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‘[…] We know what happened to those who chanced to meet the Great God Pan, and those who are wise know that all symbols are symbols of something, not of nothing. It was, indeed, an exquisite symbol beneath which men long ago veiled their knowledge of the most awful, most secret forces which lie at the heart of all things; forces before which the souls of men must wither and die and blacken, as their bodies blacken under the electric current. Such forces cannot be named, cannot be spoken, cannot be imagined except under a veil and symbol, a symbol to the most of us appearing a quaint, poetic fancy, to some a foolish, silly tale. But you and I, at all events, have known something of the terror that may dwell in the secret place of life, manifested under human flesh; that which is without form taking to itself a form. Oh, Austin, how can it be? How is it that the very sunlight does not turn to blackness before this thing, the hard earth melt and boil beneath such a burden?’


– Arthur Machen, The Great God Pan
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Foreword



By Nick Ruskell


‘They’re the heaviest band on Earth. They’re from Dorset, of all places, and the rumble they come out with could shake the fucking planet apart.’


This is how I learned of the existence of Electric Wizard, in the winter of 1998, via a feature on stoner rock and doom bands in the pages of Kerrang!. It would be a long time before this Sabbath-obsessed, fifteen-year-old schoolboy would actually hear what that sounded like, but my imagination was already running wild. The vibe was already there – the accompanying picture showed three burnouts in leather jackets photographed in front of a wall with the word ‘Dope’ sprayed on it; the recommended record had the alluring title Come My Fanatics …; I already knew how witchy bits of Dorset were, I’d been there on Scout camp.


Next to their stoner rock peers, Electric Wizard felt genuinely dangerous. From that small picture and the few comments I could find on them – bottomless pockets of drugs, almost impossible to contact, a band who often wouldn’t turn up to gigs, and the ones where they did they’d spend the time jamming at dangerous volumes on ancient amps – in my mind grew visions of a world of weed smoked in rural churchyards, witches, crucifixes and headstones everywhere you looked, with endless Iommi riffs playing in the background.


When, six or seven months later, I eventually found a copy of the album in a record shop, I had to buy it immediately, worried that it would disappear and I’d never see it again. What I had in my mind, and how they’d been described to me, were both proven inexorably correct as soon as the first apocalyptic chord of ‘Return Trip’ fuzzed from the stereo. But whatever bad vibes I thought there would be, I didn’t imagine anything like that song’s ‘I hope this fucking world fucking burns away/And I’d kill you all if I had my way’ howl, or the ‘Drugs, sex, every sort of filth’ sample at the start of ‘Wizard In Black’. I also hadn’t anticipated that a record was actually able to tear a stereo speaker apart, but that’s how my girlfriend’s father’s woofer bit the dust. A noble death.


I can’t be the only one to have such a clear and memorable origin story for when the Wizard first cast a spell on them. For many, that first hit will have been a profound one, where you’re left altered by it. And though the entry points will be different, the allure will still be the same: there’s a powerful magic to Electric Wizard unlike any other band on earth.


Two decades and change since that first discovery, I am still an acolyte of the witchcult. I have seen Electric Wizard live more times than I can count, to ever-larger audiences, all as obsessed with the riffs and the vibes as me. I have interviewed them many times, and visited Jus Oborn and Liz Buckingham at home, where the latter has shown me the human skull a friend gifted to her, and the former told stories about teenage forays into the occult that almost killed people, and intentionally trying to have nightmarish bad trips on LSD because ‘it’s awesome, like a ghost train’. They are one of the few bands who have managed to keep such an atmosphere, such a mystique, about them as they grow, and only expanded their power as they’ve done so. There is still that irresistible black magic to them that is now so embedded in their bones, it’s there forever.


In some ways, this would have been unthinkable back then. You don’t grow out of something so powerful easily as a listener, but the idea of Electric Wizard’s name at the top of the bill at Camden Roundhouse, or headlining a stage at Donington, was a fanciful one. They were too heavy, too apart from everything else going on, one of those frustratingly great bands who other people didn’t want to concern themselves with. They were also just too chaotic.


Not that they were chasing much bigger, anyway. Half the time they seemed like they were about to split up. The first time I saw them live – at the Camden Underworld in April 2002 just as Let Us Prey had been released, having to drunkenly support myself with my face against a pillar, not noticing someone being sick down my back when they played – much of the gig was spent arguing and walking off, only to be pushed back onstage by staff from their then-record label. Kerrang! had reported a similar thing during an interview in America, when then-drummer Mark Greening apparently drank a load of bleach, and Jus smashed a bottle of beer by throwing it against the wall of a New York venue, declaring that they should go both their separate ways, and also home. Enjoy this while it lasts, I thought.


But here we are. The enduring power of the Wizard comes not from an indomitable spirit and heroic determination to push through and succeed a la Ronnie James Dio or Judas Priest’s Rob Halford, but from being Electric Wizard. Even now, there is in a way a similar underground, word-of-mouth quality to them like there was in the day. You have to know. And when you do, it’s almost impossible to turn away.


And Electric Wizard do indeed encompass, as my mind conjured up as a teenager, an entire world. The impact they’ve had on doom and the metal underground can’t really be expressed as an either-or thing. It’s like saying you’re a fan of sunlight, or breathing oxygen, or Black Sabbath. How many bands are there trying to match the horrible, bloody-knuckled fuzz of Come My Fanatics … or Dopethrone? And how many, for all their searching for ancient amps and pedals, manage to? How many obscure and forgotten 60s and 70s horror and exploitation movies are the underground now conversant with? How much biker iconography and occult art has become part of the fabric of doom? It’s impossible to imagine the scale of it without the hand of the Wizard in there somewhere. Just as one can’t imagine the band’s world without it.


The difference is that for Electric Wizard, this is life. In or out of the band, Electric Wizard means to be an outsider, to live in that world, away from the normal one. As with Lemmy, this isn’t simply an outfit one wears to a gig, but a deep-seated lifestyle that’s only for a chosen few. Fanatics only. This goes a good way to explaining why they remain such a unique band: few others have the personality and lifer’s stomach for it.


As I look back on my own memories of the Wizard to welcome you to this book, one that says much about them is a gig in the Devon seaside town of Seaton. Returning from a not entirely unheard-of period of inactivity, they had quietly been added to the bill of HawkEaster, the springtime festival run and headlined by Hawkwind, held that year in the town hall; I’d only spotted it when looking at Hawkwind’s website. Arriving, we were greeted by the sight of a beer barrel on a pasting table, a painting of the Queen, a faded Union Flag, and nice, normal families with children doing egg hunts and having their faces painted as rabbits. When they came onstage at dinner time, few – that is to say, quite literally three people – seemed to know who the Wizard were. As the traditional projections of violence and nudity from vintage exploitation films rolled behind them, I remember parents leading their kids out with their hands over their eyes, their own horrified features silently asking what the world was coming to.


