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DO YOU LOOK LIKE OLIVE OYL ON PURPOSE?

VOL. III

INCIPIENT CRUSTIES, Alison and 
Daniel, study philosophy and anthro-

pology at the University of  Sussex. None 
of  what they wear has been bought in a 
High Street store: the provenance of  their 
leather jackets is indeterminate; their 
footwear is Army Surplus; their bangles 
and belts acquired travelling in France, 
Spain, India, Greece, Thailand, China and 
Nepal. Amsterdam, Newcastle, Norwich 
and Manchester Poly get mentioned. A 
photograph of  them standing in front of  
a wall pasted with gig posters has been 
used to advertise a discount card for the 
National Express, the inter-regional 
gig-goers battle bus. The cost of  their 
looks, approximated and relayed in var-
ious currencies, conveys the impression 
that they are inhabiting a provisional, 
globally fluid economy in which barter 
abroad equates to borrowing at home. 
Hard cash is spent on travel itself  (the 
National Express does it more cheap-
ly) and on the determined construc-
tion of  staple looks that express their 
cultural affinities. If  it is suggested 
that Alison and Daniel operate on the 
fringes of  consumerism, that is a mes-
sage delivered through the mediation 
of  what they are wearing – they are 
posited very much as fans or follow-
ers of  bands rather than as members 
of  them. Even so, the fact that they 
are Arts & Humanities undergradu-
ates rather than studying for a vo-
cational degree in Law, Medicine or 
Engineering is telling. Alison and 
Daniel are implicitly lifestyle stu-
dents for whom higher education is 
a rite of  passage.

The National Express advert was 
published in the October 1990 edi-
tion of  Blitz, a left-leaning style 
magazine that petered out in 1991. 
Carey Labovitch founded Blitz 
as a student in 1979 because she 
found herself  excluded from the 
bantering discourse of  Sounds, 
Melody Maker and NME. These music 
papers were produced by and for ‘boys’, 
and a particular blend of  sixth form hy-
perbole, fawning and sneering frequent-
ly marks reviews and features trading 
on in-jokes and the cyclical creation of  
micro-elites. Labovitch wanted to pub-
lish a magazine she wanted to read, and 
alongside The Face and i-D, Blitz mixed 
commentary on film, tv and music with 
inventive fashion editorials and features. 
Blitz's approach to fashion contrasts with 
that of  Sounds, Melody Maker & NME, 
for whom too much (obvious) attention to 
habits of  dress is regarded as evidence of  
diletantism (“I'm well into New Age Rap, 
like De La Soul – people who are taking 
rap in new directions. But someone wear-
ing flares in the Haçienda isn't really the 
same thing...”) and naïve manipulation of  
dress codes is embarrassing. ‘Fashion’ is 
seen to be the antithesis of  authenticity 
because it presupposes popularity and off-
the-peg convenience. It is not a subject for 
direct consideration, but for tacit appreci-
ation and appropriation by sophisticated 
initiates, by ‘scensters’. 

This is something that is made clear in 
Sam Knee’s historical studies of  under-
ground and indie style, The Bag I'm In: 
Underground Music and Fashion 1960 – 
1990 and A Scene In Between: Tripping 
Through the Fashions of  UK Indie Music 
1980 – 1988, in which he presents photo-
graphic surveys of  niche bands and their 
fans. For The Scene in Between, Knee 
takes ‘A sartorial ramble with bohemian 
style icon Stephen Pastel’ who remarks 
that he “…liked new clothes that were in-
trinsically good but unfashionable; Marks 
& Spencer’s V-neck sweaters, Clarks shoes, 
brown cords” and “old stock in slightly off-
the-beaten track oddball shops…Oxfam 
shops in posh areas, Paddy’s Market.” 1 
Style is not invested in single garments – 
therefore it cannot be an intrinsic feature 
of  their design or manufacture – but rath-
er in the individual wearing them, who 

has a Duchampian-
like power to reframe ordinary, banal 
clothing through a process of  seam-
less bricolage. Dick Hebdige applies 
the concept of  bricolage to understand 
the oppositional properties of  dress in 
Subcultures: The Meaning of  Style, in-
troducing his ideas through the hot, dry, 
English summer of  1976 and the subver-
sive strength of  Jean Genet. Whereas in 
punk, the détournement of  everyday ob-
jects and semiotically loaded materials is 
obvious and meant to be obvious, in the 
visual economy of  scensters, it is covert: 
the more ordinary and banal the garment, 
the greater the charisma and more arcane 
the intangible codes that transform it. 
Deep ruptures with conventional market 
logic occur in second-hand and appropri-
ative modes of  dress that build exception 
through assembly and encoding.

