Life’s race well run,

Life’s work well done,
Now comes rest.
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This city is all about producing. Making things. It's been churning things out
for two hundred years, and it’s making no claim to have done anything else.
That's why, everywhere you look, there's factories. Along the canal, round
John Street, behind the station. Between West Street and the Moor. Walk down
from town to Neepsend, through West Bar, on to Hillsborough. Factories are
the one thing that link this disparate city of ours together, the one constant.
And a lot of them are dead.

We love them. These factories are beautiful, perhaps the only good architec-
ture that this city has left. Inside, they're a completely different world.

Machines and pieces of discarded metal sit covered in grease. The smell is
fucking weird, just something you‘re not used to anymore: industry. And
there's the ghosts of the people too, Not real bed-sheet ghosts, it's just that you
can feel the city’s past around you. See the rooms that used to hum, the
benches with six inch grooves where people worked on them, every day, for a
century. See the bits and pieces people have left behind, calendars from 1986,
posters of old triumphant football teams. The ghosts of this city, the greatest
industrial city in the world.

But the real reason we love them is the potential. Twenty years ago, rows and
rows of empty factories must have looked like the end of the world. But
today, to us, they look like the start of something. Cheap, dirty, empty space
to do our thing.

The reason we've concentrated on factories in this big dead city of ours is
simple. They are the last, great hope for our city. If Sheffield really wants to
become the vibrant, creative, beautiful city that our leaders claim, it has to
happen here, in these works, in these courtyards. If they really want a ‘Dis-

tinctive City of European Significance’, it's these factories that could make us
distinct. If they were all reused, if every dead factory had a vibrant new use,
we'd have the most amazing city in the world. This is exactly how Berlin
became an amazing place: reusing empty buildings in the wake of everyone
fucking off to the West. There are enough interesting people in this city to do
this,

And right now is the best chance to make something of them, live in them,
work in them, make something in them, that will last, that will put Sheffield’s
name in people’s heads again. But this is the last chance too. Because if we
don’t, they’ll all go like Butcher Works, just another set of luxury apartments,
too expensive for us to even think about. Or they'll be flattened. Not in ten
years, not in five years, but next month.

The problem is, how? Who do you phone up? How do you get the money
together to turn it into a set of rehearsal rooms, or a recording studio, or a
fanzine centre? What's the best way to do it? Over the next few pages, we'll
have a look at the different ways this has happened. And how it hasn’t, what's
failed and why. | always used to think it was just a case of waiting for
someone else to do it for you. But we've realised otherwise,

Tom Commaon,




STAG WORKS

There are places like Stag all over the city. Kenilworth Works, Portland
Works, Lion Works, Bruce Works, and about a hundred others that we
don't know about. Old cutlery works with little rooms, now filled up with
bands and artists and independents. Falling down, in need of quite a large
amount of love and care. But dead, dead cool places to be.

Unfortunately, they’re not very sustainable. Artists and bands make areas
cool, which make them desirable, which gets property developers inter-
ested. There's nothing to stop developers buying up the whole place and
turfing everyone out, in favour of students or posh flats.

This is why the Stag Works project is ace. The Little Sheffield Development
Trust is trying to lease the building, to provide affordable studio space for
bands and related music industry types (record labels, producers, that sort
of thing). A music factory. It won't be too wanky or flash, just good, safe,
and with a bit of character. It's harder than it should be for them to find the
money, and it’s quite a long process. But if they’re successful, it will be
amazing.

SYD & MALLORYS

This is what we're talking about. There's a stairway next to The Howard,
Sunday moming mock-tudor come down pub of choice. Go up there, and
there's a shop, selling handmad, fs, no mass products, no slave
labour. But not at stupid-o prices either, nor in an atmosphere of reverential
East London Dazed and Confusedness. There's fanzines too, and other
people’s stuff: Phlegm’s t-shirts, Kev Grey. Boss shit that you can buy
without feeling like a trendy.

When they found this place, it was being used as a big bin. Upstairs, they'd

even built a fake wall at one end of the room, just so they could pile it with

bin bags full of charity shop clothes behind it. How's that for dead space?

After they'd got rid of the rubbish, all they did was paint the walls white,

strip the floors, and whack a few sofas in. No spotlights, no stainless steel
fans, no Modemist chairs. No esp his

PLEASE NOTE. This shop is advertising in our fanzine. But we aren't
writing about them because of that. We're writing about them because
they’re doing something really amazing, reusing dead space quickly,
cheaply. Because this is how shopping and clubs and bars could be in our
city: not in massive, mixed use bunkers, but slotted in here and there,
filling in the gaps built in the wreckage, organic. A new city of indepen-
dents growing in the cracks,

Anyway. We don’t want to get all Exposed. Dat’s why we're donatin the
feee of dis ad to Great Ormond Street ‘ospital.




