthetic; most of them were celebrated as much for their dark and decadent maquillage as for the vampy characters they inhabited.


Prompted by the discovery of Tutankhamun’s tomb and all its treasures in 1922, Egypt-mania swept through Europe and America, inspiring cinema’s leading ladies to cultivate mysterious off-screen personas to maximize their star potential. They dressed in arcane and ‘exotic’ costumes, with Cleopatra-style eye makeup consisting of thick kohl lines, geometric wings, painted brows and lashings of mascara. To stand out on black and white film, the look was finished off with blood-red lips (although this translated as black on screen) and thick matte foundation.



The Price Is Right vs Under The Hammer



Whereas the 30s had Bela Lugosi, the 50s had Vincent Price, the American actor known affectionately as the ‘King of Horror’, whose performances in House of Wax (1953) and The Fly (1958) came to define an entire genre of film, while Cry of the Banshee (1970) went on to inspire the name of one very famous goth band. Even more influential was sultry screen siren Maila Nurmi, otherwise known by her stage name, Vampira. With her jet-black hair, pallid skin and blood-red lips, together with her long black gown with its cinched-in waist and tentacle-like sleeves, she was the ultimate goth prototype. Even more titillating entertainment came courtesy of fetish superstar and 1955 Playboy centrefold Bettie Page, whose seamed stockings and signature curl-ironed fringe, dubbed the ‘Bettie bangs’, have gone on to influence a whole subset of rockabilly goths today.


In England, Hammer Film Productions, founded originally in 1934, was giving Hollywood and Price a run for their money, with a series of gory and darkly erotic films like The Curse of Frankenstein (1957) and Dracula (1958).


The American Nightmare


With rock and roll in full swing, the 60s saw the dawn of a darker and druggier scene. Drawing on the feverish sounds of Screamin’ Jay Hawkins and his bewitching anthem, ‘I Put A Spell On You’ (1956), came British artists like the Undertakers and Screaming Lord Sutch. Across the pond, something else was brewing. Enter The Velvet Underground, whose sombre lyrics and sultry aesthetic coincided with teens becoming increasingly disillusioned – which were themselves only a recent invention. The term ‘teenager’ came into popular parlance only in the late 40s, as the demographic it referred to began to claw some semblance of independence away from the watchful eyes of their parents, which the mass availability of cars greatly contributed to. No longer perceived as children or mini-adults, grumpy teens became a movement in their own right, one that began to demand its own culture, tastes and values.


Unlike post-war Britain, which was defined by misery and austerity, post-war America was experiencing an economic boom. Everything was space agey and optimistic, as Americans celebrated the boundless possibilities of the future, quite literally launching themselves to the moon. The period also saw the rise of the American Dream, with white picket fences and shiny happy housewives. In reaction to this came sardonic shows like The Munsters (1964–6),The Addams Family (1964–6) and Dark Shadows (1966–71), along with horror hostess and campy goth pin-up Cassandra Peterson, aka Elvira.


Sex and Violence


By the early 70s, the world of entertainment had exploded into a multi-billion-pound industry, and cultural references to sex, violence and excess became more and more extreme. At one end, you had the futuristic drag and sexual fluidity of glam rock, brought to life via The Rocky Horror Picture Show (1975), the genre-defying musical about a ‘sweet transvestite from transexual Transylvania’ while, at the other end of the spectrum, the extreme pornographic imagery, bondage clothing and reappropriated Nazi ephemera of punk and violent films like A Clockwork Orange (1971) caused unease. Somewhere in the middle was the American musician Alice Cooper, whose turbocharged stage presence would go on to help define the goth subculture as we know it.


In Goth We Trust


It was out of punk and glam rock’s hinterland and the maudlin musings of Joy Division, that ominously named bands like Alien Sex Fiend, Sex Gang Children, Southern Death Cult and The Sisters of Mercy began to emerge. Elsewhere, steeped in the tropes of gothic art and literature, Bauhaus gave us synth-driven, saturnine songs about bats, Bela Lugosi and the undead, brought to life with funereal sounds and eerie vocals; Siouxsie Sioux and the Banshees gave us shrill cries and sinister guitar strings; while angst-ridden lyrics came courtesy of The Cure. Forged in the UK’s hellish fires of 1979, after a string of strikes, national acts of violence and the ascent of the much-maligned Margaret Thatcher, it was the music the world deserved.


