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The fireworks explode at the cellar 
on good Friday april 18th (see pages 3-5) 
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TONY BENN 1925-2014  

S o, the noble prince of quiet, 
well informed dissent 
may lie briely in the chapel 

of St. Mary Undercroft.  
Is the right honourable,  
hard right-leaning  
John Bercow taking the piss?  
The only other politician 
afforded such an honour  
was Margaret the grocer's daughter.  
She sold her wares to the highest bidder 
regardless of regime or bitter inhumanity.  
I think that Anthony Wedgewood Benn  
would recoil at the thought of lying in state – 
if you broke him open like a stick of rock  
you'd find ‘Left’ writ red from head to toe.  
 

Son of a Viscount, 
grandson of a Baronet, both liberals, 
Dad crossed the floor to Labour in '28 
and Mum irked Canterbury's Archbishop  
by campaigning for women’s ordination. 
He met Ramsay MacDonald at 5, 
Ghandi at 6, Lloyd George at 12, 
eschewed his peerage in '63 – 
the Lords was not for him, 
a Commons man, 
dyed in the wool, 
humanitarian brimming with integrity,, 
he stood cheek by jowl with the people – 
"Maggie! Maggie! Maggie! Out! Out! Out!"  
"Can't Pay! Won't Pay!"  
First press Socialist.  
Extra Virgin Old Labour. 

Thanks to Tim Reeves 
for writing this memorial 
and to Dave Hubble for 
editing it. 



4 fawkes sake 
Legendary music critic Everett True posted Runaround by The Fireworks as his song of 
the day a few months ago. I followed the link and then booked them for the Cellar on 
April 18th. This is what Everett wrote. 

“You send shivers down 
my spine and it happens 
every time” 

This is specifically NOT Shop Assistants. 
This is far deeper more insular happier 
immersed underneath the surface.* (I don’t 
believe the Shop Assistants ever released a flexi
-disc. Oh, wait. Yes they did. With The Legend! 
fanzine.) If you want to push me on this, yes I do 
know my ’85 and ’88 cutie. Every possible way 
you can imagine. 
This, of course, is not 1985. Or 1988. This is 
2014 and this is Brighton. 
And it ain’t revivalism cos it’s too joyful for that. 
See David Callahan’s review on next page... 
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P itch perfect. This is specifically NOT 
Shop Assistants, but even further 
deeper warmer underground. The 

words The Groove Farm (very early) come 
to mind. 

Their songs all make me feel 
deliciously wantonly spookily wonderfully 
happy. They make me feel justified, a little 
less alone. The rumble of drums and the 
tingle of toothpaste send a rush of blood 
up through my toes as soon as they start 
up. Every time. I really can’t choose. I 
think that Emma’s vocals on ‘Runaround’ 
‘just’ tip it. Her vocals. The way Isabel 
holds the bass. Her style. Matthew’s 
chunky guitar. His guitar. One of my 
proudest moments was David telling me 
that I’d directly inspired a couple of Shop 
Assistants lyrics. Good, positive lyrics.  
I stand by what I said just now, though. 



GUNPOWDER LOT 
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Resolute as it is, ‘indie’ has become our folk music or blues, successively 
added to and taken away from by each emergent act, over decades now. 
Seen in this light, The Fireworks (who are at the Cellar, Southampton on Good 
Friday April 18th 2014) are fundamentalists of the Shop Assistants 
Flatmates school says Wolfhound David Callahan. 

“This is original (as in first 
wave), punk-informed 
indie, with a spring in its 
step and a buzz in its ear.” 

A ctually, they’re the  
anti-fundamentalists:  
where there would be austere 

notions of authenticity there is in fact joy 
in celebration of these roots.  

The drums spill over themselves in 
an adrenaline race; the bass growls in a 
pushy trajectory; the guitarist is in love 
with the grain of fuzz and lo-fi,  
but remembers the power of volume;  
a strong singer pushes her voice to a 
point where it adds complex emotions to 
lyrical simplicity. 

So: a simultaneous lashing out of 
joy and melancholy. This is original (as in 
first wave), punk-informed indie, with a 
spring in its step and a buzz in its ear.  

We’re back to 
basics after 
the fiddly 
cleverness of 
recent years. 
Distilled, 
boiled down – 
and you can 
whistle the 
tune. 
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learning japanese
P ete Harvey reports on his band ‘Neko 

Roshi’. It’s surprising how long it took to 
come up with that first line. 

