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Issue 11

This one’s been growing on us a long
time. Gnawing away. Affecting us every
day

The cliché is: one enormous villag
“It's Like One Enormous Village”
(quote from every Sheffield Celebrity
ever). Once you get here you don’t ever
leave. People from all over the world,
fucked off with cities where you feel
like rats in a tumble dryer, find sola
the hills and the peace and the quiet
Like an urban eden. We're told by
university propagandists that more
people stay in Sheffield than any other
city in the country

ce in

And it's true. But to a point. That point
is three years after university, when
you're still at Norwich Union, when
you're still doing admin for the DWP.
That point is when your friends leave,
when vour girlfriend’s moved to
London, when your boyfriend leaves
for Newcastle. That point is when you
go to Berlin or Manchester or London
and you don’t want to come back

Recently, a lot of people we know and
love have started to reach that point

But equally, this issue is about why
people stay. There are a lot of people in
this city that never want to leave.
Artists and designers and musicians
with international profiles, Graduates
and locals and people who've moved
here to work and fallen in love. People
who choose to stay in South Yorks

We didn’t know the answer, couldn’t
work it out on our own. So we asked

else. Here's what they said



We asked people two questions:

1) Do you ever consider leaving Sheffield? Why?
&

R) What makes you stay?

Here's what they said...




!

Kid Acne.

Sheffield.

Do you ever consider leaving
Sheffield? Yes.

Why?

When you're sat in a bar in Helsinki
or Ljubljana or Brooklyn or Paris or
wherever and you're drunk, with
good people, listening to good music
and you've eaten good food - or you're
getting the night-bus back to
Hackney to drink til 4 in the morning
while some old fellas do karaoke
about teenage love and there's a girl
‘who sounds just like Rod Stewart
singing ‘Maggie May' and you're in
good company and your day’s gone
well. The market was good, as was
the gig and the exhibition; you start
thinking *Why on earth am i still
living in Sheffield? This is mint",

‘What makes you stay?

When you're sat down the Sheaf View
on & Sunday drinking good ale with
good friends having shot some good
pool at DNR and the Cremorne after
drinking litres of Cider at the
Cricketers watching punk bands
while people make human pyramids
and body slam one another jumping
off the windowsills and you've eaten
in Zeugma twice in one week and you
didn't need to catch the bus because
you can walk everywhere and you've
seen a fox down your street and a
squirrel in your garden; you think to
yourself "This is mint"..,

Dalian, China.

1 spent a good while thinking about
what it is I miss about Sheffield. I left
in 2004 and moved to the darkside
(Leeds), to study photography. It
wasn't that I wanted to leave
Sheffield, I just wanted a bit of &
change, but didn't want to stray too
far...Leeds was the closest place for
me.

Sheffield has always been my second
home. Although I'd never lived here
until I came to University, many
weekends were spent in the 'fleld

ting family...Ir ber my sister
being pecked by a goose in Endcliffe
Park, getting chips from Two Steps on
a Saturday, being amazed at the

of snow in Cr 1l when

walking with my Grandad to get his
paper, the radio blasting out Praise or
Grumble after the match ona
Saturday...my family history is here
s0 I've always been attached to the
city.

Moving to Sheffield for me was like
moving home, so0 moving away was
heartbreaking. I still get goosebumps
when the train rolls in underneath
the doubledecker motorway, past the
Cooling Towers and the funny tree
stands near Meadowhall, and
emerges through the tunnels, Park
Hill to one side and Roy Disco to the
other. An ugly picture in a beautiful
frame, my Granny says. I miss the
hills, the skies, the terraces, the
towerblocks, the trees. But most of all
I miss the people. I miss my friends
and, odd to say it, I miss the people I

don't even know. Sheffield folk are
one of a kind. You're guaranteed a
conversation in Sheffield wherever
you are, there's always time for the
time of day.

I popped back the other weekend and
was on the number 3 bus when I
overheard the driver's radio, and it
summed up everything I love, and
miss about Sheffield.

