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  About the Book


  Bursting out of the literary underground, all the writers in this ground-breaking anthology put the emphasis firmly back on gratuitous story-telling and brutal, break-neck plots.


  The scorching hardcore prose of Stewart Home’s Sex Kick collides with the bitterly romantic confessions of Billy Childish. Nicholas Blincoe’s cool and stylish thriller writing meets the street realism of Victor Headley’s Retropolitan Police, while well-dressed London gangsters fight for page space with the old school skinheads of Richard Allen. Also includes contributions from boundary-pushing authors like China Miéville, Michael Moorcock, J.J. Connolly and the editor of this searing collection, Tony White.


  Acknowledgements


  ‘The Spencer Inheritance’ © Michael Moorcock 1998, (previously published in The Edge Magazine)


  ‘Eddie’ © The estate of Edward Lewis 1974, taken from the novel Jack Carter’s Law


  ‘Author’s Notes’ Richard Allen 1970-73


  ‘The Man Who Took Down the Great Pitpat’ copyright © Victor Headley 1999


  ‘The Long Drive-by’ © Nicholas Blincoe 1999


  ‘Falada’ © Catherine Johnson 1999


  ‘Signal’ © Roy A. Bayfield 1999


  ‘Shifa’ © Steve Aylett 1999


  ‘Jail Bait’ © Stella Duffy 1999


  ‘In the Box’ © Simon Lewis 1999


  ‘Know Your Enemy’ © J.J. Connolly 1999


  ‘Kitchen Sink’ © Jane Graham 1999


  ‘Promise’ © Karlin Smith 1999


  ‘Taxi Driver: a strange tale from Endland (sic)’ © Tim Etchells 1999


  ‘Sex Kick’ © Stewart Home 1999


  ‘Stupid’ © Jenny Knight 1999


  ‘Bernadette’ © Billy Childish 1999


  ‘The Sprawl’ © Darren Francis 1999


  ‘Different Skies’ © China Miéville 1999


  ‘The Last Good War’ © Steve Beard 1999


  ‘A0’ © Tony White (Translations by Elke Heinemann) 1997


  ‘Riding Bareback (Jack’s last words)’ © The Estate of Jack Trevor


  Story, taken from the novel Shabby Weddings


  With Thanks …


  Untold thanks to Sarah Such for having the vision to spot the potential of this project, for tireless support throughout its execution, and without whom … etc. Ditto to Neil Taylor, and for taking up the reins, and to everyone at Sceptre for their enthusiasm and hard work, especially Sarah Ballard. Special thanks to all of the contributors for being so damned good at what they do and such a pleasure and an inspiration to work with, and especially to (in alphabetical order) Steve Beard, Nicholas Blincoe, Stewart Home, and Michael Moorcock, whose input, support and suggestions above and beyond the call of duty have been more than invaluable. Not forgetting Steve Pope and everyone at X Press, who have been my link with Victor Headley in Africa; George Marshall at S.T. Publishing for the Richard Allen permissions; Roderick Dymott and Sue Herbert at Allison & Busby for Ted Lewis’s ‘Eddie’; the various agents; James Pyman, and all of the friends who’ve listened to me banging on about this for the past year.


  Contents


  Title Page


  Copyright


  Dedication


  About the Book


  Acknowledgements


  With Thanks …


  Introduction


  1 MICHAEL MOORCOCK: ‘The Spencer Inheritance’


  One: ‘Leave Me Alone’


  Two: ‘Our grief is so deep …’


  Three: Was Diana Murdered?