Eventually, after being told more than once to turn down, the lights came up and the plug was pulled. As an officious council type with their own microphone came onstage to announce that if this carried on the gig would be over and there would be no Hawkwind for anybody, I remember Jus continuing to scream into the air before eventually admitting the jig was up. The band packed up their gear while visibly laughing their heads off. As someone who seemed to know who these apparent criminals were, I was suddenly surrounded by folk half horrified, half intrigued as to what it was they’d just seen. According to Jus afterwards, the band had been told, with almost comic perfection, to leave town.


This is, to me, instructive of what Electric Wizard are about. Jus once told me, ‘I hope that we stand for what everyone perceives as wrong about heavy metal,’ that they were ‘rebellion against normality and boredom.’ On this day, when normals had to experience the band first hand, achievement achieved.


It was here that I definitively stopped thinking of Electric Wizard as a doom band, and as something more in tune with Hawkwind. Outsiders, explorers of space, wanting to blow your mind, and keeping on at it in their own world to great success away from the glare of more normal reality. Members have come and gone, but they remain as much as an idea as they are a band.


As their witchcult continues to grow, and the band mark their thirtieth year – albeit in different form than they started – there is much left to uncover about this most shadowy of collectives. This book will illuminate, but not so much that it will rob the Wizard of their mystique.


Come, fanatics. Let us prey …


Nick Ruskell, February 2023







Prologue



The Mirrors of Tuzun Thune


If you gaze into the mirror, what do you see?


Is it your true self, or a shadow?


How do you know the reflection vanishes into the void when you step away?


Are you reality’s servant, or have you created it?


‘The Mirrors of Tuzun Thune’ is a story about Kull, King of Valusia, by Robert E. Howard. It was one of only three stories about the king that were published in Howard’s lifetime. It appeared in Weird Tales magazine in September 1929.


Howard, a Texan, shouted his tales out loud as he wrote, sending them out onto the night wind.1 He forged vivid stories of a mythic tenor. He created another world of blood, fire and ice. In time he decided that our world was not for him. He shot himself in 1936, when he was only thirty years old. Like the protagonists of his stories – most notably Conan the Barbarian – he became a legend after his lifetime.


In ‘The Mirrors of Tuzun Thune’, Kull the Atlantean is weary of the world. He is advised to see a wizard of the Elder Race who lives in the House of a Thousand Mirrors.


‘Mirrors are the world, Kull,’ the wizard tells him when they meet. ‘Gaze into my mirrors and be wise.’2


Kull stares into the mirrors. In one he sees the past; in another, the future. In the mirror of the deepest magic he contemplates his own reflection and is thrown into an existential crisis: ‘Which of us is the ghost of the other?’ he asks. ‘Mayhap these mirrors are but windows through which we look into another world. Does he think the same of me? Am I no more than a shadow, a reflection of himself – to him, as he to me?’3


From then on, Kull returns to the House of a Thousand Mirrors every day. He spends hours in front of the mirror that perturbs him. The business of his palace is neglected. Kull speculates that the image in the mirror has an individuality apart from his own. He starts to doubt if he has summoned the reflection, and whether instead it has summoned him. Is his reality merely the shadow of a world beyond the mirror after all?


He begins to wish he could step into that mirror and enter the personality beyond it. But he delays. If he goes beyond the mirror, will he ever return? Will he find an identical world or one far richer than his own? He is so beset by these thoughts that they destabilise his notions of what is reality and what is illusion.


The wizard Tuzun Thune lurks behind him.


‘Man must believe to accomplish,’ Tuzun Thune tells Kull. ‘Form is shadow, substance is illusion, materiality is dream; man is because he believes he is; what is man but a dream of the gods? Yet man can be that which he wishes to be; form and substance, they are but shadows. The mind, the ego, the essence of the god-dream – that is real, that is immortal.’4


Kull continues to brood. Soon, he begins to dissolve into the mirror …


This is a book about a band called Electric Wizard. The band was formed in an old market town in Dorset. Over the course of thirty years, they have created some of the heaviest music ever. Their music expresses an intuition – a belief – that there is a world beyond this one, pressing against it. That there is a parallel reality hidden from view which their music tears into and reveals.


Electric Wizard are both well known and also shrouded in mystery. They are a cult in the true sense of the word – music tailored for a subsection of society with its own code, aesthetic and archetypes: an acquired taste. But once you step into the band’s realm, it is almost impossible to leave. Their music is the sound of cosmic fear as well as the hidden horrors lying around us all the time. And their cult is always growing.


Electric Wizard are a band of fanatics. They are fanatical about their music and the things it contains: from the black mass ritual to the biker gang to the mind-melding acid trip. They demand allegiance to a set of principles that the average person is completely ignorant about. They want to be misunderstood. They want to be feared. They want to be hated.


Electric Wizard is a doom metal band – a stratum of metal music which concerns itself with the concept of judgement. The most uncomfortable truth that the band represents is that the universe does not care enough about us to judge us. We are alone. We are unlikely to be remembered. In despair, there is liberation. Electric Wizard wants you to be free.


They are a conduit for an energy that all metal bands attempt to tame. They let it flow through them more freely than most. In this way they go above and beyond metal music to that other realm. They join the ranks of artists working in other forms who have dealt with the blood consciousness of this land – an English mindset stripped of the authority of law, the tyranny of religion and obligations of society. They use isolation as a weapon against conforming to the mainstream. This book is an exploration of their attempts to reach that other intuited and transcendent realm, and the consequences it has wrought on themselves and those around them.


In Electric Wizard’s struggle to reach beyond our day-to-day to express themselves they were almost destroyed by material reality. But then they resolved to create their own shadow world and established themselves as one of England’s greatest-ever bands.


Theirs is a tale of transgression: how a band violates norms and defies the rules that govern our lives – the limits imposed upon our behaviour and our perception. More than that, it is about transgression in the sense of crossing a boundary. This is the story of how the Wizard stepped through the mirror – and the chosen few of its members who were fit, and unfit, for the task.