‘Watch out for a young lad trying to
get on the 474 with an unboxed
television. Do not let him board with
an unboxed television',

Fighting crime at a local level.

There you have it. Sheffield's got a
great sense of community pride and
has had since long before it was a.
buzz word drawn into policies and
flirted with by planners. And that's
Sheffield's problem.

‘Words can do it no justice. It's a place
that embeds itself in your heart.

Stuart.

Sheffield.

1 always loved leaving and loved
coming back. The image of the city I
take with me is the view from the top
of Bast Bank Rd. You get a fantastic
view of concrete blocks sat in a huge
grass bowl. When the sun is out and
the skies are blue, it's fantastic
especially in amongst the green hills.

It's easy to be seduced by places far
and away. It's like the photos in the
Lunn Poly hoilday brochure. I've been
to Milan expecting it to look like a
Vogue cover and of course it's not like
that. There’s little there, in fact it's
like fucking Chesterfield except it has
two huge football teams. And I'm not
kidding.

1 left because opportunities weren't
avadlable in Sheffield, so I went to
Manchester and London for the best
part of 8 years. Now the city is in the
middle of being born again. Like
many in Sheffleld, I was born from a
previous generation who had never
left the city, which fuelled the desire
to go and do what they never had a
chance to do. So make the best of the
world they created alongside others
and get out there and make it happen
with your mates.

Sheffleld is apologetic by its very
nature due to years of
mismanagement and as a result its
confidence was eroded. It's very
difficult to change an inherent
sensibility that isn't receptive to
outside influences. The universities
have been a catalyst to change
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bringing in a lot of people who have
settled in the city. And they think it's

a great city despite knowing its flaws.

1 now know more people who have
settled in the city than I do locals.

1f you pulled back and saw the city
from afar, it would look like an ants
colony. It's active and it's busy on the
ground. There's conflict over the
direction of the city, but you can't
exist as a whole and strive towards
one vision, so clusters are bound to
form as a reaction to the
masterplans. Which is healthy as it
creates alternatives. Forget about the
homogenous nature of the city centre
and focus on what you can do to
contribute as an individual and
collectively.

It's easy to bemoan Sheffield, but if
you carry on doing that you will be
the wanker in the pub who's
continually banging on about how
great the bars are in London. So
realise what you've got, accept it and
make it better or forever by the
outcast who inevitaby will be sat in
their own shit come their 70th
birthday.

Sheffield.

1 think we're quite lucky in a way.
Most people who move to a different
city or come to uni don't find &
community like there is in Sheffield.
There's a sense of attachment here. A
1ot of my friends who moved to other
cities just went straight home after
university, or moved to London. It
isn’t easy for them to stay.

At the same time, I think that people
want to go off and experience
something else while they're still
young. But I think a lot of the best
things about Sheffield you won't
appreciate until you move away. It'sa
bit of a gamble really. To see if
anything else is better.

Tom.

Sheffield.

Unfortunately I am one of the ones
who are leaving. I've spent my
twenties in Sheffield and had a blast
and been involved in music for all that
time.

My brother was Rob Mitchell from
Warp and for my teenage and early
twenties warp was part of that social
circle. Through Warp-based friends I
set up Dropping Science which we ran
for 4 years before my partners moved
to London with Warp. 1 felt Sheffield
had some interesting scenes at this
time with the imp, nonsense,
absynthesis, Lovebytes and ¢80 gigs
running alongside my own, however
the leaving of warp seemed to signal
the end of that era.

This was a bad time for me as all my
mates, my brother and my musical
outlet were all removed and 1 felt
Sheffield had a shitty musical time
from 2000-2003. It was this period of

h that drew togeth
remnants of the scene at the time to
put something decent on. Asa
consequence myself, Juliun (who ran
the electro ¢90 in the late nineties)
and Will (who ran the weird nonsense
nights) were drawn together and re-
started the ¢90 parties which we've
totally loved doing.

Sadly work is taking me away from
here (I don't want to go but there
aren't the opportunities for me in my
line of work). As well after seeing
various scenes build and fall, I feel I
don't want to be left in the lonely

times of Sheffield again. Really I'm
Jjumping ship before things disperse.