  Four: Das War Diana


  Five: Dodi’s Psychiatrist Tells All


  Six: Now You Belong To Heaven


  Seven: Diana’s Smile Lit Up Wembley


  Eight: Princes Teach Charles To Love Again


  Nine: Sign Your Name In Our Book Of Condolence


  Ten: Reflexivity


  Eleven: Prince Harry To Meet The Spice Girls


  Twelve: Two Billion Broken Hearts


  Thirteen: We’ll Win World Cup For Diana


  2 TED LEWIS: ‘Eddie’


  3 RICHARD ALLEN: ‘Author’s Notes’


  4 VICTOR HEADLEY: ‘The Man Who Took Down the Great Pitpat’


  5 NICHOLAS BLINCOE: ‘The Long Drive-by’


  6 CATHERINE JOHNSON: ‘Falada’


  7 ROY A. BAYFIELD: ‘Signal’


  8 STEVE AYLETT: ‘Shifa’


  9 STELLA DUFFY: ‘Jail Bait’


  10 SIMON LEWIS: ‘In the Box’


  11 J.J. CONNOLLY: ‘Know Your Enemy’


  12 JANE GRAHAM: ‘Kitchen Sink’


  13 KARLINE SMITH: ‘Promise’


  14 TIM ETCHELLS: ‘Taxi Driver: a strange tale from Endland (sic)’


  15 STEWART HOME: ‘Sex Kick’


  16 JENNY KNIGHT: ‘Stupid’


  17 BILLY CHILDISH: ‘Bernadette’


  18 DARREN FRANCIS: ‘The Sprawl’


  19 CHINA MIÉVILLE: ‘Different Skies’


  20 STEVE BEARD: ‘The Last Good War’


  21 TONY WHITE: ‘A0’


  22 JACK TREVOR STORY: ‘Riding Bareback (Jack’s last words)’


  Updated contributor biographies, 2015


  britpulp! collected press


  Introduction


  Confessions of an Editor


  My intention with this collection is to map territories and trajectories between the literary underground and mainstream popular fiction, by presenting – for the first time – rare, or never-before-published material from some of the late greats (Jack Trevor Story, Richard Allen, and Ted Lewis), and the literary giant Michael Moorcock, together with new stories by some of the freshest, most influential writers around.


  From the outset the project has generated enormous excitement, and garnered support from everyone that I’ve approached. Perhaps this is because there is a generation of writers emerging who, like myself, remember the days when you could walk into your local, perhaps provincial, W.H. Smith’s and be confronted by wall-to-wall pulp fiction. Your eyes would be drawn along the shelves and encounter the latest in Richard Allen’s million-selling series of ‘youthsploitation’ ‘Skinhead’ novels, the biker novels of Peter Cave or Mick Norman, Sven Hassel’s WWII epics, and the beginnings of Michael Moorcock’s genre-defying ‘multiverse’ experiments. A moral questioning of the post-war ‘sexual revolution’ was played out on those heaving shelves too, and mapped in the ‘Confessions’ novels of Christopher Wood, and also in the parallel London crime scene of gangsters, porn-millionaires and bent cops described by Ted Lewis in his ‘Carter’ novels. And even if the ‘Confessions’ novels have now been consigned to a seventies-kitsch half-life and the libidinal gun play of Sven Hassel has been diverted into the shoot-’em-up computer game, the influence of these classic pulp paperbacks has never been more keenly felt than it is today, with much of the most innovative fiction drawing on the energy of pulp and genre writing.


  Amongst the ‘factory’ writers of the sixties and seventies, the late James Moffat, pseudonymous writer of those ‘Richard Allen’ novels, seems now to be generally considered paradigmatic. Certainly, his reputation as a fast worker ensured that his publishers at New English Library threw him novel ideas and deadlines measured in days rather than the usual months or years. Moffat is a legend, reputed never to have re-read or re-written anything he wrote, and alleged to have measured the time it took to write a book in bottles. What is certain is his perceived influence on some of the most exciting contemporary writers: Nicholas Blincoe, Stewart Home and Victor Headley all had their debut novels compared with the street imperatives of Richard Allen’s furious narratives. Recognising this, and with the co-operation of George Marshall at S.T. Publishing, I’ve been able to compile for the first time all of the ‘Author’s Notes’ that prefaced most of the volumes in his ‘Skinhead’ series. It seems a timely move to throw the spotlight back on the author rather than his output. I hope you will agree that these give a truer picture, both of the man and of his novels, than any excerpted chapter could have achieved.