For The Bag I'm In, Knee categorises 36 
UK guitar-based scenes. These are pre-
dominantly male, heterosexual and large-
ly tangential to mainstream pop culture. 
From the Leather-boy/Rocker in 1960 to the 
Baggy in 1990, he describes key elements 
of  dress: ‘tough, close-fitting, stream-
lined, black leather jackets with mascu-
line brand names such as Thunderbolt, 
Whirlwind, Comet...’ (Leatherboy) and 
‘Old flares…stripy t-shirts, polos or pais-
ley shirts and beads…bucket hats and 
dungarees’ (Baggy) – alongside specific 
musical affinities – Gene Vincent, Johnny 
Kidd & the Pirates, The Stone Roses, 
Happy Mondays. The longevity of  each 
named scene is usually a couple of  years – 
this is barely longer than the cyclical sea-
sonality of  design-led fashion itself. 

Back in 1984, Ted Polhemus and Lynn 
Procter explored the correlation between 
music and anti-fashion style in Pop Styles. 
Taking an anthropological approach to 
street style, Polhemus and Procter con-
struct a lexicon of  signifiers ranging from 
‘bullet belts’ (which started as part of  the 

‘singing cowboy 
look’ as worn by Gene Autry before mak-
ing the transition to the wardrobe of  stars 
like Lemmy and Grandmaster Flash), 
through ‘feathers’ (traditionally associ-
ated with power and prestige and worn 
by Todd Rundgren as eyebrows, by Brian 
Eno, Aretha Franklin and The Supremes), 
to ‘quiffs’, ‘suits’ and ‘ties’ (exemplified in 
the attire of  Bobby Rydell, Louis Jordan, 
Klaus Nomi and Melba Moore, amongst 
others). Pop Styles ends with ‘zips’ and 
an advert for the wares of  Kahn & Bell of  
72 Hurst Street, Birmingham strap-lined 
‘Quality Bondage’. Polhemus and Procter 
are interested in the materiality of  the gar-
ments themselves, as well as the low-level 
commercial trade in ready-to-wear style, 
‘replica’ and wholesale clothing. They de-
rive their interest and information from 
record sleeves, publicity shots and a pleth-
ora of  small ads:

Every week…[small ads] offer the op-
portunity to buy jewellery, t-shirts, trou-
sers, badges, scarves, suits and shades 
which link us with chosen heroes and 
heroines in ways that can be recognized 
by other fans. Thus pop styles provide, 
for those in tune, a common language 
of  signs and symbols – bondage trou-
sers, afghan coats, tight leather jeans, 
mini skirts, studded belts – which com-
municate tastes and philosophies, de-
sires and dreams more effectively than 
any lonely hearts advert or computer 
dating questionnaire. 2

The conjunction of  lonely hearts and 
unbranded, ‘specialist’ pop-styles is one 
that persists in the classified sections of  
newspapers like Sounds, Melody Maker 
and NME in the indie era of  Alison and 
Daniel. Personal ads document people 
looking for love through the medium of  
shared interests in music – ‘Groovy Green 
Violent Femme seeks Sisters Stooges 
Angels Violets Pixies Muses Sonics 

Flower to come down fast. 
London Leeds LA Anywhere. 
Contact Jipp Box no.740’ – while 
‘Musician Wanted’ columns il-
lustrate attempts to connect in 
similar ways – ‘Drummer need-
ed by guitarists who have heard 
Hüsker Du, Neil Young, Wire, 
Minor Threat, Skiffle, Big Star. 
Phone Matt.’ These sit alongside 
hand-drawn ads for ‘Beatle boots’ 
and ‘Breton shirts’, satirical 
t-shirts and band merchandise, 
staples of  the classifieds for years. 
Shelly of  London are regular ad-
vertisers. Generic mohair jumpers, 
leather biker jackets and ‘alterna-
tive clothing’ are listed as general 
items for sale from a range of  pro-
vincial suppliers – ‘Poison Street’ 
in Perth, ‘The Interior’ in Ayr, ‘Mr 
Muff ’ in Bedford, and ‘Disorderly 
Fashion (Dept. S20)’ of  4 Alma 
Court, Upholland, Lancashire. The 
locations themselves describe hin-
terlands where production and point 
of  sale converge behind closed doors, 
and dispersed fans might find accou-
trements for their ‘alternative’ life-
styles on small town high streets. 