TRAFALGAR WORKS (Ieft)

Trafalgar Works is just another beautiful old empty factory. A top floor with
no windows that's full of pigeons. A fantastic courtyard. Staircases rotting
away. We think it could be amazing, There's the frame of an old building
around the back that's the perfect size for a secret café. The windows are
huge and great for cheapo studios, artists, musicians, producers. You could
have a raised lawn in the centre for sunny days and acid nights. Up on the
right, there’s a whole floor missing. We think you could put a big glass box
up there, the coolest office in the city.

Trafalgar works could be like the Custard Factory in Birmingham,
independent bars and dubs and shops and galleries. Or you could even
extend Division Street down there, to make up for all the space we've lost
to Starbucks and Subway, for the Sumos and the Magnas and the Mujis.

X But it’s going to be pulled down. Instead, they're going to build a massive
W post industrial records . car park for the New Retail Quarter. Our city doesn’t need beautiful
- ? buildings or heritage. Just retail.

LOVE FACTORY

The Love Factory was a beautiful space next to Dulo. Our friend found it,
and gave about a year of her life to turning it into something amazing. Not
the hippy, squatty ex factory cliché you normally find. Pink windows,
white walls, nice floorboards, old fireplaces, old sewing machines. And
they produced some brilliant things, on a small scale: local underwear,
beauty products. She rented the rooms to her friends, but it was difficult to
pay the rent.

Out of nowhere, the landlord filed for bankruptcy and put the building up
for sale. They mananged to raise the asking price from friends and savings,
£100 000. But the landlord put the price up to £200 000 and sold it to one of
his associates. They desperately needed some help to make a go of it, but
no-one in the council, or Yorkshire Forward, or anyone actually gives
people with good ideas the money they need. Now the landlord has sublet
the whole thing to the mechanic downstairs. That's the end of the Love
Factory.

GOODBYE STAG WORKS

When we started GO, we were offered a desk in Stag Works, with a
computer, for not very much rent. That's where our love affair with
factories really began. Without Stag Works, and factories like them, we
wouldn't have been able to do what we do, and nor would a thousand
others. Projects like theirs need help. If agencies like Creative Sheffield and
Yorkshire Forward just put some money into these projects, rather than
creating endless strategies and glossy documents, they could achieve their
aims for Sheffield in an instant. So why don't they?

We're leaving Stag at the end of the month, because we need more space.
Thanks to all the people here, Bozz and Alan and Mark and G and Duncan,
We really want to come back one day. I promised myself I wouldn't cry.




« MATLDAze
I5 AN oLb FACTORY
wit? A PEW F\IRPQ-"E

Down past Gatecrasher on Matilda Strect, it's run by
people who are trying © provide the space to do
something different, outside of the mainstream.
This spplics to musicians, artists, activists or
whoever needs room. It's *a space for ordinary
people to get creative and make something fantastic
happen’. It's run on a collective basis, not for profir,
and it’s pretty cool,

The building is amazing A warren of rooms, with
the kind of in-one-door-and-out-another set up that
Scooby Doo used to such effect when escaping
from ghosts. Downstairs, in the basement, there's an
smazing gig space set up. Before you descend,
there's a tiled old furnace room on your fight which
s basically the perfect sized venue for all kinds of
bassy heaviness. Go up here ot theough there and
thete's a meeting room, 3 computet lab, an office. In
the front of the buikding is » new gallery space for
artists. And right at the top are four or five beautiful
spaces for artists to work. Rooms given over (o an
Argentinean anarchist, a man working with alterna-
tive technology, of cartoonists doing massive postes
boards. Then there’s the kitchen, which is the sort
of postindustrial chic that readers of City Magazinic
think about s they're drifting off to sleep

Iheee’s a ot of different stuff happening at Matilda,
and it’s difficult to understand at first. Its run by lots
of different collectives, all daing their thing: 4 @8
space collective puts bands on downstairs, the art
collective runs the sradios and puts on exhibitions
Other active collectives are the café group, the
hacklab, who reuse old computers a bit like Access
Space down the road, and the building collective,
who keep the building standing, All the collectives
come together to decide who needs what space, and
collectively manage the building at mectings on
Mondays.