Chapter One



In Wimborne


We met in the shadow of the Minster. It was my first time in the Dorset town of Wimborne. I was meeting Jus Oborn, founding guitarist and singer of Electric Wizard, and Liz Buckingham, guitarist since 2003. They hadn’t been in the town for a decade. We were here because this was where Jus (née Justin, but I’ll refer to him as Jus) grew up and where Electric Wizard began as a three-piece in 1993, with Tim Bagshaw on bass and Mark Greening on drums.


Looking at the quaint green in front of us in the bright, early June sunshine, it was hard to imagine that Electric Wizard used to drop acid here, then party and vomit into the night.


Wimborne is important because it is where Electric Wizard began. The experiences the band had in the town were formative. Electric Wizard might have sounded as colossal if they had grown up in another part of the British Isles. But they didn’t. They grew up in Dorset. The landscape, the history (recent and ancient), the drugs, the gangs, the pubs, the strange encounters and practices, the hidden networks and secret social currents of this place all fed into the early incarnation of the band and have remained, a residue, ever since.


Wimborne is first mentioned in the Anglo-Saxon Chronicle in 718, when the monastery was founded by Cuthburga, the sister of Ine, king of the West Saxons. The settlement is not mentioned again until 871 when it says that King Aethelred’s body ‘lies in the monastery of Wimborne’.5 For Jus, tripping on acid here next to the edifice containing Aethelred’s tomb, the Minster was square and solid – it was something he clung to. Here, he communed with the bones of Aethelred, the king of Wessex (and older brother of Alfred the Great), who died in a battle against the Danes. His reign foreshadowed the unification of England in the late ninth and early tenth centuries.


When they formed Electric Wizard, the members shared stoned ideas about rising up to overthrow the Norman invasion of 1066 and the occupation they felt was still ongoing. Only by headlining a giant festival and unleashing seismic doom from hundreds of amps could they generate the necessary power for the English to finally throw off the Norman yoke.


The Minster houses a rare, mediaeval astronomical clock in its west tower. It has a chained library – one of the earliest public libraries and the second-largest chained library in Britain. When Jus was young, the library used to be maintained by a stooped, Quasimodo-like librarian. The building also boasts the ‘Man in the Wall’, the body of eccentric barrister Anthony Ettrick. Because he had fallen out with the church, Etrrick vowed not to be buried inside or outside of the building, nor above ground, nor below it. But he had a change of heart, and his way of rowing back his proclamation without exactly reneging on his vow was to be buried in the wall. He even commissioned his own coffin with the year he thought he would die inscribed on it – 1693. He lived another ten years beyond that. His coffin resides in an inlet of the masonry.


In 1600, a woman called Mary Brewer believed she saw the devil appear behind the priest in the pulpit of the church. She returned later to shit on the spot where she had seen the devil standing. A young witness, Elizabeth Sandell, thought Brewer was acting suspiciously and approached the spot, finding ‘excrement newly done’. No punishment was handed down by the Peculiar Court that heard the case. Perhaps they sympathised with this extreme act of godly solidarity. That same year, the central spire and steeple of the church collapsed. Miraculously, no-one was hurt.


As we talked, the ‘Quarter Jack’ chimed for 2.15 p.m. This striking jack in the form of a soldier stands in the north window of the west tower of the church and swings his hammers to ring out each quarter of the hour. It dates back to 1662 when it was carved by a carpenter from nearby Blandford and was gowned in lead so it looked like a monk. Its current appearance – in a Grenadier uniform – dates from the early nineteenth century when it was repainted as a sign of loyalty during the Napoleonic Wars. Jus recounted the local legend of a French soldier who was taken in and protected by the local people during the war. Supposedly, the soldier hid up in the west tower when the English came hunting for him, and perhaps was even trapped in the form of the Quarter Jack.


Jus was born in 1971 and grew up in Wimborne. In the seventies and eighties, the town was rougher around the edges than the cleaned-up market town of today, in which a Waitrose now stands on the site of the old cricket pitch. Farrow & Ball, the upmarket paint manufacturer, has its head office nearby. Jus’s dad, Mike Oborn, used to work at the slaughterhouse at Uddens Cross – a huge factory of death just outside of town. He came home reeking of its strange, creamy smell. Jus and friends snuck out to explore the factory, glimpsing the stains on the walls and inhaling the unmistakable odour. Working there was a traumatic experience. Mike is a vegetarian now.


The abattoir employed bikers. They used to gather in a pub called The Three Lions (now The Minster Arms on West Street). You could get a drink underage in there if you had enough of a rat ’tache. The bikers brought heroin into town to generate some more income. The Oddfellows Arms around the corner on Church Street was another intimidating establishment. It was fierce and local, and frequented by the bell ringers from the church.


Jus’s mother’s family is from Wimborne. Scrivens, the optician in the town centre, still bears the family name, though Rosemary was born a war baby in Colorado. Jus’s father was from Weymouth. His parents sold their dairy farm and bought a house in Corfe Mullen – a dormitory village for the south-east Dorset conurbation of which Wimborne is a part, along with coastal Poole (about six miles due south) as well as Bournemouth and some other satellite towns.


Mike was a trickster figure with a high-pitched laugh, knocking about with troublemakers; participant in (but rarely the instigator of) nefarious goings-on. In the early sixties, he dressed like a barbarian, in a fur coat gilet or a leather jacket with his name written in studs on the back. He was known to wear a cutlass by his side. He also owned a shotgun. He rode a motorbike and ran with a gang of other teenage hard-nuts and imbeciles. When Jus was still a kid, Mike was a member of a four-wheel drive club down near the tank museum in Bovington, alongside Jon Lord, Hammond organ player of Deep Purple.


Jus was in a gang himself at school when he was thirteen. The members modelled themselves on the New York gangs from Walter Hill’s 1979 film The Warriors. They drank, fought and were vicious little shits, terrorising their fellow pupils. Each member wore a denim jacket with a Hawkwind patch. Their peers mistook the hawk for an eagle, so they were known as the Eagle Gang.


We walked into the old Cornmarket plaza, past the dentist where Jus and his friends stole mercury. Mercury is a useful ingredient for black magic ceremonies. It is supposed to have supernatural powers and participants have been known to inhale its vapour from burning candles or even to drink it. (Do I need to tell you that this is a very bad idea?)