The NME ‘Glastified’ pages of  the is-
sue published on 26 June 1993 mixes 
fractally decorated ads for ‘American 
and English Tye Dyes’ and ‘Hippy Chic: 
The Best in Colourful Rave Clothing. 
Original and Inexpensive. Get it!’ 
with those for ‘Senka’s Crafts’, ‘Easy-
Grow Ltd’, ‘CaraVeggio’ and ‘Gusto’ 
gurana-based lemonade. These days, 
‘Festival Fashion’ – indebted to the ap-
pearances of  Kate Moss at Glastonbury 
over the years – is a recognisable genre 
which functions as a quasi-season for 
global retailers and fast fashion outlets 
such as Topshop and ASOS. Targeted at 
women, Festival Fashion, with a blithe 
genericism derived from imagined hippie 
forbears that is expressed in ‘ethnic’ leit-
motifs, may be the hypercapitalized con-
clusion of  the representations made by 
Alison and Daniel for National Express. °
[1] Sam Knee, A Scene In Between: Tripping  

Through the Fashions of UK Indie Music 1980 – 1988  

(London: Cicada, 2013) pp38-39

[2] Ted Polhemus & Lynn Procter, Pop Styles  

(London: Vermilion, 1984) p5
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I stare at the screen and 
think of you:

Taut off-white skin. A 
speckle of perky punctuation. 
Exclamations that complement 
the bright electron sheen. A 
throbbing imagination, another 
rubbing of skins.

Slowly. Softly. Words brush 
against tender digit strokes. 

A little quicker, a little 
faster. Fingers rising, 
falling, pushing hard into 
the keys. Up, down, up, 
down, up, down. And again. 
Words, letters, ascenders, 
descenders, a swash, and a 
stroke!

Touching. Pausing.

Inserting a coma,  
breathing in a space.

Returning. Bowls beating. Caps 
rising. Legs falling, spines 
thrusting, shoulders slapping, 
up, down, up, down, up, down 
and curving around bzzzz bzzzz 
bzzzz. Pause. Halt. We come to 
a full stop.

Just my typo

Features: Do You Look Like Olive Oyl On 
Purpose? Fiona Jardine • Just My Typo, 
Catalina Barroso-Luque • Perfume Was 
My Hobby, Mairi MacKenzie • Theresa, 
Shiny Latex in the Dark • From Boutique 
Plea to City of Style, Jade Halbert 
• Glasgow Life '81–'01, Alan Dimmick  
Columns: Beauty Column, Claire Biddles 
• On The Deck, Sam Bellacosa • A Polish  
Classic, Soulfood Sisters • At The Drive 
In, Maeve Redmond 
Classifieds: M.McMullan • Good Press  
From Glasgow Women's Library • Old Hair 
• Atelier E.B • O.Piper for The Maris Piper  
Press • M.Peter • M.MacKenzie • A.Barratt,  
J.Browning & E.McLuskey • S.Bellacosa 
& F.James • Communal Leisure 

The Persistence of Type is an on-going 
project produced collectively by Catriona 
Duffy, Sophie Dyer, Fiona Jardine, Lucy 
McEachan and Maeve Redmond. Two 
previous editions of The Persistence 
of Type newspaper ran in 2015 and 
2016. Both explored connections across 
graphic design, art and fiction, drawing 
attention to historical advertising that 
conflated ‘type’ as lettering with ‘type’  
as standard in relation to female roles.
Alongside the first edition, an 

exhibition at Tramway worked with a set 
of motifs that evolved in the context of 
brand promotion in Scotland during the 
1960s and 70s. At this time, British 
Caledonian Airlines – a glamorous 
destination/employer for young ladies 
– promised that the Caledonian Girls 
staffing Gatwick were ‘the cutest girls  
in the world’, and the era-defining, much-
loved ‘Lager Lovelies’ radiated soft-focus 
charm from the back of Tennent's cans.
Borrowing from broader print advertis-

ing forms within genre newspapers,  
magazines and zines, the content of this 
third edition dwells upon personals, clas-
sified advertisements and readers letters 
as pre-internet methods of distributing  
alternative ideas relating to fashion, style 
and identity. In type, design, image and 
text, invited contributors review ideas of 
conformity, gender, British provinciality 
and locality within popular culture and our 
perceived subcultures. 