8o overall I love it here and have
devoted my twenties and contributed
in a small way to the musical climate.
1 guess I see Sheffeld as an excellent
training ground for ambitious people
rather than a place where long-term
careers in music can be built. There
is always an ebb and flow with the
quality of the musical climate, when
its good its ace, when its not its shit.

Dominic.
Birmingham.

11eft because natural inertia took me
back to Bir after

not. I had an overwhelmi
desire to leave.

Il always have a soft. spot for
Sheffers because it's lo-fi, green, hilly,
small, misguided, pathetic-in-an-
endearing-way, soulful and friendly.
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Sheffield.

I've thought about moving to London,
a few times.

It's fun to go there for a couple of days
to do a show or dj or summat, but it's
all too crazy really. Everyone's on a
mission, almost like they're chasing
something, and I don't know what.

1 know Sheffield looks wank, and half
the people here do my head in, but I
do feel at home here. I always get a
cool feeling when you come to that
turn off the M1, and you see that
welcome to Sheffield sign. Fuck
London. Can I say that? I just have.

Olive.

Sheffield.

Yes I do - because I think I should
experience living elsewhere

What makes you stay?
The people I know here, the creative
spirit that resides here, the fact that I
think Sheffield has a beauty and soul
about it that I just really like and get
on with - you can really journey
through this city and feel elevated
and open and free (it's these hills you
know) and then suddenly you feel
contained and within and part of

hing (that's the ys) that's
Just an experience I love about this
city.

|

London.

1 miss the views, because in Sheffield
you're never far from feeling like
you're on top of the city. In London
you're always looking up or bumping
into the city. But perhaps that's why I
left... in Sheffield you can always see
where you are, you know how you
relate and fit into the city. In London
you don't, and sometimes its good to
be confused.

1 miss the golden mile, because it
actually is golden. Walking past
Tesco's in the golden dusk. Great
days.

However I never actually left
Sheffield...we're in a long distance
relationship.

Katherine.

Sheffield.

I am staying here in Sheffo at the
moment for a lot of reasons - namely
that Sheffield s a fandabidozee place
to live - it's green and welcoming,
with friendly folk, and I like the lo-fi
rave ups that my friends facilitate.

Unfortunately, I hate my job (which
takes up most of my time) with a
passion and wanting to work as a
makeup artist means that inevitably
Lahhhhndahhhhn is the best place to
do this. This is why I want to leave.
But on the other hand, I have found
out that I don't actually like LDN all
that much - cue usual ranting re:
living expenses, dirt, rude gakky
people ete.

80 I'm in a bit of a pickle over what to
do. But I think it's inevitable that I
will leave at some point, as I just can't
get a job here doing what I want, and
before I know it, I will be middle aged
and miserable because I wasted my
life on admin.




Why do I think about other places?

Because some times it just seems like
& struggle. Sometimes when the
magic isn't there, when your
favourite places are shutting down, or
when there's nothing to do at night,
or when the scaffolding comes down,
or when you go to other cities and see
architecture and beautiful things,
that's when it's hard. And this city is
Just a small city on the edge of the
midlands made out of shit buildings
and bricks and rain and people who
don’t care about anything other than
their daily commute. That's when
Sheffleld is just a place.

But then other times, it's a lot more
than that. Suddenly, this city isn't
what you can touch on the streets.
When it starts working again, and
You start seeing all your friends on
Saturdays, and you go out and end up
dancing in someone's front room at
four AM, suddenly you see the soul
again. Every step you take, every pub
table you sit at, you feel like everyone
who's ever done anything good in this
city is there with you. Every
musician, every designer, every
friend, every radical. It feels like soup
around your ankles, Like a big robot
made out of lots of small robots.

When 1t feels like that, it feels like
you're part of a team. A team made
up of the best people with the best
atuitude in the entire world. A team
that's lucky enough to live in the best.
environment in the world. And ft
makes you feel proud. When it feels
like that, I never want to leave.