On the western side of the plaza, next to The White Hart pub, is Wimborne Masonic Hall – a former Methodist Church until 1883. Here the masons used to gather in their cloaks, sold by a jewellery shop in the town square. Where the upper windows are now bricked up, Jus’s friends reported seeing people being hung up and whipped. This was not the only part of town where children glimpsed the strange and depraved. It is rumoured that the building has an entrance to a sequence of tunnels beneath the town. Jus knew a girl whose grandparents lived in Gordon House, on Wimborne’s main thoroughfare of West Borough, which also had an entrance to this subterranean tunnel network. He went down there once, got about a hundred yards along and found it bricked off. There is a network of tunnels in the writer H.P. Lovecraft’s Innsmouth from his 1932 story ‘The Shadow Over Innsmouth’, where the fictional town’s Masonic Hall came to be the headquarters of a cult called The Esoteric Order of Dagon. The tunnels beneath Wimborne give the town a Lovecraftian air.


They were also useful for smugglers. Wimborne’s proximity to the towns of Christchurch and Poole on the south coast of Dorset made the landing and sale of contraband a town-wide activity, with numerous gangs operating well into the nineteeth century, including the notorious eighteenth-century Isaac Gulliver. When they brought goods ashore the smugglers wore white sheets coated in phosphorus, so they glowed in the dark and spooked the locals. It was like a scene from the 1898 novel Moonfleet by J. Meade Falkner, or something out of Scooby-Doo.


From his base in the Kinson area, Gulliver operated along the coast, from Christchurch in the east to Lyme Regis in the west. The nooks and crannies of the coastline made ideal landing spots for the ‘moonrakers’, as did the Dorset heathland for smuggling the goods out into the county’s settlements. Gulliver’s cut-price, black-market goods and ready employment for local men in his gangs were vital in lifting the town’s citizens out of poverty – supplementing their wages when they were being kept poor by wealthy landowners. He was notorious, very popular and cultivated great loyalty with the inhabitants of Wimborne.


One popular legend about Gulliver is that he was pardoned in 1782 for revealing a plot to murder the mad king, George III. He had already amassed his own land and property near Wimborne and he went on the straight and narrow after his pardon. He started a legitimate business on West Borough in the town in 1817 when he was seventy-two years old. He even became a churchwarden. When he died in 1822, he was buried in the nave aisle of the Minster. He remains a folk hero in Wimborne – a figurehead for giving the people what they wanted, subverting the law and then ascending to an undeniable position of power and influence.


In the 1980s and 1990s, after the town’s annual folk festival – four days of debauchery, music and Morris dancers – the Cornmarket more than once saw British Bulldog-type confrontations between drinkers at The White Hart pub and the police. The White Hart was a gathering place for the freaks of the town – drawn from different social (and musical) tribes but driven together by their outsider status. During one stand-off, the Wizard’s former drummer, Mark, was captured by the police. They forcibly shaved his head. The folk festival connected with Jus – particularly the pre-Christian rituals evidenced in the Morris dancing. When he began finding success with his music, he felt he was similarly documenting another kind of ritual for future generations.


West Borough, heading northwards towards the Tivoli cinema, was the location of the tuck shop. The owner traded video nasties under the counter and eventually went to prison for it. Jus’s mum used to rent legitimate videos but rental mistakes were made as illicit VHS tapes were mixed up with the legal ones. For all she knew, she had brought home Zombie Flesh-Eaters for her kids to watch. Opposite the tuck shop was the labyrinthine doctor’s surgery – the kind of place where the sadistic doctors prodded your balls when you came in complaining of a sore throat. It’s now a Wetherspoons pub.


A little further up the road, the Tivoli cinema conceals a Georgian facade – inside it looks like a mini Grande Ballroom (the famous Detroit live music venue). It was designed and constructed as a cinema and theatre in 1936 by the architect Edward de Wilde Holding. The edifice was originally part of the rebuilding of the town in the eighteenth century that replaced the irregular, timber-framed buildings of wattle and daub with airy, spacious townhouses. ‘Society’ was established, with coaches transporting the wealthy families between their respective country piles: the Hanhams, Bankes, Fitches, Sturts and Glyns.


Jus used to sneak in through the back door of the cinema to watch horror movies with his dad. He also remembers that the queue for the original Watership Down stretched some four hundred feet back down to The King’s Head hotel. Jus once walked past the cinema on the way to school and was astonished to see the lobby cards blazoned with naked women. They were showing a porno film in the cinema’s dying days – though it might easily have been Come Play with Me or a similar, low-budget seventies sex comedy.


By the 1990s, the Tivoli was a rundown hellhole full of junkies – there was a hole in the roof, the place was full of rot and there was a pond in the orchestra pit. A collective of bands and other societies, groups, businesses and powerful individuals known as The Friends of the Tivoli, under the aegis of an ageing punk-rocker mayor, resolved to bring it back from the brink. At that time, there were between twenty and thirty active bands in the town, some of them signed to development contracts at major labels, though they didn’t do much with them. It was in the restored venue that Electric Wizard headlined the Wimborne Festival in 1998, their final gig in the town. Electric Wizard were the shit band who everyone hated – but they ended up touring the world.


Before our trip to Wimborne, Jus sent me a documentary about the musician Robert Fripp made in 1985 as part of the BBC series Late Night in Concert. It’s called Robert Fripp: New York – Wimborne. Jus’s dad was in the same class as Fripp in primary school. Robert was a nerdy child and Mike and his mates used to call him ‘Fripper’. He is (arguably) Wimborne’s most famous son. The introduction of the TV programme bills him as the ‘legendary guitarist’ of King Crimson. It follows him in and around Wimborne, which the narrator says ‘he considers, rather eccentrically, to be the centre of the universe’.


Made a good fifteen years after King Crimson’s first album, Fripp, verging on forty years old, is full of it here. In one scene in the town’s record shop, Square Records, he dispenses advice to a young musician from a band called Social Science while he signs copies of the latest King Crimson album, Three of a Perfect Pair: ‘If you want to be successful in music in England, you have to live in London. I’m very sorry to say you can’t do it from Wimborne. You have to go and live in London for seven years. Resign yourself to it. The industry in this country are [sic] in London and they are not going to come to you. They are not going to come to you. Even trips on the river, even tea in the Yew Tree cafe, will not seduce the industry to come down here. You have to go to them. For a period of time. And then, if you’re good enough, ambitious enough, and really, really want it, maybe you’ll be successful.’


Why seven years in particular? Only Fripp knows.


Around the corner from the Tivoli, we arrived at Jus’s primary school. It was an authoritarian establishment where they sent pupils to a shack for corporal punishment. It was the seventies: the golden age of institutional abuse. One of the teachers was a real-life war hero from the destruction of the German Bismarck battleship – he was even depicted in the 1960 film, Sink the Bismarck! The park next to the school contained a slide which was purportedly the biggest in England – now gone. It also contained a gazebo where teenage Jus and his friends used to get stoned – still standing.