The Jegal situation s just as complex. Matilda exists
because there's # Jong term tenant upstairs, who tsn't
going anywhere. The buildimg was sold from under-
neath him, to Hallam Universiy, allegedly on the
promise that they'd move their Psalter Lane campus
there. Instead, they sold the site to Yorkshire
Forward, who allegedly paid less than the tenant
offered. All this informanion can be seen plastered
on posters around the badding The tenant offered
access 1o the empty building 10 some people be
knew who needed a space to Organise profets
against the GB meeting last year The activists stayed
and Matilda was born,

So s this 2 model for using okd factorics, for doing
samething in them that doesu't turn into wankyness,

that docsn't Jead 1o selling out and focussing on
moncy and drugs and lifestyle? Can it work, without
going down this route?

The best thing i how it feels. Matilda doesn't feel
ke a squat, Tt fcels really friendly, elean, beautifully
done. This is partly a reflection of the legal situa-
don. As Mozaz said, ‘everything we do here we do
as legal as we can. At every gig there’s three or four
people who know where the fire exits are.” The col-
Jective politics are slow, and there are personal dif-
ferences between people, bot that's nothing new
really. Most people just scem to lump the politics for
the chance of doing something in the space: the
activism has turned into creative work to a degree.

As an art space, it wotks well. The studios upstairs
are just beautiful, and there’s less commercial pres-
sure which means people who couldn't afford 1o
work anywhere clse can do 5o here. As 8 gig-space,
100, it's 2 lifcline for less commercial scencs and
bands. The gigs are limited, because they don't want
1o ateract undue attention, but when they go off
they really go off. Authentic Shefficld basement
techo experiences like C90 are just awesome in that
envitonment

The issue of access i an imporant one. You and 1
couldn't do what we want to do in the Leadmill, say,
25 we don't have the £10 000, They're private spaces
and we can't do shit there. So places like Matilda are
really important, because they give us a chance. We
went when they opened a new gallery space, bya
couple of Hallam art students. T hey said they
coulda't have afforded to have the show anywhere
clse.

But then, Matilda isnt open to everyone, either.
Though ir's founded on the idca that it’s accessible
1o everyonc, in practice it's accessible t people who
it the anarcho-punk ideals. 1f you're a gangsta
wannabe with 2 sswn off nova, or a gatecrasher gitl
with orange skin and white shorts, or an indie kid
into tght jeans and irony, you might not feel
welcome. Unless you're part of the hardcore/
anarcho-punk scen, it isn't very obwvious how to get
involved: there’s no obvious point of contact. It isn't
physically that accessible, cither. You can't walk
down 1o Matilds after a swift cight pints in the
Ruthand and just g0 in, because ir’s often dosed. To
be fair, this is because they haven't got 4 license, and
2 gig every night would mean that to the police they
were an unlicensed venue, no matrer what Marxist
apborisms are o hand. They're looking at a café at
the moment, which would be a natural start to the
process. But it's sull ricky.




‘The money stuff is dead confused. Marilda & run by
volunteers; they've put loads of time and cffort into
sorting this building out, finding the materials to
build the stages in skips, domg it all themselves,
asking for no help from the regeneranon bastards. So
they don’t want you or 1 coming in, putting a night
on, and carning two hundred quid out of ir. It
doesnt have 0 be loss making, 30 long as ics not
about profit. That's focking cool. But at the same
time i's limiting, It means that if you want 1 do
something at Matilda, it has to be part time, so that
JOU CAD cArn 3 wage to pay for your
house/kids/gas/food, or you have to go on the dole.
I¢’s that same old fucking choice again: get a job, live
fike & human, and try to do what you do outside of
yout 9 to 5, or be fucking poor and do it during the
day. Can't we make 3 living out of the things we
love? Can't we be armisans? You can't do something
in the mainstream, which will change lots of people’s
lives. Only a few:

The biggest issue that Mankda scems to face ure the
restrictions that they've put on themselves as an
otganisaon. It doesn't matree at the end of the day
about money; you can get tound that, do your com-
metcial work somewhere else, whateser. But it's the
fact that there's s0 much empty space, 5o many
nights with nothing on, so much patential that prob-
ably won't get used. They're bound by the logic of
being outside the mainsmream. When we were there,

someone was asking to put on freeform avante garde
performances, probably to be atrended by five
people. That person couldn't do something at the
Leadmill, or anywhere clse. But by the same wken,
that docsn't mean it tn't shit. It scemed like the guys
organising the gig space had to say yes. High aims of
non-commercial space and free expression collide
with shit music nights attended by ten obscurest and
rooms full of people playing minesweeper on
reclaimed computers. It scems like there’s a potential
here to create a really good, alteenative culture
factory. Bur if it's just for hardeore punk gigs or non-
commercial jaz, that potential won't reach many

people.