TOM COMMON




Sheffield forum
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The weather
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Stull | Compare Thee to a Summer’s Day?

Sheffield. Skyline of Lego and cranes
Hove you like a worst friend,

You sand-trap of England’s golf course,
You Gilded Lilly of the North,

You parochial little darling.

Sheffield. | love your blind faith

In Rej ion and Reg

Your willingness to be suckered in

By glossy ads for European shampoo;
Economic Pantene Pro V,

Pay attention now! See

Here comes the sdence bit....

"Two billion rubbed into your cracked crucible,
Rinsed through. Hey Presto!

No more trouble at the pit.

Everything left manageable and clean.
Sheffield. I love your faith in face cream!
Pump priming SME's like collagen

Into the fissures and cracks.

Sheffield. City of crumbling smoke stacks
AR abr s h furbished as
Still empty call and conference centres.
Sheffield. Waiting tragically in your best dress
For sugar daddy businesses

To pay court on their knees;

And, ol the while, Virgin Leeds

Laughs up her sleeves.

Sheffield. I love your dirty urban villages
Your streets, which all run uphill,

1 love the cold rain of your summers
After the damp winter’s chill,

Your bran barrel, lucky dip mix

Of odd architecture,

The way you slap on the rouge,
Defying any paternalistic lecture
From central government;

A brighter colour every time

You raise another flag ship

I'T Training centre.

Sheffield. I love the litter

Blowing down your pedestrian strip
Like confetti at a wake,

Your new build, up market apartment block,
Its glass and steel crescent shape
The desperate smile of an old tart.
Sheffield. I love your heart

Of gold. Your idea of ‘luxury’

Still mired in the concept

Of “Everything with gravy,

Bingo and a two way bet’.

Sheffield. I love your tolerance,

Your stubborn pride in your worst mistakes,
Your public clocks that all run late:

The station clock stopped.

More temperamental still

The clock upon St Mary’s Gate,

And the Town Hall Clock, which wilfully
Makes Greenwich Meantime wait.

Sheffield. City of different time zones,

I love your grandiosity,

Your ever willing readiness to dream Great
And ratchet up the council tax

When your dreams go pear shaped:

Your mausoleum Museum

Of Popular Culture,

The empty dugs of its steel drum structure,
And the unfortunate corsage

Of your Winter Gardens

That bunch of cacti in a greenhouse.

I love the droning tone poem

Of cars queuing for the M1 South

On the moulting boa of your ring road.

Sheffield. You impossible, foolish place,
You ugly blind date

| shared a final drink with to commiserate,
Then tried to leave too late.

Sheffield. My unlikely lover at the last;
Most beautiful when looked through

The bottom of a pint glass.

KATE STRUTT,
SPRING 2006




ENCOUNTERS
AT THE CRUCIBLE

We've talked about Encounters
before. They are ace. They take over
abandoned shops. Then they invite
local people to come in and give
their stories and memories of the
area, and little pieces of their
everyday lives. Out of the resultant
heap, Encounters build a picture of
what that area means to people.

This time, they’re in the old gift
shop in the Crucible. So this time,
“local people” means everyone in
the city. (Who can’t notice a theatre
disguised as a bunker?) They’re
trying to create a snap shot of what
the Crucible is, and what it means
to Sheffield, before it's refurbished.

We're helping them document it.
This is a photo of some fake
broceoli that they use on stage.

We need you to come down and
talk about your memories of the
Crucible and the areas around it.
We also need you to come and tell
us what you want to happen in that
part of town.

The shop is open Wednesdays to
Saturdays in February and March,
though it's funny times, so look on
our website for details.




LONDON.

By Tom Hydro

The debate continues

| can't deny it, I'm torn. Maybe it's just me. But don't you
wonder whether you're happy where you are? And
whether you're missing out on something much more
fulfilling, much more exciting, somewhere else? Would
the big city be everything you thought it would be?

| like London. Yes you can slag it off all you like for
whatever negative cliché you care to mention. But you
can't deny its charm. You can feel the buzz and the hope
of all the people flocking there to pursue their dream.
You have to admire the architecture, a capital full of
pomp and circumstance. The fact that it's miles and
miles across, that this city has different areas, where
most cities just have a city centre. The tubes, and the
landmarks, and the most amazing galleries in the world.
The sheer number of people.