Nearby was the cemetery containing the grave of Montague John Druitt, one of the men suspected to be Jack the Ripper. Originally from Bournemouth, he drowned himself in the Thames after he had been mysteriously dismissed from the school in Blackheath that employed him as an assistant teacher to supplement his income as a barrister. His suicide shortly followed the Miller’s Court murder of Mary Kelly in November 1888. Melville Macnaghten, the Met police chief who named Druitt as a suspect, stated that his family suspected Druitt of being the Ripper and that he had a reputation for being ‘sexually insane’. Jus’s dad and his friend – an armed robber called ‘Mad Joycey’ – orchestrated a black mass at Druitt’s grave for the News of the World in the late sixties.


Down a passageway back into the centre of town we came to the old Scout hut with its flaking green paint. On Wednesdays, Nazi enthusiasts would gather inside to socialise and display their wares. The local children glimpsed swastikas through the windows. One of Jus’s childhood neighbours was a member of this secret society. He invited Jus around to inspect the giant picture of Hitler on his wall and his collection of SS uniforms. He ended up being the manager of one of the town’s supermarkets.


In the late eighties and early nineties, the alleyways behind West Borough were strewn with drug addicts and the homeless. Heroin had grown into a huge problem, catalysed by its importation by the local biker gangs. Jus, Mark and Tim all had friends who died of their addictions. The more enterprising addicts made their way to Bournemouth to be nearer its source. It affected a lot of people close to Electric Wizard and set them against the ‘black drug’ forever.


Threading our way back through the town in the direction of the Minster again, we came across the Albion pub. Jus used to date the landlord’s daughter back when there were lines of coke on the bar and topless girls for entertainment. The landlord shot himself in the head in the pub garden one day.


Nearby was the post office, which was always well stocked with American horror comics to feed Jus’s childhood imagination. As kids, they shot rats with air rifles around the back. Gullivers Bookshop is still here too, which, if you didn’t know better, you might think was named after Jonathan Swift’s fictional character. Down one of the back streets was a beautiful herbal garden tended by an old woman who the town’s children suspected was a witch.


Along the Crown Mead pedestrian route heading east away from the centre, we passed the library with its shallow sloping roof which often proved too tempting for the Friday-night drunks who frequently tumbled off it. We took the footbridge over the mill stream and came to the pedestrian shopping precinct which was built in the mid-seventies. When Jus was very young there was nothing here but an island bounded by the River Allen. It was good for catching pike – one kid had his finger bitten off by a pike next to The Rising Sun pub downstream.


This islet is believed to be one of the oldest inhabited parts of the British Isles, though it can only be dated with any certainty from the Saxon settlements in Wessex from the fifth century onwards. The name Wimborne is derived from the Saxon ‘Win-burnan’. The River Allen was known to the Saxons as the Win(n), meaning ‘meadow’. The ‘burnan’ part is the origin of what we call a ‘borne’, meaning stream or brook. This would make Wimborne the ‘meadow-stream’. ‘Win’ can also mean wine, and Rudolf of Fulda, a Benedictine monk and chronicler, wrote in the 800s that Wimborne meant ‘wine-stream’ because of ‘the clearness and sweetness of the water there, which was better than any other in the land’.


As the settlement grew over the centuries, alluvial loams around the town proved good for pasture and growing crops. There was evidence of a market since 1200, when a market and fair were held on St Cuthburga’s Day (31 August). Sheep farming provided wool, meat, milk, bone and horn. Cloth and wool dominated the mediaeval export trade and the proximity to the southern ports contributed to the settlement’s growth. After the Reformation in the seventeenth century, the trades practised in the town expanded significantly: there were butchers, tailors, carpenters, tanners, curriers, cutlers, collar makers and braziers. By 1824, there were bakers, boot and shoemakers, chair makers, linen drapers and tailors, through to surgeons and pawnbrokers, auctioneers and tallow chandlers. And then there was the brewery supplying the fourteen inns and four beer shops. Wimborne still retains its reputation for its hostelries and pub crawls. All town life was here by the late twentieth century too: the butcher, the baker, the candlestick maker, the mason, the Nazi memorabilia collector, the paedophile and the heroin addict.


In the middle of the island’s shopping precinct is a Co-op supermarket, which used to be a Safeway. There are entrances at both ends of the building. These gave the local kids the perfect opportunity to ‘do a Psychomania’. This involved cycling through one set of automatic doors, straight through the supermarket, and then out of the doors at the other end, causing as much mayhem as they could on the way.


Psychomania is a 1973 English film about a biker gang called The Living Dead. It was a regular late-night feature on television when Jus was growing up. In the film, the gang’s leader, Tom, gains immortality by killing himself riding his motorcycle off a bridge into a river, by way of a hard-to-fathom black magic ceremony involving a toad and an amulet. As they bury their assumed-dead leader, mounted on his bike in a too-shallow grave at a stone circle called The Seven Witches (erected by the film crew next to the M3, near the village of Littleton in Surrey), one of the gang serenades him on his acoustic guitar with a song called ‘Riding Free’:


And the world never knew his name


But the chosen few knew of his fame


Roaring like a bat out of hell from beyond the grave, and now the living dead, Tom encourages the other members of the gang to commit suicide too. But the spell only works if the subject really wants to kill themselves. Any hesitation and they die for good.


In one sequence, the gang tear through a town centre in the brutalist surroundings of the Hepworth Way shopping centre in Walton-on-Thames, Surrey. They knock a workman off a ladder inexplicably erected in the middle of the pavement and joust on their motorbikes with umbrellas. They are ‘long-haired git[s]’ in the eyes of the police – a hippy nuisance that isn’t missed when they snuff themselves out.


It’s a peculiar vision of an English biker gang. The bikes, terrain, weather and the gang themselves were simply shitter than their larger-than-life American equivalents. There are no Harley Davidsons or desert sunsets in sight. But it conjures a strangely intense atmosphere – and the premise, though risible, has grown more disturbing over time. The glorification of suicide in the film teeters on the irresponsible.


Towards the end of the film, The Living Dead roar into a supermarket, get their bikes caught on the stacks of tins which they scatter across the floor and even send an occupied baby’s pram flying. This scene was the inspiration for the Wimborne bicycle jaunt through Safeway. Jus worked in the Safeway for a period. That didn’t stop him from pursuing the Psychomania antics. His boss was a pushover and tended to back away from confronting him about it. The absurdity of Psychomania appealed to the sense of humour of Wimborne’s young people. They loved the notion of living for ever if they killed themselves. When asked at school what he wanted to do for a career, Jus replied that he wanted to get a chopper motorbike, ride to Afghanistan and score loads of heroin.