But despite these questians, it's still amazing to have
« space like Matilda. And the future for Matilda is
o be really interesting, 1€ they can find a way

pomg

to consolidate what they do, to get  license w put
nights on every night, 10 dance 6l 2, 0 open the
place up with a café or something, and maybe o run
it a8 & cooperative, with mamagers and paid workess
and direction, then they might be onto a fucking
winner. As it stands, they aleady have a brilliant
space to create something outside of the main
stream, But thar means it won't ever affect that many

People

I think Matilda is ace. Like many of the people we
spoke w, 1 find the politics frustrating and inspiring
at the same time. 1 think it's really important to show
people altematives to normal development, to wanky
bars and shit bland clubs, and 1 think it's really
important to do this off your own back. The people
who have done it descrve supparting; they really
belicve in Matilda, and if they get kicked out, we
should be there protesting for them. And ics worth
saying that it's places like this that make the city cool,
and attractive to people, where the culture comes
from. The bands in this city at the moment will get
the attention of a lot more people than the new

Cafie Rouge in the town centre. The councal would
do well o remember that before they make any deci-
sions about Matilda.

Matilda & another way of doing it, of reusing these
spaces, and they've proved that they can. Maybe it
fsn't the way I'd do it, but I'm glad it there. And
you've got 10 love the anarchists, because a least
they're asking some good questions.

“Be reasonable: demand the impossible!™
“Thanks to Mozaz, Helena, Sarah and everyone clse
who showed us round and talked to us about

Marilda.

Tom Commaon.




uadercrachers

@ junk mail with from spam people with aames like truro wilkias or drake
supreme and st fnes e ‘DON'Y BE INADEQUAYE
any more!’ & ‘don’t expose your intimate life’ it's good advice, i wish
i'd taken it. @ parp-pa-parp parp! bt's new text a laadline service is
mbest eneembearhf pick it up and it does a little
b} li‘ TRUMPEY HNOISE
thea tom haker reals message in his funay haritone. messages i've
received so far include ‘get dowa and get with it’ and ‘has anyone got
any veras? lovely’. absolute, absolute, ABSN_U]’E GEmus
@ oytside perceptions of the city. london media companies phoniag up and
saying ‘which side of the city is the best tomeet up?’ our city hasa't got any
sdes ove how aout wemeet you () L J smE mmﬂ
like every other fucker! @ remote coatrol bin in eutiﬂe park causing
asolute havoc. childrea literally dieing with delight as it stops, thea starts
moving arouad agaia, cm]“'mc towards them. BORED people come
up with some amazing thiags. @ leapold sq. look at them posters (posers?)
the place is goiag to be filled by peeple from 0s Euro house videos. I'm
u'hsm-ueget-yﬂm_n COWBAOY s e
city council. having the audacity to sum up their approach
art with the aew sculpture outside saint paul’s place: giaat S]‘{E(_
BM_[S. @ the little foxies. i love to see the little foxies but have not
seen them since the making season. the mymmy foxie is called a vixteat.
Yhe baby foxies are called muffins and the daddy foxie is called
. he is double had. @ london road health and safety. they're
buildiag lots down there at the moment, and it's mostly independeats,
which is good. but standards are a bit dubious. SOMEONE LEFYT
a saw oa the pavement the other day. ® happy hardcore. honkers 13 new
lowlealmufusat)barimyonimﬂnsmecmn take me