And it's all there for you. Sometimes you don't want to
have to Do It All Yourself, make your own fun all the
time. You just want to be somewhere where you can go
out any night to a club you want to go to, or go to a shop
where there's actually something you might want to buy.
However shallow that may sound, however much it
contradicts everything we've said before, it's true.
Sometimes you do want these things. And sometimes
I's amazing to be in the middle of a world city. It feels
like you're somewhere. It seduces you.

But maybe that's just the image of London, the mirage
You see when you're outside it. Maybe the reality is one
of huge and long and minding gaps.
And maybe all those people are actually a million
disparate communities, trying to out do one another,

When you're there for a while, you realise that
overyone's living their own London. Toffs in Clapham
thinking they're having the best night ever in a wine bar.
Trendies in the East in identical customised bullshit
thinking they're pushing the boundaries when they're
actually pulling pints. Notting Hill types mincing about
with their three-wheeled push chairs and buying local, A
ity with countless caricatures, people who are so worthy
of piss-taking that you don't know where to start. Not
“veryone obviously, but you know what | mean.

And that's London’s ultimate downfall. It's all things to all
people, but those people isolate themselves from each
other. So as much as you're somewhere, part of
something bigger, you're alone. And you just don't know
where you belong.

Sometimes it feels like a holiday romance. But all the
while you know it's not your town,

It all comes together on the train home. The Midiand
Mainline that takes 4 fucking hours. A time for reflection
Sometimes getting on the train is a relief, as London can
be such a ball ache. And sometimes getting off the train
at Sheffield is devastating, because it feels like all you've
got to come back to is the Lescar and Tesco Metro,
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STUDENT EXfOo

We've been working with the
design students at Sheffield
Hallam Uni. They rule.

They've been studying
design that aims to campaign
for something, and they've
used the towers as their
inspiration.

Some of the students work
will be exhibited at DULO on
Cemetery Road. They're
having a launch on February
15th. You should go.

PLUS keep your eyes open
for these two around the city.
Stencils, stickers, badges
(we don't want no stinking
badges): all popping up to
make people think:

WHAT IF?

Of course it's nothing to do
with us, anyone we know, or
anyone that knows anyone
we know. Just so we're clear.

'HE SHEFFIELD LABORATORY OF EXPERIMENTAL TRAVEI
By Jom Cubbir

The Sheffield Lab y of Experi I Travel was founded by me buying cheap flights
to Latvia and realising there was nothing there. After reading about Latourex (the French
Laborotoire de Tourisme Expérimentale), | developed a plan of action and played my first
travel game.

Experimental travel is simply a different way of experiencing our earthly surroundings.
Each game normally consists of a set of rules which govern the means of travel, rather than
the destination.

For instance: You and your loved one could travel sep ly to your destination, and then
try to find each other without arranging a place to meet. That's Ero-travel. You could pick
someone who lives there, phone them up, and ask for a list of 10 places to visit that mean
something to them. Or you could get on a bus to the end of the line and spend a day there,
holiday in Bents Green or Jordanthorpe. It's up to you how to do it.

The great thing about experimental travel is that we end up visiting places we would never
have otherwise seen, or we experi familiar sur dings in a very diff way.

The Sheffield Laboratory of Experimental Travel will be escaping to Shefﬁeld mgu]nrly
Sheffield is a city which provides infinite oppor for d tic
anti-tourism. We have a few projects in the pipeline. We've already dmcovcmd that
Sheffield's ego is just next to John Lewis, thanks to Freudian Travel. Next up, we're going to
be sightseeeing in Sheffield using a map of Paris. Pack your bags.

OUR NEXT DEPARTURE: Experience the culture and delights of Paris on our walking tour.
Meet in front of the (eiffel) Arts Tower at Sheffield uni on Saturday 17th February at 11am.