Design and additional content 
Sophie Dyer & Maeve Redmond
Printing Newspaper Club 
Commissioned by Panel and Glasgow 
International 2018. Download volumes  
I, II and III from wearepanel.co.uk

Rhythm Section Want Ad
They Might Be Giants, 1986

In a world we call our home there's lots  
 of  room to roam
Plenty of  time to turn mistakes into rhyme
There's a place for those who love their poetry
It's just across from the sign that says, 
 "Pros only"

So if  you like a band with a chick singer,
Say your cup of  tea is a wall of  trombones
If  you dig Menudo, or M-D-C we salute 
 you the way we know
For every one with dollar signs in his eyes
There must be hundreds who look at you 
 as if  you're some kind of
Rhythm section want ad
No others need apply to the rhythm section 
 want ad
I'll tell you why

Hats off  to the new age hairstyle made  
 of  bones
Hats off  to the use of  hats as megaphones
Speak softly, drive a Sherman tank
Laugh hard, it's a long way to the bank

Do you sing like Olive Oyl on purpose
You guys must be into the Eurythmics
For every one with dollar signs in his eyes
There must be hundreds who look at you 
 as if  you're some kind of
Rhythm section want ad
No others need apply to the rhythm section 
 want ad
And here's the reason why



Color your lips   
   with Rimmel. 
Your eyes. 
  Your face. 
   Your nails.
You're even  
more beautiful 
than you know.

IT’S OVERSIZED,  glossy,  heavy  in  your  two 
hands,  tipped either way  to catch  the  light 
above  you  as  you  lean  back  onto  a  dozen 
pillows, lick your right forefinger to catch the 
front page, flip it open and begin.

It starts with this; David Bowie in 1972 back-
to-back  with  Jonathan  Rhys  Meyers  aping 
him  in  a  kick-flare  jumpsuit,  their  powder 
blue-bracketed  eyes  matching  perfectly 
somehow, their lips relating shades of rust 
–  is  that Rimmel? You  think  you  recognise 
it  from  being  sixteen  years  old.  You  turn 
the  page  and  see  the  same  kohl-ed  eyes 
repeated seven, eight, nine times, a collage 
of the same image over and over again and at 
first you think it must be a Hollywood version 
of an ancient creature – Elizabeth Taylor as 
Cleopatra but  it’s not,  it’s suburban Wales 
in 1992 and  it’s not  the same eyes every 
time  either,  it’s  two  boys  cheek-to-cheek, 
Richey  Edwards  and  Nicky  Wire,  matching 
perfectly too. You turn the page and they’re 
painted head-to-toe in gold; you turn it again 
and they’re not matching anymore – Richey 
with  khaki-coloured  eyeshadow  and  Nicky 
with a matte nude lip, beautiful.

Next it’s Michael Stipe in tracksuit bottoms, 
no shirt, shaved head,  fat  turquoise stripe 
across his  face.  Then  it’s Gerard Way,  red 
Stargazer  eyeshadow  faded  out  on  his 
cheeks.  Then  it’s  Patrick  Wolf,  a  glob  of 
Collection 2000 glitter underneath his right 
eye, starbursting the shot as it catches the 
heavy  studio  lights.  Then  it’s Matty  Healy, 
two words written on his stomach in eyeliner 
but  blotted  off  and  indistinguishable,  the 
same eyeliner (cheap, you can tell by the way 
it smudges) on his eyes, maybe applied by a 
girlfriend, a little more expert. It’s a ten-page 
spread, an advertorial for a budget makeup 
range, and he’s draped coquettishly across 
page  after  page,  greasy  lipstick  stains 
smeared across the dusky pink backdrop.

Loose  papers  flutter  onto  your  chest  – 
subscription deals and back issues, endless 
jewel-lidded  cover  stars  –  Leonardo,  River, 
Timothée,  Troye.  In  the  centrefold,  Prince 
dusts  his  cheeks  with  dark  pink  Barry  M 
powder, blush like a man in ancient Rome. 