  Mainstream publishing today is a world away from the heady heyday of the New English Library, when the likes of Jim Moffat could bang a novel out on any given subject. Contemporary themes, whether they be ‘youth cults’ or anything else, are no longer exploited as, or even before, they become news. Witness the recent spate of club-inspired writing that has dominated the paperback sales charts over the past few years. Rather than exploiting a trend or an era-defining movement like the late-eighties’ ecstasy culture as it was happening, there has effectively been a seven- to ten-year gap, during which time the culture has been assimilated and re-packaged as nostalgia or personal reminiscence. During the nineties it has largely been left to smaller independent publishers to exploit the hunger for the output of the more action-minded and culturally astute producers of contemporary fiction. The X Press was formed in order to print Victor Headley’s ground-breaking and hugely successful novel Yardie, after it was turned down by publisher after publisher who couldn’t see the market. Scottish publisher S.T. Publishing acquired the rights to all of the Richard Allen ‘Skinhead’ books, bringing them out in a series of anthologies which haven’t stopped selling to a new generation of readers. Stewart Home’s early novels, such as Defiant Pose and Red London were published by Peter Owen and Scottish underground/political imprint A.K. Press respectively. Headley and Home were among the first to re-appropriate the vitality of pulp writers like James Moffat; as Steve Beard wrote in iD magazine, Home sampled ‘the speed and aggression to make the link with Blake and Burroughs’, while Headley used ‘a few riffs to draw a map of the Black Atlantic in London’. I’m very pleased that they are both represented in the pages which follow. Victor Headley’s story, ‘The Man Who Took Down the Great Pitpat’, is an extract from his forthcoming novel, The Best Man, which promises to be his best since Yardie, and Stewart Home is represented by his new novella, ‘Sex Kick’.


  britpulp! is not an attempt to define a generation of writers; after all, the stories collected here span some thirty years. It should also become apparent fairly quickly that this is not a themed anthology. While the reader may be forgiven for assuming that ‘pulp’ is synonymous with sex and violence, and indeed authors like Stewart Home have confessed to using these devices in order to ‘keep the readers happy’, there is a lot more on offer here than the shagging ‘n’ fighting story. Admittedly there’s a fair amount of what might be euphemistically called ‘action’, though it could be said today that the laughably gratuitous sex scene is more the province of what LeRoi Jones, in his introduction to the seminal 1963 US anthology The Moderns (Mayflower-Dell) calls ‘serious middlebrow establishment fiction’, so-called quality literature. Reading the stories which follow, you may agree with my assertion that they are in fact jammed with gratuitous storytelling, and that it is the plot-lines which are brutal and break-neck.


  Michael Moorcock kicks it all off with a new Jerry Cornelius story entitled ‘The Spencer Inheritance’. Jerry Cornelius started life in the sixties as a kind of anti-James Bond character, but he quickly mutated into one of the most enduring characters in science fiction. I’m glad he’s back, and very proud to be able to include him in this collection, a sentiment that also applies to the final story, ‘Riding Bareback’, by the late Jack Trevor Story, author, famously, of The Trouble with Harry. This is the first mass-market publication of an extract from Jack Trevor Story’s final novel Shabby Weddings, and they are effectively his last words; ‘Riding Bareback’ was finished only minutes before he died. That we are privileged enough to share those moments is due entirely to Mike Moorcock’s support for this collection.


  Between Moorcock and Story, then, you will find as much diversity in voice, genre, style and subject matter as there might be in any good bookshop’s fiction section. There’s the truly classic ‘Eddie’, from Ted Lewis’s novel Jack Carter’s Law. There’s also perhaps a contemporary counterpart to Ted Lewis in J.J. Connolly’s tale of cocaine-trading gangsters, ‘Know Your Enemy’. When I approached Stella Duffy to contribute to the collection, she was unsure whether there had ever been any authentic female voices in pulp – but with Duffy’s wannabe young offenders in ‘Jail Bait’, as well as Catherine Johnson’s teenage horse-killer, Jenny Knight’s surreal, Jacuzzi-bound fantasy, and Karline Smith’s hexed basketball star it’s safe to say that there are now!