We’re supporting The Fireworks at the Cellar on 
Good Friday April 18th. 
 Neko Roshi have been quiet for the past few months, the 
last gig we did was at the BPH with the Stanleys. That was a 
good night although the shambolic levels left me wishing we 
still had a sound man sat at the back of the room with a 
mixing desk. I bumped into the very man, Howell Greenland, 
at the Platform the next day (I hadn’t seen him for years). I 
said “Howell we need a sound man” and he said “I’ll do that” 
so that was that sorted. Four or five months later and I still 
haven’t been round to Les Acres’ house to pick up the multi 
core that will connect the desk to the PA (and Howell to us). 
Life gets in the way. It will happen if and when we get back 
on the pub rock circuit. 
 Incidentally for those who don’t know the band and there 
might be some of you (reading in French Guyana for 
instance) that don’t. There are five of us; me on guitar and 
singing, Damo on lead guitar, Sam on piano, Tom on Bass 
and my brother Dom on drums. We got our name from a very 
wise Japanese cat. You can hear and see us on soundcloud 
and youtube although I think we’re yet to make the definitive 
Neko Roshi recording. The band keeps evolving and in the 
five (or six?) years that we’ve been going we’ve got into and 
out of and sometimes back into a lot of different grooves. I 
think we’re basically a garage band that rehearses in an 
attic.  
 Up in the attic the creative process has been continuing 
with a bunch of new songs being written. We’re going into 
Factory Road studio (Eastleigh) in April to record a couple of 
them and they will all be in our set at the Cellar on April 18th. 
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T he album is called Waking and Lucy has 
crafted haunting and delicate songs, 
about her own experiences, loves, 

desires and life. 
 From the opening picked guitar of title track 
‘Waking’ (literally written in that time between 
sleep and waking, “when I opened my eyes, it 
was there” she says), to the country-tinged 
love song ‘Here’, through ‘Autumn’ (a lament 
for summer), ‘Blue Eyes’ with its lush cello to 
the laid back, string soaked ‘Tide’, this is an 

album to close your eyes to and just take it in. 
 The songs were recorded as a live 
performance of guitar and vocals and then 
embellished with flute, glockenspiel and other 
instruments. Kitchen says “I wanted the 
intimacy of a live performance and to capture 
the songs as a whole.” Waking was recorded 
with her good friend Toby Vane of Zanzibar 
Productions, Kitchen plays and sings guitar, 
flute, glockenspiel, melodica and percussion. 
www.lucykitchen.com 

Sofa City folk singer songwriter Lucy Kitchen will be having an 
album launch show on the 29th March at Pete Rhodes Bookshop 
in Portswood, Southampton to celebrate and send her new album 
on it’s way into the world. Doors open at 6.30pm. Free Entry. 

KITCHENS OF DISTI



INCTION 
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100% Attitude presents – Abjects, Luke Hall, 
Alone In Your Crowd @ The Winchester Gate 
Salisbury (8.3.14) 
The Winchester Gate hosted the first 100%
attitude gig on Friday 14th March. London based 
threesome Abjects were the main attraction, with 
an acoustic set from Luke Hall and Alone in your 
crowd kicking things off. 
Alone in Your Crowd are another three piece, 
playing Green Day style punk. For me, the drums 
were a bit too loud and drowning out the vocals 
but for three young lads, they were confident and 
have a decent set of songs to perform. In a larger 
venue, with a bigger following, they could go 
places. 
Luke Hall is a great showman, interacting with 
the growing crowd and banging out some great 
songs. It made for a good balance in the middle 
of the two bands. 
Abjects are an all girl band made up of Noemi, 
guitars and vocals from Spain, Yuki, from Japan 
on bass and Alice from Italy on drums. They met 
in London when working in a pub and decided to 
form a band. And luckily for us....it worked…
despite the differences in culture and language, 
they are a tight, talented group and hopefully we 
will see them again. 
Their blend of psychedelic garage pop was 
performed with gusto and really enjoyed by the 
appreciative audience. They began with a track 
called Delay and went on to do a further eight 
tunes (all with very short titles, unsure why). 
Called back for an encore, a spiky cover of cult 
60s girl group tune What A Way To Die was a 
fantastic and thrilling finale. 
These girls really rocked the Winnie Gate and 
were an inspired choice by the organisers. 
Suzie Iles-Whitton 

A sonic cathedral 
REVIEW 



of sound 

The Abjects in Salisbury Cathedral: Photo Gary Sarum 



There is silence. 

A wide-eyed yes 

like waterfalls in sunshine. 

You’re naked and step 

on the ledge as primitive 

as the first human who thrust  

his head through the curtain of water 

that hurtles over the edge, 

plunging into a pool, 

scooped low like  a summer dress. 

We dive and surface like bubbles  

in beer, fall into the glass 

and rise, gasping for breath. 

Draught by Matt west 
SOFA CITY POETRY 
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