You turn the page, a heavy card stock with a 
Gucci perfume sample tacked to it, Brendon 
Urie in a red tux and eyeliner underneath the 
sweating glue marks. Next it’s Frank Ocean 
– white shirt, black shorts  just grazing  the 
top of his calves, thumbed-on pink shimmer 
on his eyelids, as matter-of-fact as his blank, 
cold  stare.  It’s Mac,  it must  be,  you  think 
you’ve seen him in the advertisements. Then 
it’s the finale – Harry Styles in baby pink tulle 
and chunky black leather, thirty-six pages, a 
step-by-step nail polish tutorial with costume 
changes  between  each  coat  of  Chanel  Le 
Vernis,  black  and  thick  and  glistening,  his 
heavily-hooded eyes  reflected  in  its sheen, 
the most erotic thing you’ve ever seen. You 
bring it to your face and breathe it in, wish 
that someone had already bottled this scent 
so you could rub your whole body in it – and 
you lick it and catch it on your teeth, chew it 
and swallow it – the whole thing – and you 
hold it inside you forever and ever and ever, 
delicious, perfect, beautiful forever. °

I look down. 
 
In standby. 
 
A cold vibration brings you 
into flickering existence, your 
chunky character melting into 
fluid Bézier curves. 
 
I cling to the screen. Frozen. 
 
I type a cool, compressed 
phrase. 
 
I wait. 
 
… 
 
You reciprocate. A blindingly 
pixelated response. Muddled 
thoughts spat out into a 
reply. Juice poured onto the 
container of a page.

PEOPLE HAVE NEVER been the 
object of  my fandom. Certain musi-
cians, authors, film stars, sportspeo-

ple and politicians have inspired my admi-
ration but never my fanaticism. Instead, 
my obsessions have always focused upon 
a particular sphere – the tools of  adorn-
ment. More specifically, I have, at various 
points of  my life, to varying degrees and to 
a number of  distinct ends, been consumed 
with thoughts and rituals related to cloth-
ing, hairstyles and perfume. 

My teenage obsession with clothing and 
hairstyles was realised only in the abstract 
via films, magazines, album covers and The 
Clothes Show. I come from a small, fair-
ly isolated port town called Stranraer in 
South West Scotland. The nearest city is 
Belfast, 42 miles across the Irish Sea and 
the number of  clothing retailers – which 
included June’s Fashions, Woolworths and 
latterly McKay's – was limited. My love of  
hairstyles found expression in scrapbooks, 
of  which I had three dedicated to my fa-
vourite hairdos. One was reserved for mis-
cellaneous flicked styles – Dee Hepburn, 
Sheena Easton, Jay Aston from Bucks 
Fizz and the like; another for Lady Diana; 
and the third for Kenny Dalglish. 

Perfume is the teenage obsession I was 
able to partake in fully. This was some-
thing I could get actually my hands on. I 
was able to try perfumes on, experience 
them first hand without relying on their 
representations to imagine how they 
might smell. I could gather samples, sniff  
them in magazines, pinch them from my 
mum’s dressing table or go to one of  the 
local chemists to consider my favourites. 
I spent an inordinate amount of  time in 
Semichem and Boots testing body sprays 
by squirting them into their lids and de-
ciding which ‘real’ perfume they most 
closely resembled. 

I wanted to understand their context and 
took my time to memorise the olfactory 
profile and the scent family to which each 
perfume belonged. I researched the great 
perfumiers and was soon able to distin-
guish between the house styles of  Geurlain 
and Chanel. I familiarised myself  with the 
latest releases and best sellers as well as 
those that had been discontinued, taking 
my time to imagine how they would smell. 

 PERFUME WAS  
 MY HOBBY
by MAIRI MACKENZIE

IN THE EARLY EIGHTIES, Theresa 
Coburn sold her latex garments through 

the legendary stores BOY, London and 
Trash & Vaudeville, New York. At the 
time, BOY was a determinedly intimi-
dating experience for casual shoppers, 
with an entirely black interior and staff  
intimately connected with the city's post-
punk club nights, including the origi-
nal campy Goth night, Batcave. Coburn 
worked collaboratively with Johnny Slut 
of  Specimen, Batcave’s house band, to de-
sign extreme performance costumes un-
derwritten with her irreverent aesthetic 
and his expressive personal style. 

The segue between performance and the 
everyday was close and Coburn's designs 
in BOY were conceived as daywear: ‘Every-
thing from vests with chains for sleeves, to 
rubber trousers held together with suit-
case buckles. However, the simplest gar-
ments have proved the bestsellers. Plain 
black rubber vests and these suitcase 
buckle skirts…’ She sold a range of  re-
lated furnishings to Tommy Roberts, who 
was then running ‘Practical Styling’ from 
a unit on St Giles High Street, close to the 
iconic London landmark, Centre Point. 