By 1982, many goth bands had begun to play together, often congregating at London’s hallowed underground nightclub the Batcave, where inky fiends came to lose themselves in gothic abandon. The nightclub was a key feature of the subculture, a stage upon which a rich tapestry of sartorial codes would play out. In Leeds there was Phono, Planet X in Liverpool, the Berlin Club in Manchester and the Tin Can in Birmingham. Even beyond England, nocturnal temples were sprouting up all over the world, as safe havens where goths could be themselves and find a sense of belonging in an increasingly frightening world.


Much has been written about goth and its parameters. While there has never been any fixed treaty or manifesto demarcating what it means (it wasn’t given a name until the movement was well underway, while most of its prominent hellraisers would deny even being involved), it may be loosely articulated as a subterranean music and style scene unified by an aesthetic of darkness.


While punk was about the working-class hero rioting against the oppression of the government and the tyranny of the upper class, goth was romantic, and steeped in somewhat dandy ideals in its referencing of gothic art, architecture, film and literature. That said, goth owes much of its individualism and DIY, fetishistic aesthetic to the punk movement, in particular the provocative wares of Malcolm McLaren and Vivienne Westwood, whose iconic Kings Road shop, SEX, sold everything from gimp masks to ripped T-shirts emblazoned with swastikas, safety pins, images of mass murderers and pornographic stills.


But goth also took much of its visual lexicon from glam rock: the glittery romance and otherworldly androgyny of Marc Bolan and David Bowie, which it coupled with the camp theatrics of the New Romantics, with their swashbuckling frills and ostentatious ruffles.


Like all post-war subcultures, modern-day goth was born out of a desire to buck the system, and the most obvious way to do that was with your appearance, the aim being to shock and confront. Taking their cues from their favourite band members, women wore elements of historical costume such as big skirts, bodices and corsets, rendered in rich materials such as velvet, satin or lace, which they subverted with notes of PVC, latex and dominatrix leather. Men were equally flamboyant and performative, blurring the boundaries of gender with their piercings, nail polish, makeup and frilly romantic shirts, worn incongruously with combat boots and distressed leather jackets.


It was the same for beauty; the twin influences of punk and glam rock could be found in the goth’s carefully curated palette of blacks (punk) and vivid blues, fiery reds and electric purples (glam), most of which were used around the eye area to menacing effect. Lips were smeared with crimson, blackcurrant or jet, and skin was rendered deathly thanks to chalky foundation and deep purple blusher under the cheekbones to mimic the sinister contours of those beyond the grave. Meanwhile, hair was styled into towering proportions, sprayed into stiff spikes, coiffed into crimped crow’s nests and backcombed to oblivion, sometimes even shaved into ‘deathhawks’. Black was the dominant colour, but acid tones, livid reds and bruised purples were also popular choices – anything that looked noxious and unnatural. Multiple piercings were another trope borrowed from punks, with goths often wearing chains in their noses that extended across to their ears. You know, the usual teenage stuff.


Red Velvet Lines the Black Box


By the time the 90s rolled around, most post-war subcultures had disbanded. Although it was a global movement, goth music, which had begun to embrace diverging industrial and EBM sounds, was beginning to fade away from mainstream radio, TV and press coverage. But the spirit of goth rattled on in fringe fan zines, newsletters, alternative club nights and niche festivals such as the now biannual Whitby Gothic Weekend, and later via internet forums, giving the movement a newfound sense of mystery and exclusivity that most scene veterans revelled in.


Style began to evolve, too. Coinciding with the birth of rave culture and its crossover with the Japanese Lolita scene, goths started somewhat ironically to embrace pops of lurid colour, in particular red, pink and purple, which they juxtaposed with subverted childhood imagery and more obvious symbols of horror like vampire fangs and spooky contact lenses.


Thanks to their rejection of accepted cultural norms and their general aesthetic of doom and gloom, goths were widely viewed with suspicion, derision and ridicule, as strange misfits who lurked in the shadows, often represented in popular culture (mostly teen movies) as being the antithesis of cool, and even, in the wider media, as being falsely associated with acts of violence. Take the 1999 Columbine High School massacre, for example, which was unfairly blamed on controversial iconoclast Marilyn Manson, who had become something of a saviour for disenfranchised youths, and whose disturbing lyrics were claimed by the media to have incited the Columbine High School shooters to violence. Goth scene snobbery, however, would have you believe that Manson was never a true goth in the first place, despite his monstrous appearance and morbid exhibitionism. And perhaps, given the recent accusations of sexual assault against him, goths are right to reject him.
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