Then there was heavy music. In the eighties, bike and metal culture were intertwined. Bikers and metalheads were both regarded with suspicion, if not disdain, by wider society. The older brother of one of Jus’s school friends was in a biker gang and his bedroom was full of posters of arena-straddling rock freaks: Deep Purple, Rainbow and Status Quo. But as Jus got old enough to seriously consider getting involved in motorbikes, the biker gang in Wimborne quickly deteriorated and became a pitiful sight. The leaders were clearly twats, their bikes were shit, and the upcoming generation wore one-piece leather suits with Yamaha written on the back. Jus started to think he had missed the boat.


Mike Oborn was set against the idea in any case. He bought Jus a guitar to steer him away from the whole bike thing. Jus soon saw the upside as he transferred the notion of the true biker’s death-drive to heavy rock music. How about suicide by way of guitar? Or a premature end as a guarantee of rock immortality? Years later, Electric Wizard’s fascination with Psychomania became a self-fulfilling prophecy.


We walked down to the bridge at East Street. The hump of the bridge was good for a Dukes of Hazzard-type jump if you could get the momentum up from the traffic lights. Jus once snuck out with a couple of his parents’ lodgers to attempt the jump in their souped-up Cortina.


Here on East Street, at the bottom end of the shopping precinct – opposite The Rising Sun pub and above what is now a beauty salon – was a nightclub and snooker hall called Cartoons. It was here Electric Wizard played their first gig in 1993. They crammed onto a small stage in the corner and played very loudly for about forty-five minutes, to a handful of old hippies. Long before they settled on playing actual songs in their sets, they jammed on a load of Cream and Sabbath-sounding riffs. The hippies loved it and the Wizard were convinced they were the best band ever.


Cartoons is now a venue called The Club, with a faux-neon logo. It looked very closed when we were there and it was hard to tell whether it was just a crap small-town nightclub, a strip club, or both. The place has not transmuted into anything of splendour since its time as Cartoons. Electric Wizard were popular with the long-hairs at their first gig, but as the nineties progressed and their reputation grew outside of Wimborne, they talked incessantly about their copious drug use and how fucked up the town was – to the dismay of the locals. But being in a band was never about being popular. It was the way to solidify their unpopularity.


Jus’s childhood home was a three-storey Victorian terraced house on New Borough Road, a short walk south of the town centre. It looked unremarkable when we stood outside, but then its normality took on a more sinister edge as Jus told stories about the poltergeist in its basement that enjoyed chasing him up the stairs and once smashed a load of plant pots out of spite.


There wasn’t a telephone in the family home until Jus was fifteen. Dorset evolved slowly – certain parts of the county didn’t get electricity until the 1960s. Going to Bournemouth was like flying to the moon. One childhood visit became the stuff of family legend: ‘The Day We Went to Bournemouth’.6


From 1847 until 1977 there was a station in this part of town that served the Southampton and Dorchester railway. Recently closed by the time that Jus was a child, the local kids smashed windows and got up to no good on the derelict site. Around the station was a collection of shops, including a bookshop. Like the local Safeway, it was full of pulp novels from the seventies released by the New English Library imprint – carousels of biker and skinhead novels, as well as out-there science fiction featuring gigantic crabs and slugs. Jus spent hours as a child in the bookshop poring over the books.


As well as fiction such as The Devil’s Rider by Alex R. Stuart (another English biker story), NEL published the book Freewheelin Frank by Hells Angel Frank Reynolds. As told to Michael McClure, a writer from the San Francisco counterculture of the 1960s, the book reads like a beat prose-poem. In an early scene, Frank takes a cap of acid and climbs an oak tree in a desert location called Squaw’s Rock where the Hells Angels have gathered on a ‘run’. Frank wraps himself around a branch of the tree and imagines himself as the serpent in the Garden of Eden (one with feelings of kindness), among his brothers and their ‘old ladies’.7 He believes that LSD has jerked the rug out from under the Hells Angels who have taken it, in the best way possible.


By contrast, in a 1973 BBC documentary about an English chapter of the Hells Angels, the narrator describes a run as ‘a moment of glamour snatched from lives hollow with monotony.’ On their filmed run, the English Angels take charge of a derelict canal boat just outside Berkhamsted and watch Doctor Who on a small, portable, solid-state transistor television as the rain pours outside.8


In Frank’s book, he states that love will win out over fortune and fame. He has a theory of one sex that dictates ‘there will be no reproduction when mankind reaches its climax and is fully developed’.9 The narrative is an uncomfortable melange of acid-fried advanced consciousness and lawless, primitive violence. In the second half of the book, Frank describes in a matter-of-fact voice the mass rape, filth, fire and brutality of the 1966 Fourth of July gathering at Lake Bass in California – an event of supposed unity and brotherhood cut off from the rules and morals of wider society. The Angels lure in, taunt and torture members of biker pretenders The Gypsy Jokers, and sexually assault their girlfriends (‘If they would not stand up and defend their women then the deviates led them away’10).


Frank states that ‘the earth is a Hell and on it are Hell’s [sic] Angels’.11 Unlike some of his brothers who fought the peace and love movement in violent skirmishes at Berkeley and elsewhere, he opts to hang out with Ken Kesey at Kesey’s house in La Honda. The Hells Angels’ long hair and stripped-down bikes really mean something to them. But Frank is looking further. Frank paints and he stargazes. He looks down at Satan’s Slaves, another biker gang from the San Fernando Valley, as sexual deviants – even though he admits to raping four women at Lake Bass (or was it five? He can’t remember). In his twisted logic, acts of violence are the necessary flare-ups and release valves of a life of brotherly love.


‘A Hell’s Angel [sic] is supposed to be a person of hatred against his time which he lives in,’ he states. ‘He likes no one, furthermore loves no one, and furthermore only depends upon his brothers. I talk this to my people, what I just said here, and they listen and add on. And yet burst out in violence and hatred from day to day. But the Hell’s Angels’ true instincts are of love. If they are not they’ll go down the drain with all the millions of other phony [sic] men on the earth.’12


Frank has tears of joy in his eyes when he rides his bike on acid for the first time, leaving La Honda. This was different to Jus’s approach to LSD in his teens in Wimborne, when he purposely listened to death metal bands like Autopsy to trigger a bad trip and conjure his own response to a place filled with phoney humans. But Jus saw something appealing in the Hells Angel philosophy: that they stood against the time they lived in, in the same way that The Living Dead committed themselves to immortality or death. What was there left to love in a doomed world?