  Steve Beard’s science fiction, ‘The Last Good War’, continues the heritage heresies explored in his novel Digital Leatherette, the result of his pre-punk encounter with Ballard and Moorcock, while the likes of international cult author Billy Childish and Jane Graham are fulfilling a similar function to Christopher Wood in the literary landscape of today, but with the crucial difference that the bitter, romantic, and occasionally comical ‘confessions’ of these two authors are for real. Even Darren Francis’s ‘The Sprawl’ reads like a more sombre ‘confessions from the music industry’.


  From the fractured precision of Tim Etchells’ fragmentary short stories to Nicholas Blincoe’s ‘The Long Drive-by’, Simon Lewis’s ‘In the Box’, the understated horror of Roy A. Bayfield and China Miéville, and the ballistic wisecracks of Steve Aylett, all of the writers brought together between these covers were either responsible for defining, or have re-captured, the energy and excitement of pulp fiction at its best. The result is britpulp!, I hope you enjoy it.


  Tony White, December 1998


  Michael Moorcock


  ‘THE SPENCER INHERITANCE’ A JERRY CORNELIUS STORY


  Michael Moorcock edited Tarzan Adventures at the age of seventeen, writing for Eagle and Bible Story Weekly before joining the Sexton Blake Library at nineteen, where he wrote Caribbean Crisis for the series, published under the house name of Desmond Reid. Later, as editor of New Worlds, The worked for the famous Gold brothers, publishers of Hank Janson. His only Janson was a short story – ‘he Girl who Shot Sultry Kane’ – published in Golden Nugget. He also completed one of James Moffat’s ‘Hilary Brand’ novels, but can’t remember which one. As a teenager and a young man he knew most of the great pulp writers, including Steve Francis (the original Hank Janson), a founder of New Worlds, which became one of the most influential literary magazines of its day. Moorcock’s most recent stories are ‘Cheering for the Rockets’ and ‘The Camus Referendum’ (both Jerry Cornelius) and ‘London Bone’ (in New Worlds, USA). His novel Mother London is being reprinted by Scribners UK, who will also be publishing his new London novel, King of the City.


  ONE


  ‘Leave Me Alone’


  
    ‘I mean, once or twice I’ve heard people say to me that you know Diana’s out to destroy the monarchy … Why would I want to destroy something that is my childrens’ future?’


    Diana, Princess of Wales, TV interview, November 1995

  


  ‘Oh, cool! This—’ With all his old enthusiasm, Shakey Mo bit into his footlong, ‘—is what I call a hot dog.’ His bearded lips winked with mustard, ketchup and gelatinous cucumber.


  ‘Things are looking up.’


  Close enough in the cramped confines of the Ford Flamefang Mk IV to suffer the worst of Mo’s fallout, Jerry Cornelius still felt a surge of affection for his little pard. Mo was back on form, an MK-55 on his hip and righteous mayhem in his eyes. He was all relish again. Mounting the ruins of the St John’s Wood Wottaburger, their armoured half-track rounded a tank-trap, bounced over a speed-bump and turned erratically into Abbey Road. ‘Bugger.’ Mo’s dog had gone all over the place.


  ‘It’s chaos out there.’


  Major Nye fixed a pale and amiable blue eye on the middle distance. Neat grey hairs ran like furrows across his tanned old scalp. His sinewy body had been so long in the sun it was half mummified. They were heading for Hampstead where they hoped to liaise with some allies and carry on up the MI to liberate holy relics in the name of their dead liege, who had died reluctantly at Lavender Hill. The old soldier’s steering was light and flexible, but sometimes it threatened to overturn them. Glancing back across his shoulder he voiced all their thoughts.