higher ! @ MQUST Ac s when warp was massive

all the techao-philes had beards. aow c90 is paeiedmm

@ tesco oa ecclesall road. hig enough to feed three thousaad people
in dxds (note to tesco: drive throngh?) but ae recycling. sorry for
3{"1(; R HIPPY. butitisa't really good enoughisit! @ nightelub
confusion. a womai: excuse me, Ynow where hed is! me: they've
KNOCKED T HOWN [QVE e
but where is it! me: it's demolished. gone. woman: is it on loadoa road!
shall i get a taxi? me: N() @ the great assist-dog scam: yes, yes so no
craig the yorkie helps out with saappiag at the grandkids and takes the
blame for the farts but that aad a fluoro-coat with ‘ASSIST DOG
written on it does aot mean he should be allowed oa the tram. people like
you, you're worser than rophers @ cafe rouge ia the peace gardens: a
POTENYIAL TOURISYT owme o
interaet for city break ideas, ‘hey there's a cafe rouge ia the ceatre of
sheff, and a haha, and an all bar one, wow, let’s go!’ Or we could just go to
croydon. whatever.' @ hot saach. ]AZZ BAS]‘ARBS @ natioawide,
poster ads: @ simperiag fool with a fist-frieadly face complains (or
poasts?) ‘well, it's tough at the top, isa’t it?" and this to get us to go
work in a call ceatre for £12) a year. where the ‘top"is. NF |N DA"K{
mein host — gimme the job of the idiot who approved this witless piece
of shit, i'll do it for half what he’s on, alright? ® club ame: the very best ITEaE
wie twest FIND) US IN GRIMSBY. twoe n
arch, darley dale, hull, stockport, carlisle, aberdeea, shrewshury, lincoln,
stoke, clapham, hournemouth, telford, wolverhamptoa. plus, new in i
ield! @ whistles. i we'd left whistles in 1995 aloag
o DVERSIZED TUMMIES o {1ONID
‘are you a mosher or a raver'? hut no. fargate has gone whistle crazy.
evideatly the blowing a whistle joke has still got it. ® Spm closing: well

that was a mcf day at vori not, i'm off to relax in my city ceatre. a

visit to the minnellingm galleries maybe. or a stroll through the wiater

sardens o, b'ﬂ"chIIE':!:IH.I) IS SHUY ‘n "
. a
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NeW Ideqs

When we started, we were super positive about
this city, and its future. We were asking wouldn't
it be great if Sheffield was this, why don't we do
this or that. We thought that it was a brilliant time
for the city, that the next few years would be
Sheffield's time, our chance to tum into
something amazing

But the people who are leading this city, they
don't have a single idea for Sheffield, not a clue
about what they want the city to be. They're
doing nothing to make it stand out. Under them,
Sheffield will continue to be an ugly, middie rate
city, that doesn't have anything different or
interesting to offer the world. That doesn't stand
out for any reason. All of our initial hopes are
starting to peel away.

It seems pretty obvious that Sheffield COULD
be an amazing city, known around the worid. A
green city, synony with our ing
environment, sustainable. Or a design city,
known for graphics and products, for making
brilliant things. Or just creative, a city that
reused its buildings, that had parties in empty
offices, that was a place to start and do
something good. All these things we're already
doing. We'd just need to push it to the fore.

But we've realised something. We can't keep on
saying Sheffield could be amazing, Sheffield
could be amazing, over and over again, when
every new building is disappointing and there's
no imagination, no vision thal could change
what Sheffield means. We've realised that good
ideas aren't enough anymore, because no-one
listens to them.

They get us in and speak to us and nod. Or they
make us speak at regeneration debates and
treat you like Luke Skywalker afterwards, the
last great hope of Sheffield's future, But then
they still dont come up with anything good.
Nothing changes. Development is still bland and
shit, low quality, obvious and cheap. The
buildings are horrible, truly horrible, the squares
are rubbish. The shops look cheap, the bars are
fake. There's nothing beautiful at all except the
hills. Sheffield city council truly believe that a
variety of bricks on the floor outside City Hall
make Sheffield a vibrant European city. That's
the sort of idiocy we're up against. Good ideas
don't mean shit

But don't worry. We aren't giving up yet We've
realised that the only way to change things in
this city is to do it yourself. This issue is all about
this realization. The people in charge, Sheffield
First, Sheffield One, they only know economics
They don't know shit about what makes a city
special. They can't do it. So we have to. We
have to get in the factories now, before they
flatten them. We have to do the interesting
things we want to see. Whether we do it as

ho-sy or P or with
property developers, the important thing is that
we do it

So if you want a good record shop in the city, do
it If you need some space for your band, take it
If you want to practice your art, draw it. If you
want to see the city become something

R utterly, y unique,
something that peopie flock to, something that
you can be completely and totally proud of, then
do it. Occupy. Don't let them tell you that you're
wrong. Don't let them tell you that you can't, that
you shoulkdn't be in here, that we should leave it
to them. Don't let them tell you, “be young and
shut up’. They've done it in other places, in
other times, in Berlin, in Paris. We can do It
here, We can make this city special. Occupy.
Occupy. Occupy.
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DEAD LIST

Here's a list. A starter for ten. Not just factories,
but offices too, old civic buildings, and wasteland.
We're not suggesting that you bend a credit card
into an L shape, shide it into a yale lock and then
give it a shove. We're not advocaring that you
should cut the padlock off and put your own one
on. We do not want you to let yourselves mn and
maybe, having all these spaces sitting there
waining for the night time to knock them down
and make a packet is criminal wao.

