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‘The secret Garden / In worlds of light hidden’
– The Zohar
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INTRODUCTION

There’s a caravan in Greengairs. Round the back in Greengairs. It’s all that’s left of Industry of Magic & Light. Not the large pile of porn mags. Forget those. The shit on the shelves. Is what I’m talking about. The shit all over the floor. Is what I’m trying to say. And spilling out of the fucking cupboards. Is what I’m saying. Is all that’s left. Is what I’m talking about. All that’s left of Industry of Magic & Light. All except for the contents of this caravan round the back in Greengairs, owned by some clown called Wee Humie who it turned out the woman he thought was his sister was actually his mum, which would explain why he was halfways mental, Wee Humie. But maybe he wasn’t so mental after all. Maybe he wasn’t so mental because he was the person who bought this second-hand caravan, this ghastly half-panned-in caravan, so as he could sleep round the back of his mum’s/sister’s house because he was into extreme meditation and had fallen in with a kung fu guru. But the least mental part of the story is that he discovered an abandoned archive in there. Posters. Tickets. Records. Tapes. Photos. Clothes. Paintings. Musical instruments and equipment. He stuck an advert in the paper. ‘Bunch of Local Hippy S**t for Sale’, it read. Job lot. Course I bought it. Course I fucking bought it. What the fuck is a Local Hippy, I said to myself. I’m having this. Then, when I realised what it was, I bought the fucking caravan, too, for much more than it was worth. Wee Humie couldn’t have been happier, though I heard he died after he got his neck broke in Tibet by a rogue chiropractor on a trip that he took with the money. And I sealed the vault. I fucking stuffed all the fucking stuff back in this fucking caravan. Once I had catalogued it all. Once I had noted down and described every item. Once I had compiled my inventory, and put the whole thing back together, I sealed it. Like a fucking tomb. Buried the entire lot like a fucking tomb and here we are. Tomb raiders. Industrial archaeologists. Forensic scientists. Magic and Light.
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