Around the corner from Jus’s childhood home is Avenue Road, where the writer Thomas Hardy once lived. Hardy moved to Wimborne in 1881. He wasn’t the only person of renown on the street. Nine years earlier, in 1872, a local businessman called John Low moved to Avenue Road after permanently shutting the stationer’s shop he ran on the high street. He was known for closing the shop whenever he was offended by a customer, only reopening when he had recovered from the insult. When he moved to Avenue Road, he ordered that it not reopen for the rest of his life. It is now part of the Museum of East Dorset.


Hardy wrote the novel Two on a Tower while he lived in Wimborne. He fictionalised the town as ‘Warborne’. The book is not considered one of his best, but it is full of his customary acuity about the doomed spheres that human beings occupy. It tells the story of a young aspiring astronomer called Swithin St Cleeve and his affair with Lady Constantine, ten years his senior. A lot of the action takes place on a tower on Constantine’s land, where Swithin has improvised the construction of an astronomical observatory. Hardy said his intention was to ‘set the emotional history of two infinitesimal lives against the stupendous background of the stellar universe’.13 The fictional tower was based on similar structures near Wimborne – Horton Tower and Charborough Tower.


Hardy had observed Tebbutt’s comet the year he moved to Wimborne on 25 June 1881. He incorporated the upcoming Transit of Venus in December 1882 into his story, with Swithin determined to journey to the Pacific region to get a good observation point. Not long after he moved to Wimborne, Hardy and his wife Emma were given a coach tour of the surrounding countryside. On passing Charborough Park to the north, their driver, William Young, told them the tale of the spinster lady of the house and how her mother had been courted by a man twelve years her junior. This fed into the premise of the relationship in Two on a Tower.14


The study of astronomy is a double bind. The magnitude of the universe reduces the troubles of the mind, but it also reduces everything to insignificance. Through Swithin, Hardy makes it clear that there is an innate horror in the observation of the void of space and its ‘[i]mpersonal monsters, namely, Immensities.’15 In an early scene, Swithin explains why this is so to Lady Constantine: ‘“There is a size at which dignity begins,” he exclaimed; “further on there is a size at which grandeur begins; further on there is a size at which solemnity begins; further on, a size at which awfulness begins; further on, a size at which ghastliness begins. That size faintly approaches the size of the stellar universe. So am I not right in saying that those minds who exert their imaginative powers to bury themselves in the depths of that universe merely strain their faculties to gain a new horror?”’16


Whether Freewheelin Frank or Swithin, who is prepared to evaporate into the cosmic consciousness? It’s hard to feel ready for that. But Jus embraced this possibility. His experiments with acid were a way of opening an empty space within himself that was commensurate with the immensity of space. Once that emptiness was internalised, the creative possibilities were endless. Even before he was a teenager, Jus was already obsessed with the vastness of the universe, witchcraft and the occult. Black magic offered him both liberation and dissimulation. At primary school he was nicknamed ‘The Omen’ for his habit of fixing other pupils in his stare for uncomfortably long periods of time. It didn’t make him popular.


Jus was an anxious child. It created an emotional separateness from his environment. ‘I think the fears and the anxieties make me an outsider. And then being an outsider creates the situation where you can’t integrate with society,’ he said in an unusually open interview with Psychology Today in 2018.17


He first got into heavy metal because he was attracted to the imagery. Jus’s mum, Rosemary, listened to AC/DC, Thin Lizzy, Free and Led Zeppelin. She had been a sixties’ flower child in her youth, with a Mary Quant haircut, and had attended the Rolling Stones concert in Hyde Park in 1969 – supported by Robert Fripp in King Crimson with security provided by the Hells Angels. She listened to Pink Floyd’s Ummagumma constantly while she was pregnant with Jus. He was quite literally ‘Rosemary’s Baby’.


Mike Oborn made the young family listen to The Dark Side of The Moon and Tubular Bells in the dark, from start to finish. The first time Jus smoked weed himself, someone suggested they put on Pink Floyd’s Live at Pompeii concert film. Pink Floyd has been lurking in the sound of his music ever since – sometimes deep underneath and other times nearer the surface.


On Jus’s first day of secondary school, at Corfe Hills school (in Broadstone, between Poole and Wimborne), he sat next to a boy who told him he could play the Hammond organ. This was the conversation that steered Jus away from a life of delinquency to one of music and delinquency. After chatting for a bit, the boy told Jus that there was a Pink Floyd concert on the radio that night. Jus missed it, but tuned into Tommy Vance’s Friday Rock Show on BBC Radio 1 instead and a load of music he’d never heard before: Iron Maiden, Saxon, Metallica and Slayer. Later on, he bought the latter’s 1986 Reign in Blood album in Italy when it was banned in the UK, popping over the border when the family was on holiday in Austria. Square Records didn’t stock heavy metal (the in-joke being that the record shop stocked ‘square’ music) but Woody’s records in nearby Ferndown did. Jus became a regular visitor.


There was no moving on from metal music. It became a lifelong obsession. There was community and consolation in it. Jus was also turned on to Hawkwind, when he was told by the coolest goth kid in town to stop listening to Morbid Angel and try Hawkwind’s ‘Angels of Death’ (from 1981’s Sonic Attack) instead. The goth also played The Stooges to Jus for the first time. The range of sounds Jus ingested increased in diversity like the drugs – everything was being absorbed at once.


Turning left on Leigh Road back into the centre of town, we came to St John’s Church. Here, Electric Wizard bassist Tim fell from the front of the church when he tried to steal its cross. He smashed through a skylight window and had to repaint it for community service. The church is within spitting distance of the fish-and-chips shop where drummer Mark worked. The band blagged food here after rehearsals. They also tried to steal the cross from the Pentecostal church just up the road. Such was the desire for stage decoration, Jus’s earlier band Lord of Putrefaction even tried to lift some gravestones at one point. The police arrived at his house the next day.


‘You know what we’re here about.’


‘It’s there,’ they said sullenly, pointing at the gravestone leaning against the wall.


As we stopped for Jus to buy rolling papers from the WHSmith opposite the Psychomania supermarket, Liz Buckingham spoke about her time in Long Island and Connecticut. Her father, Raymond Buckingham, was an English opera singer who did turns on The Morecambe & Wise Show and became a minor celebrity in the UK, and she lived in New York after her parents divorced. She has dual citizenship and moved to the UK after she joined Electric Wizard. Jus and Liz tried living in Los Angeles while they waited for Liz’s passport to be sorted out. She thought he wasn’t suited to life in Los Angeles. He thought that if it had worked for Lemmy it might work for him but soon he agreed it felt wrong. In the clear light of a summer’s day, he doesn’t look like he belongs in Wimborne either.