Offices above Castle Square.

You know the ones, opposite T) Hughes, with a
green tinge to it. They look 1 bit cheap. You
could do anything in here, from real office space
1o rehearsal rooms. Basically, old factories are
fucking OVER: in thirty years time, it will be the
old offices that people are colonizing, In
Germany, they've created a club inside an old
sixtics office block. But they're cool in Germany
so they can do that sort of shit,

Pearl Works, Arundel Lane

A little shed shaped factory next to Hallam uni.
It's & sweety this one. It’s balliant that right here,
in the middle of the city, soon to be covered in
sky-scrapers and mega car parks bke out of Judge
Dredd, there's a little, difapidated old works. We
think this should be a post-industrial semi
detached, split down the middle, for two happy
familics living in the shadow of the city. There's a
bit at the other end where the roofs falling in a
little, but don't worry, that can be a rustic walled
garden. Sweet,

y Charity Shop, Cumberland St.
You know those charity shops thar aren't even for
a proper charity, like Helping Holmfirth or Shef-
field Gerbil Protection Brgade or St Annc's
Hospice League? This was one of them. Now it's
empty. Turn it ioto a fanzine/poster/magazine
café, and paint up the windows with graffiti on
the inside 3o they can't do anything about it.

ExcTocas

A e oo

Office World, Eyre Strect.

Pretty apocalyptic looking shed shop at the wp
of Eyre Street. Abandoned for a better future
when Staples took it aver about a year ago. The
digital clock is stll going, but keeping some sort
of mad furure time. This would be perfect for a
Shefficld Street Art Ceatre. A paste up pad, The
wall inside could be divided into twenty spaces,
allocated 1o the rwenty best arnsts n Sheffield,
pasted with posters, filled with amaxog illustra-
ton and mad poetry. Ia the middle, you could
have a spray-can café, selling pentel markers,
spray patat and a brew. People would come from
all over to hang out and be part of it, to leam.
Style magariae editors would burst into tears,

Rockingham House Social Security.

Massive ex dole office on Charter Row, behind
the Moor. A beige building made out of metal at
the front, at the back there’s an ironically named
cheap superstore called What Everyone Wants:
Both empty. The old Social Security logo is sull
above the door. I think a party in a dole office
would probably be the coolest thing that Shef-
field could EVER do. Maybe even get Maggic on
the decks.

Garage forecourt on Ecclesall Road.

I remember when there was a Texaco here and
the woman working there was fucking rude. It
was knocked down about two yean aga. But
absolutely nothing has happened since, Fisst oft,
1t should be a poster gallery. Removye all the
fences and put pew gig/art/swupid posters up on
aweekly basis Then replace the concrete floor
with rurf. Finally get ane of those wicked ship-
ping containers and have a coffee shop our of it.
Boom.

Russell Bros, Machine Knives, Syndey Street.
Opposite Niche. This low, flat modetn factory is
beautiful One of the aicest in the city. It’s got
one enormous Jong window, about fifty metres
of glass, which would be perfect for something
visual, We think it should be Sheffield’s Bauhaus,
2 school for the all the balliant, independent,
non-London designers in this city to reach a new
generation of kids to do it. Currendy, it's being
used as an enormous fucking car park,




SQUATTING

by Joe Public

There's about 4 things in the world that are
50 good that I can’t believe they're legal, and
squatting is one of them. The others are
salvia, reading entire books without buying
them in Waterstones and tea with three
sugars, since you ask. Plenty of people think
that squatting is illegal and even more think
that it doesn’t matter either way because
only jakeys do it anyway, but neither of
these things are true. Squatting isn't a crimi-
nal offence, just unlawful, which is means
it’s dead fun but you can't be arrested for it.
It's only a civil matter between the land
owner and you, pretty much like trespass
(which also means you can't get nicked for
trespassing as long as you don’t damage
anything or get in anyone’s way, so stop
reading now and finally go and look around
all those awesome empty factories out of
town instead).