In The Fashion Year Vol. 2 (1984), Ted 
Polhemus & Lynn Procter commented ‘...
the school of  high-tech design made rub-
ber acceptable. Together with rough steel 
scaffolding, metal grids and all-purpose 
trolleys, chunky industrial rubber floor 
coverings were recognised as acceptable 
materials for home and office…As archi-
tecture, interior design and clothing are 

in a state of  perpetual interface it was in-
evitable that someone somewhere would 
think of  wearing the stuff...The process 
was helped along when pop people such 
as Marc Almond of  Soft Cell and Genesis 
P Orridge of  Pyschic TV began a reap-
praisal of  punk’s exploration of  hardcore 
fetishism...This all dovetailed with the go-
ings on at the Batcave club...’ 

Though her latex work is historical now, 
having been recreated in 2014 for the 
V&A exhibition ‘Club to Catwalk: Lon-
don Fashion in the 1980s’, Coburn, who is 
based in Scotland, continues to work with 
musicians, most recently designing stage-
wear for Lauren Holt (LAW). 

CLAIRE 
BIDDLES'
BEAUTY 
COLUMN

I traced pictures of  perfume adverts – 
which I then put on my wall next to the 
actual adverts – and collected empty bot-
tles to decorate my bedroom. I went to 
Semichem with my mum to try and get her 
to include my favourite smelling shampoo 
(Flex), washing powder (Radion) and soap 
(Pears) in her weekly shop. I was fanatical.

Perfume was also how I entertained my-
self. My wee sister, with whom I shared a 
bedroom and who had no major interest 
in perfume, was regularly coerced into 
taking part in one of  my ‘perfume games’. 
The exact format of  these was subject to 
change but they were all variations on two 
themes. The first involved my sister hold-
ing a perfume to my nose whilst my eyes 
were closed and I had to guess what it was. 
The second was us making a list of  our 
favourite perfumes or placing the empty 
perfume bottles on my shelf  in order of  
favourite to least favourite. You then had 
to state your reasons why they were in 
that order, defending your choices against 
questions from the audience (i.e. me) and 
also consider where you might wear that 
perfume. We also played a game called, 
‘pick a page’ with the Avon catalogue – 
picking one thing we would hypothetical-
ly purchase off  each page. In a pre-digital 
age this is what qualified as having fun. 

I am aware that my love of  perfume was 
not a niche concern, particular to me. 
Everything I wore was freely available, if  
not on the high street then in a specialist 
chemist or a department store. And men-
tion of  perfume in the 80s, sends many 
of  my peers into a reverie, each of  them 
able to vividly recall what they used to 
wear, what was popular at their school 
and which smells they associate with 
their teenage milestones: trips to town 
with friends, school discos, first love and 
heartbreak. 

I am also aware that aspects of  my rela-
tionship to perfume moved beyond the phe-
nomenological; that my tastes were some-
what culturally constructed and socially 
governed; and that I was (and still am) a 
consumer, both as a subject, in thrall to 
the commercial structures of  perfume as 
industry and as a fanatic, negotiating my 
identity within the cultures of  modernity.

However, my love of  perfume moved beyond 
simple commodity fetishism, or passive, 
objective and ultimately futile contempla-
tion. Even though the excesses of  my fanat-
icism tested and subverted the boundaries 
of  what might be considered a socially 
acceptable level of  enthusiasm for a man-
made object – a frivolous thing created for 
the purpose of  adornment – it forms a part 
of  my cultural biography. Perfume and the 
practices I surrounded it with, were strong-
ly bound up with my sense of  identity, not 
simply in the way that I smelled but in how 
I related to the world. 