  ‘This is going to be a good war, what?’


  ‘At least we got a chance to lay some mines this time.’ Colonel Hira brushed a scarlet crumb from his chocolate fatigues and adjusted his yellow turban. Only Hira wore the official uniform of the UPS. The United Patriotic Squadrons (of The Blessed Diana) (Armoured Vehicles’ Division) were famous for their eccentric but influential style, their elaborate flags. ‘Those Caroline bastards will think twice before taking their holidays in Dorset again.’


  A saccharine tear graced Bishop Beesley’s flurried cheek. Seemingly independent, like toon characters, his fingers grazed at random over his face. From time to time he drew the tips to his lips and tasted them. ‘Surely this is no time for cynicism?’ His wobbling mitre gave clerical emphasis to his plea. ‘We are experiencing the influence of the world will. We are helpless before a massive new mythology being created around us and of which we could almost be part. This is the race-mind expressing itself.’ His massive jowls drooped with sincerity. ‘Can’t we share a little common sentiment?’ He squeezed at his right eye to taste another tear. ‘Our sweet patroness died for our right to plant those mines.’


  ‘And so her effing siblings could spray us with AIDS virus in the name of preserving national unity.’ This was Mo’s chief grievance. He was afraid he would turn out positive and everyone would think he was an effing fudge-packer like Jerry and the rest of them half-tuned pianos. ‘Don’t go forgetting that.’ He added, a little mysteriously, ‘Private money blows us up. Public money patches us up. Only an idiot of a capitalist would want to change that status quo. This is an old-fashioned civil war. A class war.’


  Major Nye disagreed. ‘We’re learning to live in a world without poles.’


  ‘Anti-semitic bastards.’ Mo frowned down at his weapon. ‘They deserved all they got.’


  ‘Are we there yet?’ The cramped cab was making Jerry claustrophobic. ‘I think I’m going to be sick.’


  TWO


  ‘Our grief is so deep …’


  
    ‘… when people are dying they’re much more open and more vulnerable, and much more real than other people. And I appreciate that.’


    As above.

  


  The convoy managed to get as far as Swiss Cottage before a half-dozen of the latest 10x10 extrasampled Morris Wolverines came surfing over the rubble towards them.


  The hulls of the pocket landcruisers shone like pewter. The style leaders in all sides of the conflict, their streamlining was pure 1940s futurist. Their firepower, from the single pointed muzzle of a Niecke 450 LS, was the classiest ordnance available. Those laser-shells could go up your arse and take out a particular pile if they wanted to. It was just that kind of aggressive precision styling which people were looking for these days.


  ‘But can it last, Mr C?’ Shakey Mo was taking the opportunity to retouch some of their burned paint. The fresh cerise against the camouflage gave the car the look of a drunk in the last stages of cirrhosis. Mo ignored the approaching squadron until almost the final moment. Then, nonchalant, he swung into his gunnery perch, pulled the safety lid down behind him, settled himself into the orange innertube he used to ease his lower back, flipped a few toggles, swung his twin Lewises from side to side with the heel of his hand to check their readiness, pushed up the sights, tested the belts, and put his thumbs to the firing button. A precise and antique burst. The rubble between their Ford and the rank of savvy Morrises suddenly erupted and clouds billowed. A wall of debris rose for at least twenty feet, then began to settle in simple geometric patterns.


  ‘Here’s some we laid earlier, pards!’


  Mo began to cackle and shriek.


  Following this precedent, ash rained across Kelmscott and all the Morris memorials. Ancient Pre-Raphaelites were torn apart for scrap, their bones ground for colour, their blood feeding the sand. It became the fashion to dig up poets and painters and own a piece of them. No grave was safe. Everyone now knew that such gorgeous paint was wasted in the cement of heritage. Heritage parks.


  ‘Cementaries?’ Jerry did his best with his associations. Why was it wrong to resist their well-meaning intentions?