The more visible squats are social centres
and big projects, that tend to have more
people working on them and are open to
events and anyone who's interested.
Sheffield’s got Matilda at the moment,
which should be around for a while longer,
but on the whole squatted social centres are
reasonably short lived because they’re so
visible and piss off the owners and police.
These places are amazing from a DIY per-
spective, because you have much more
freedom to run events, without the pressure
of having to make a profit or attract thou-
sands of people. Matilda has had about 3
gigs or events a week for the last few, and
there’s an art gallery and studios, food,
meetings, free internet access and a free
shop too. These things are kind of social
centre stalwarts, but you get some more
unexpected things too. I went to a squat in
Leeds that had a dressing up room with
racks and racks of ridiculous clothes and a
dungeon. But then, that's a queer squat and
they're all in complex polyamorous relation-
ships with each other and having loads of
sex, s0 it’s only to be expected.
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and big projects, that tend to have more
people working on them and are open to
events and anyone who's interested.
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but on the whale squatted social centres are
reasonably short lived because they’re so
visible and piss off the owners and police.
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centre stalwarts, but you get some more
unexpected things too. T went to a squat in
Leeds that had a dressing up room with
racks and racks of ridiculous clothes and a
dungeon. But then, that's a queer squat and
they're all in complex polyamorous relation-
ships with each other and having loads of
sex, so it's only to be expected,

There are two things that you need for a
good squat - nice people and luck. You
need to trust and like the people you're
working on a place with, and it helps if
they're going to get things done and have
interesting ideas. Luck is the wildcard, a
divine but fickle idol to the squatter who
must be respected and allowed for, because
itis luck who decides whether a squat is ace
or dull, Our squatted house would have
been there much longer if an ex-resident
hadn’t decided to take a look at his old
house, realised that there were squatters
inside and phoned the council, But then the
Ramparts squat in London has been there
for 18 months and counting because the
landlord of the building is in prison. I've
been to a squat that lasted 2 weeks and one
that was held for so long that the squatters
now legally own the place. Some friends
came to crack a squat with an angle-grinder
and bolt-croppers but instead found that the
key to the Sitex (the metal sheeting put over
windows of empty buildings to secure
them) had been left in the keyhole, so they
just let themselves in.

Others turned to comer to find that the
building they’d made detailed plans to
squat had been demolished. Its how it goes,
it's luck and things can fuck up but they can
also be incredible. How else could a queer-
core performance band wearing nothing but
tit tape and hotpants play a gig ina
nunnery?

Squatting is the only way this could have
Squatting is the only way this could have
happened, and in Shefficld at the moment
squatting seems to be the only way you can
put on big events in the middle of town
without hiring out some wanky room. Fuck
rent, fuck hiring and bills, just squat some-
where instead.

Ignore stale ideas of how squats should be,
and what kind of people should work in
them - squatting is just the act of occupying
an abandoned building. nothing more.
From experience, the people most likely to
get it sorted to do this are anarchists, punks
or indeed, anarcho-punks, but there is
nothing at all to stop there being an indie
squat, with twee acoustic gigs on every
night, a cream tea café and a big picture of
Morrissey painted on the outside of the
building. You could occupy a huge empty
warehouse to build a replica of The Moor
and all its shops, then staff them with cats
and let people look round in exchange for
cat food. Or maybe just move into a squat,
fix it up nice and use the time that you'd
otherwise be working to pay rent to write
an autobiography of that fella who walks
up and down Fargate wearing a fluoro vest
with ‘Seek Ye The Lord’ printed on the back,
waving a placard and the Bible.

1 don't know, you work it out. Squatting is
just a way of creating space for yourself;
there’s no proscribed activity once you're in.
1¥'s really not that hard once you've got
some mates to help out, and it beats watch-
ing TV I'Il give you all the help I can if you
email me, or look at www.squatter.org.uk.
Or just ignore all of this and stay satisfied
with mainstream club nights and spending
all your time working to pay rent - either
way.







Ihere’s something to be said for staying up all night. The post pill-popping silliness is a funny time, when you and
your chums get that litle bit closer and more than a little bit daft. Words pop out that should have always remained
locked away, basic human rituals such as urinating in the correct vessel are discarded, the envelope is pushed. You'll
o doubt want to continue in this manncr, and push the party train as far as it's going to go. But the pubs don’t open for
another four hours, and everyone knows that if you go home you'll pass out on the sofa and wet your pants.

1o keep yourself going on # sunny moming I'd recommend the cemetery near the Vine boozer on Cemetery Road. The
graveyard that verges on Cemetery Road is # massive playground for loons and dog walkers alike, You can bond over a
massive a fatty and a mongrel. Who would have thought that a plot of fand sct aside to conceal the dead could become
such a bubbling hive of potential friendship and heady, stupid times?

Five reasons why the General Cemetery is The Place to be on a comedown/if you're dead.