Elizabeth Wilson in her book, Cultural 
Passions: Fans Aesthetes and Tarot 
Readers recognises the prejudices and sus-
picions levelled at fanatics and aesthetes 
within Western Culture, and provides a 
considered and compelling case for their 
importance. She notes;

It is the point at which the aesthetic 
becomes emotional, and the emotional, 
the very desire to worship, emerges at 
the very opposite of  Kierkegaard’s idea 
of  the aesthetic as surface and novelty: 
in deep commitment and loyalty. 1

And, as she later states; 

There is more than ‘comfort’ in things. 
The value system that finds manliness 
in stoicism, but only frivolity and ‘fem-
inine’ weak mindedness in fashion, 
beauty and fandom is flawed, unbal-
anced and one-sided. Yet this suspicion 
of  the aesthetic remains embedded in 
popular culture. 2 

I am always reluctant to analyse my own 
pleasures, fearful that I may rob them of  
the joy I find in them. However, this has not 
been a life-long obsession. Since turning 23 
I have worn the same perfume every day – 
not because I buy into the idea of  a ‘signa-
ture scent’ but my promiscuous approach 
to smells exhausted my tolerance for mul-
tiple strong scents – and I am now happy 
to take the time to consider the importance 
that this obsession has played in my life.

Once my interest in perfume – or at least 
my interest in wearing as many perfumes 
as possible – waned, I devoted my time to 
wine. Professionally. I became a somme-
lier at the Ubiquitous Chip restaurant 
in Glasgow, and began my wine exams, in 
order to exercise my sense of  smell – up to 
that point I had been teetotal. In much the 
same way that I reckoned I could match any 
person to their ideal perfume, so I fancied 
I had the same skills with wine. Once I had 
undertaken my wine diploma I secured 
a post within the buying department of  
Oddbins the Wine Merchant. Whenever I 
tell people this they invariably say that it 
sounds amazing and ask if  I got to travel to 
the wineries. No I did not – or at least not 
for the purposes of  buying. We were based 
on an industrial estate in Wimbledon and 
the wines were sent to us. Being a buyer is 
not dissimilar to being an accountant, once 
the product is chosen you are there to en-
sure that the books are balanced and max-
imum margin is achieved. However, getting 
to taste wine all day does have its perks and 
one of  my responsibilities, whilst a junior 
in the department, was to look after the 
tasting room, opening the bottles and, us-
ing my sense of  smell, and sometimes taste, 
to check for cork taint or oxidisation. 

Even though my career no longer depends 
upon my sense of  smell – I have worked 
within the fashion industry and academia 
for 16 years – I still draw upon my olfac-
tory memory in most situations. The desk 
I am currently typing at – in Glasgow’s 
Mitchell Library – has been cleaned with 
a polish that is reminiscent of  Shalimar 
and the city, because it is a Saturday morn-
ing, has a very particular smell, one which 
I am almost certain is square sausage. ° 

[1] Elizabeth Wilson, Cultural Passions: Fans, Aesthetes  

and Tarot Readers (London: I.B.Tauris, 2013) p. 170

[2] Ibid p. 204

This text is an extract from Mairi MacKenzie's publica-

tion Perfume and Fantasy: Scent in Popular Culture and 

Everyday Life. (London: I.B.Tauris, forthcoming)  





2 of 5

SHINY LATEX IN THE DARK
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A POLISH CLASSIC

KOPYTKA
THE HOOFS RECIPE 
BY SOUL FOOD SISTERS

 
Ingredients
1 kg of boiled potatoes
3 cups of flour
3 spoons of potato starch 
(corn starch will do)
2 eggs
a pinch of salt

1 Cook, peel and mash the potatoes 
with the ricer.

2 Add in flour and starch, eggs, pinch  
of salt form the dough.

3 Roll into ropes – Roll each piece by 
gently pushing with fingers spread.  
The goal is to make an evenly 
distributed rope. Cut into 1 inch pieces

4 Cook in the boiling water for 1 minute 
after they have risen to the surface.

5 Drain.
6 Serve with diced onion fried  

with lardons.  

 FROM 
  BOUTIQUE  
 PLEA TO 
 CITY 
 OF STYLE

IF I SAY THE WORDS ‘Carnaby 
Street’, what comes to mind? The 
1960s, ‘Swinging London’, boutiques, 

mini-skirts, mods on scooters? Yes, prob-
ably all these things and a few others 
besides. What about ‘Gibson Street’? 
Has your mind gone blank? Or Lambhill 
Street? Blank again? From a distance 
of  more than 50 years it is perhaps diffi-
cult to resurrect the semiotics of  these 
now largely-faceless streets (and their 
importance to Glasgow’s contemporary 
reputation as a city of  style) but to the 
fashion-conscious Glaswegian teenager 
of  the late 1960s myriad exciting imag-
es would have clamoured for attention 
at the forefront of  their minds: In Gear, 
Modrock, mini-skirts, hipster bellbottoms, 
Marion Donaldson, André Courrèges, the 
Beatstalkers…boutiques. 