We made our way back around the Minster green in the early evening. It felt more like a communal spot in the softer light and long shadows. As we walked back past the Minster to the car park the Quarter Jack rang out for 5.45 p.m. Over the road on the other side is Wimborne’s model town, where its structures are replicated at one-tenth scale – the perfect surrounding to pretend to be Godzilla once the acid had kicked in and the mental anchor of the church had been abandoned.


We drove past the police station, opposite the place where Jus set fire to a three-wheeler Robin Reliant in 1998. He was trying to start a revolution. It resulted in a cycle of court cases. He got busted for weed while on probation. It set his parents against him. Since then, he has played the quasi-prodigal son – but instead of frittering his life away, he has returned with evidence of Electric Wizard’s success. Yes, he did a lot of drugs, but look how successful he’s been on them!


Heading east out of the town is the Leigh (pronounced ‘lie’) Park estate. No. 13, Day’s Court, was Jus’s home during his early twenties. ‘Thirteen’, as it became known, was a council house and the Wizard’s headquarters – a den of iniquity, LSD, jamming and twenty-four-hour parties. A few of the attendees who spent too much time in Thirteen’s vortex ended up at St Ann’s, the psychiatric hospital near Poole. They returned to Wimborne as ghostlike versions of themselves. Thirteen was a staging post for drugs coming into town. Once, the occupants took a delivery of a huge number of shrink-wrapped bars of weed. They arranged it into a chair-like arrangement to sit on. It was called the ‘dopethrone’.


In 1994, after multiple busts by the police, the punk-rock mayor rang Jus to warn him the law was about to come down hard on him and it was best that he left town. A friend’s dad had a house in Bournemouth he could move to, so he made an initial escape from Wimborne, aged twenty-three. Jus had got to know some of the local policemen during his time in Wimborne – well enough for them once to call him after he’d moved to Bournemouth to say his gran had left her front door open. Jus regularly returned to Wimborne after moving, mainly to rehearse and party.


The police had been strangely pliable at times. Early on, they arrived to shut down an Electric Wizard rehearsal in the front room of Thirteen. The band was able to reason with them that they were just doing their job. A job where friends and hangers-on partied into the night, screaming and going ape. The police looked at each other and shrugged, then repeated back to them as if in a trance, ‘Yes, you’re just doing your job,’ and left. They eventually came to an understanding that the band could rehearse between midday and four o’clock – before the estate’s kids got home from school. The locals still complained about them playing.


Their neighbour was a weird older man who was one of several residents sent down from sink estates in bigger cities like Manchester and Glasgow to cool off in Dorset. I tried to imagine what it would feel like to escape an inner-city hell and end up living next door to Electric Wizard.


In any case, the neighbourhood was far from salubrious – plenty of junkies occupied the other houses in the close. In the 1960s, moped-owning mods had populated the estate, whereas the bikers lived in the surrounding countryside. This consolidated the image of bikers as rural outlaws. The estate backed onto Wimborne market, which had been established in 1855 on land bordering the railway line. The market originally traded livestock, with the smell of animals wafting over the estate. By the early seventies, the livestock business had ceased, and it transitioned to become one of the largest open and covered stall markets in the south of England.


We drove out of Leigh Park and continued east. We passed the turning for the aviation company where Mark, the Wizard’s first drummer, worked as a cleaner. Mark now lives in Bournemouth.


When he rejoined Electric Wizard in 2014 Jus asked where he was working: ‘You’re not still working there as a cleaner, are you?’


‘No, I’m head cleaner now,’ Mark replied. He also boasted he had his own office.


We passed Mark’s mother’s house. Jus and Mark’s families have a relationship stretching right back to the very beginning. Their mothers were in beds next to each other in the maternity unit when Jus and Mark’s older sisters were born. Mark’s mum used to babysit Jus.


We entered Colehill, the more upmarket part of town, with its big, detached houses. Jus pointed out Canford Bottom, where Adam Richardson used to live. Adam played guitar in one of the bands formed by Jus preceding Electric Wizard in the early nineties: Lord of Putrefaction. If Wimborne was the setting for The Outsiders (S. E. Hinton’s novel or Francis Ford Coppola’s film of the book), you could say that the ‘socs’ (the socials) – the wealthier kids – lived in Colehill. But Adam was also a ‘greaser’, a punk and metal kid. He moved freely between the two worlds.


Lord of Putrefaction was influenced by Paradise Lost from Halifax, and the death-doom sound they invented – gothic lyrics roared over slow guitars that exuded the cold misery of Saddleworth Moor and spiritual destitution of Brontë country. Lord of Putrefaction imported this sound to Dorset before Jus evolved it in subsequent bands into the fully-fledged cosmic abomination of Electric Wizard.


We arrived at Colehill Memorial Hall on Cannon Hill Road. There was a youth club here in the late eighties. A few years before Electric Wizard got banned from rehearsing in every village hall in the area, Jus played his first gig here aged sixteen with first band Putrefaction. Putrefaction was the prototype of Lord of Putrefaction, more of a death metal and grindcore band, influenced by Autopsy, Repulsion and Azagthoth amongst others. We’re not counting his true first band, Dead Meat, who played some horrible gigs at school, torturing the blues. Their first performance featured both Black Sabbath’s ‘War Pigs’ – the first song Jus attempted on guitar, even if it was only the ‘duh-dun!’ two-chord opening – and ‘Benny the Bouncer’ by Emerson, Lake & Palmer. Greg Lake is another of the musical forefathers from the region: he was born in Poole. In fact, the father of Putrefaction drummer Steve Mills had been in a local band with Robert Fripp and Pete Giles before they formed King Crimson.


Putrefaction practised on Saturday mornings and spent Saturday afternoons taking LSD. Their demo was delayed after being threatened with legal action due to the excessive volume of rehearsals. They patiently waited for the rehearsal space to be soundproofed before they recommenced. When it came to playing that first gig, Putrefaction’s aim was to punish the village and raze it to the ground. It didn’t start well. Jus had managed to forget his guitar. His dad had to go home to get it. He vowed never again – telling Jus to get a proper job, etc. Putrefaction didn’t shock and awe quite as they intended. But a group of punk kids from the nearby village of West Moors got a mosh pit going and knocked over the vicar. It was the first and last time Jus’s parents saw him perform live.
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