I. Booze

Dawn comes up, and it’s only a blink away from the opening of the offics. Then they start to pop up like alcoholic
oases in a sober desert of normality. Little glimmers of relicl in this potentially paranoid time, This gives you a state-
sanctioned oppartunity to prolong your chemical party. Sharrow General Cemetery is close to quite a few of these little
fun shops, slthough I wouldn’t recommend Oddbins on Sharrow Lane, Even being ‘on one” does not mean you're
gonna give them the best part of a mortgage for a 4 pack of pissy lager. Ecclesall Road's Spar is open 24 hours and is
within mooching distance of the cemetery. Piece of piss.

2. You may find love

eteries are full of rotten bodies it’s usually pretty quiet and you can do your thing in there without fear of inter-
ruption (whatever your *thing’ maybe). As a result, the General Cemetery attracts Sharrow's weirdos like a drippy shit
peis hungry flies. Take our man Jim. He draws bunnies and cute pigs to adorn cards and fikes to wear one gloveasa
homage to Mark E Smith. With his long mod hair and perpetual grimace, he could resemble a lovely lady if the night
wass black enough. One winter’s day he was snapping away in the cemetery with his camens when an old fella in a mac
approached him. ‘Fancy a wank mate?" *I've already had onc' was the sensible reply. It wasn’t his lucky day cos he'd
tready sorted himself out. But if you're feeling a little lonely why not put your hair up, wear summat a little saucy and
et on down there, Keep your cyes pecled for the macs and the gloves.

3. You can release a little frustration

11 the comedown isn’t as smooth as desired, you might get a bit tense. In the summer the surrounding park is overflow-
ing with Guardian reading dread heads and if things aren't going your waty you should get on their trip. They may have
moce drugs. If they don’t you can give them shit to make yourself feel a little better. They've got their poi (possibly
flaming), the shit dub, the shit hash, the cider; basically, the essential components of the toolbox of any new noughtics
hippy. However these are also their weaknesses. Use your imagination but there's plenty you can do to sock it to these
tossers, Get a mate to distract them (using a flower/poem/can of cider), give them a good kick in the nads (ifthey're a
bloke), kick them in the fanny (if they're a she), nab the cider and hash and shit on the stereo. You get the picture.

1. You'll fit in.

After a hard evening partying like it’s 1998 and trance s still massive, you're not going to look your best. Hells tecth,
I"ve been there in a terrible state. Rolling around on the floor, snapping back into consciousness surrounded by strang-
ers, knowing dick-all about the last 8 hours with my jaw round my ankles and a reefer the size of Ben Nevis in an inex-
plicably filthy paw. This is good, because it means that passing respectable citizens won't instantly recognize you as a
pilled up dance monger, but might initially mistake you for the living dead. The terror that your wizened, pigeon titted
frame provokes is a life line. It gives you valuable scconds to do one before the children at that school on the other side
ofthe river go and tell their teacher, and the rozzees start their Sunday shift as they mean to go on.

S.1's a sham

I's not an actual graveyard, with groups of understandably upset people tending the last resting place of their loved
ohes, So the sight of you actually dancing on a grave, top off, Orangeboom in one hand and imaginary glowstick in the
other, or even worse, hugging it like it’s a puppy, won't make anyone burst into tears, All the people in this graveyard
died 5o long ago that no-one living knows who they are. This provides Carte Blanche for godless drug head behaviour,
ind also something interesting to think about if your brain gets all metaphysical







THIS IS OUR TIME

This is our chance, We are the young, The buildings are there,
empty. You can do it anyway you want: squat, share the rent
between your friends, get someone rich to invest. You haven’t
got any commitments, you don't have to feed kids or pay a
mortgage. Go into your overdraft, borrow a couple of hundred
quid off your grandparents if they’ve got it, save it up if you
need it. Or just break in somewhere until you're told to go. This
city is your city, you make it special. So politely, respectfully, co-
operatively break the fuck in. Take it back. Resist.

This summer, for three months, take a nisk. We have to put out
our own city guides, create our own tourist office, our own
tours. We have to repaint the streets oursclves, redesign the ciry
ourselves. Break into empty office blocks and set up your band
hq. Build a park on that old garage next to tesco. Photocopy
lifesize pictures of Kate Moss and fly post them. Show films in
old factories, have parties in abandoned nursery schools. Race
bikes. Do fanzines. Write books. Let all the different ideas come
pouring out, and flood the city.

This summer, ler Sheffield bloom.
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You say it’s going w happen now,

When exactly do you mear
Sce PPve already waited o long

And all my hope is gone