For more details, run away to www.experimentaltravel.org or email
editor@experimentaltravel.org
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LET’S GO TO ECCY ROAD

N ,-,

®

S$10 THIS SIDE, S11 THAT SIDE. It's a
postcode battle: at stake, whose olive oil
is most virgin and who's bought most
local.

TESCO. Buying local is IMPOSSIBLE on
Eccy Road, because for all the organic
posturing, no-one supported either of the
two greengrocers that used to be on it.
So they closed down.

THE GROVES. Sheffield’s premier
i oo D +

neighbours who broom you after 11 if
you're watching the telly too loud,
Alsatian Wine Clubs (where you get your
German dog pissed and watch strangers
fuck it) and nice sized gardens.

THE DWP. Note to unemployed people
everywhere: please attempt to get an
admin job with the civil service. It was
the cushiest, warmest, friendliest year of
my life. | got stressed three times in 12
months, and wrote two entire issues of
GO on their computers. People complain
about it being Inefficient, but | don't mind
paying a bit of tax so that other young
and directionless people can have a year
off life.

CHAMPS. Hello, is that the fire brigade?
Champs is on fire with everyone trapped
inside it. What? You're a bit busy? You've
got to sort your intemnet banking out
tonight? Fair enough.

SPAR. Spar is Sheffield’s 24 hour
economy. Recently equipped with really
loud speakers and video screens to cow
you into submission. Listening to Bonnie
Tyler on a come down makes you buy
more Innocent smoothie than a man can
drink.

HERITAGE MUSEUM. Meant to be
absolutely amazing inside. Opens for
half an hour every month. Never been.
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FAKE POSH RESTUARANTS. Felicini.
543. Blue Fin. £12 mains on a bed of
potatoes rosti and green beans. Parking
your Range Rover where you can see it.
Feeling smug and metropolitan.

STUDENTS. Just when you think it's all
gone to shit, you're walking home one
anight and some students have found a
microhone and a speaker, turned up the
volume and are leaning out of the
windows singing Sexual Healing to
everyone who walks by.

BA-AABY. | can't hold it much longer.

NONNA'S. Cunts win.

ROUND THE BACK. Sharrowvale Road
is much much better. A hardware shop
run by an old woman who really
deserves to retire by now. A pet shop run
by The World's Most Socially Awkward
Man. Good pubs. A boss secondhand
book shop. An expensive butchers. A
good bakers. And a post office. This is
what communities should be like. Fuck
Tesco. Top marks.

THE LESCAR. Like a demented local
drop-in centre in the front. Like an ace
drop-out pub in the back. Serves
Landlord. Both sides smell faintly of sick.
We love it.

THE PORTER COTTAGE. Busy and
welcoming like a postcard pub.
Downside: you might as well wrap your
body and legs in paper, wear some cork
on your shoes, and set alight to your hair
because if you come out smelling like
one massive cigarette. We love it.

CAFE CERES. Best café in the known
world. Abba and Fleetwood Mac on the
stereo. Used to 'work’ there, Give
Caroline my love. X




Relax.

This 1ssue bas helped us. We've realised
that it's ok to want other things, to think
about other citien, That other places in the
world are brilliant. And 1o those plaoces,
you can find things you oan't find hove,
Architecture that makes your hoart leap.
A thousand places L0 o At night. Hot
German boys and girla.

But 1t's only when you go Lo these places
that you remermber that Sheffield has
something you can't find elsewhore, too.
It's only then you remember what makes
here 8o special. We don't have shops and
bara and architecture, trus. But we do
have other things. We don't have to say
them again. It's an emotional conneotion
This is & place you can feol part of, A place
that feels like home,

You can still love Sheffield if you love those
other cities. It doesn't mean you're

They aren't 1ly better or
worse. Just a different proposition. And if
you do decide to go, you know that
Sheffleld will always be here for you,
walting.

It's important to go away, because it means
you want to come back.

To Absent Friends x