  What secrets could they possibly learn? Nothing which would embarrass me, of course, for I am dead. But secrets of the fields and hedges, eh? Yes, I’ve found them. It’s easy with my eyes. Or was. Secrets in old stones, weakened by the carving of their own runes and the casting of dissipate magic. Desolate churches standing on cold ground which once raced with energy. Why is there such a cooling of this deconsecrated earth? Has the ether been leeched of its goodness by swaggering corporate capital, easing and wheezing its fat bodies through the corridors of privilege, the ratholes of power. Help me, help me, help me. Are you incapable of ordinary human emotion?


  Or has that been simulated, too? Or stimulated you by its very nearness. Yet somewhere I can still hear your despairing leitmotifs. Messages addressed to limbo. Your yearning for oblivion. You sang such lovely, unrepeatable songs. You sank such puritan hopes.


  But you were never held to account.


  Blameless,


  you were blemished


  only


  in the minds


  of the impure


  Of the impure, I said,


  but not the unworthy.


  For this is Babylon,


  where we live.


  Babylon,


  where we live.


  This is Babylon, said


  mr big.


  What, mr b?


  Did you speak?


  Only inside, these days,


  mrs c,


  for I am dead and my


  loyalties are to the dead


  I no longer have desire


  to commune with the living


  Only you


  mrs c.


  Only good


  old mrs


  c.


  Murdering the opposition


  It is a last


  resort.


  He came up


  that morning


  He said


  From Scunthorpe


  or was it Skegness.


  You know, don’t


  you?


  The last resort.


  Don’t blame me


  You’re on


  your own


  in this one I said


  Nobody


  calls on


  me


  for a report.


  Oh, good Lord.


  Sweet Lord.


  Let me go.


  There’s work to be done, yet:


  You don’t know


  the meaning


  of pain,


  she looked over my head


  she looked over my head


  the whole time she spoke


  Her eyes and voice were


  in the distance.


  You may never know it,


  she said.


  You could die


  and never know it.


  And that’s my prayer.


  Loud enough for you, Jerry?


  Loud enough?


  she asked.


  There’s an aesthetic


  in loudness itself.


  Or so we think.


  Can you hear me, Jerry?


  Jerry?


  An anaesthetic?


  he said.


  Oh, this turning multiverse is in reverse


  And whirling chaos sounds


  familiar patterns


  in the shifting


  round


  Yet still,


  they take the essence from


  our common ground


  They take our public


  spirit


  from


  our common ground.


  We become subject


  to chills and bronchial


  seizures


  Now we are paying that price


  Given that prize


  Severed those ties


  Those hampering


  second thoughts


  Those night rides


  down to where


  the conscience still pipes


  a piccolo


  still finds a little resonance


  among the ailing reeds.


  Some unrooted truth


  left to die


  down there.


  Can you hear it?


  Loyal to the end.


  Loyal to your well-being.


  Wanting nothing else.


  Can you hear it?


  Still piping a


  hopeful note


  or two.


  All for you.


  ‘You must be


  fucking


  desperate,’


  she said.


  The SciFi Channel


  Our ministers are proud


  to announce the


  restoration of the English


  car industry


  Record sales of light


  armoured vehicles


  has made this a boom year


  for our


  auto-makers.


  Bonuses all round,


  says Toney Flair


  our golden age PM.


  Let’s give ourselves


  A pat


  on the back.


  The domestic arms trade


  has stimulated the


  domestic car trade


  The economy


  has never been


  stronger.


  We are killing


  two bards


  with one


  stone.


  Look at America.


  That’s their


  lifeblood,


  right?


  You


  know


  what


  I


  mean?


  You


  know what I mean?


  I mean


  what


  have


  I


  done?


  I mean


  why?


  I mean


  you


  know


  why?


  I mean


  you know.


  
    
      Came out of the West


      Out of the grey West


      Where the sea runs


      And my blood is at ease.


      And this is where I rest.
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