While Carnaby Street heaved with teen-
age shoppers, in Glasgow the choice was 
limited to expensive department stores, 
traditional tailors, and the kind of  stuffy 
so-called ‘Madame’ shops that were owned 
and patronised by – as The Guardian 
put it – ‘bridge-playing matrons with fat 
Pekineses.’1 The city's teenagers expressed 
their exasperation. Among them, the sar-
torially frustrated Miss McLean lament-
ed the lack of  places to buy the kind of  
clothes she knew could be bought in 
Carnaby Street, but not in Glasgow, in a 
letter to the Evening Citizen’s ‘Scene 66’: 

by JADE HALBERT

At the same time Miss McLean was mak-
ing her complaint, the tide was turning 
in Glasgow from stuffy to swinging: the 
city’s first ‘boutique’, Modrock, was open-
ing in Lambhill Street in Kinning Park. 
Modrock sold a particularly Glaswegian 
rendition of  swinging sixties style: Bruce 
McClure – presenter of  BBC’s Stramash! 
music show – designed Modrock clothes. 
He considered himself  a connoisseur at 
the cutting-edge of  fashion; his respon-
sibilities at Stramash! included dressing 
the show’s troupe of  dancing girls, and in 
an interview with the Evening Times he 
waxed lyrical on his superior fashion sense:

“We don’t follow London. When London 
gets a new dress style, it’s already dead 
for us,” said Bruce. “We create not only 
our own clothes, but our own fashions. 
They’re made up for us right in the BBC 
wardrobe department. We used plastic 
dresses in the first shows. Now they’re 
gone forever. We’re always on the look-
out for something new.”  3 

Modrock was the immediate predecessor 
of  In Gear, another pioneering boutique 
owned by Anne and Gerald Hirst, which 
opened on Gibson Street in the west end 
in April 1966. In Gear stocked designs 
by new and exciting Paris- and London-
based fashion designers such as André 
Courrèges, Ossie Clarke, Adrian Mann, 
and of  course, the local designer ‘Marion 

Donaldson’ who was being promoted in 
the press as ‘Scotland’s Mary Quant’.4 The 
opening of  In Gear attracted considerable 
press attention, especially from ‘Scene 66’:

Here in Glasgow there is a lot of  unin-
formed talk about boutiques. A boutique 
is a little shop that sells clothes and the 
kit to go with them. There is pop music 
and there are pop girls and you try on 
everything, and there is a certain ambi-
ance you can’t explain. Soon a real live 
boutique is to open in Glasgow’s west 
end. Just like a Carnaby Street-King’s 
Road boutique. […] The brains, mon-
ey, and hammers and nails are Anne 
and Gerald Hirst’s. On April 4 they are 
launching In Gear in Gibson Street, in 
the heart of  what they hope will flow-
er into Glasgow’s Chelsea. Anne Hirst 
– she’s the brains – is 23, an ex-drama 
student, a mother and a housewife. 
She’s pretty and shy and nice. “I want 
the shop to be fun. I want shopping to be 
fun. Like going through someone else’s 
wardrobe. You can try on all the clothes, 
and you don’t have to buy anything un-
less you want to. I should hate anyone to 
buy anything they didn’t want.” 5

 

This article, as well as emulating the hy-
perbolic turn in journalism that had char-
acterised coverage of  ‘Swinging London’ 
also offered readers a clear definition of  
what a boutique should be: a fun place run 
for young people by young people, where 
they could try on all the latest fashion-
able clothes without the intrusion of  sales 
women or the pressure to purchase. The 
Hirsts, it seems, cared about the kind of  
clothes they were selling and were at pains 
to be sure that their customers could shop 
in peace, undisturbed by kind of  intrusive 
saleswomen who traditionally stalked un-
suspecting shoppers elsewhere. 

McCullough’s Modrock and the Hirsts' 
In Gear set a new standard in fashion re-
tail in Glasgow and caught the ascendant 
youth market just as its spending power 
began to flourish. Their success inspired 
many other enthusiastic would-be bou-
tique owners and in doing so changed 
the face of  Glasgow's retail scene forever. 
Quickly, In Gear was joined on Gibson 
Street by Campus, and on Byres Road 
Aquarius opened. Togs for Togs was a 
sensation in Edinburgh, opening a first, 
second, then third branch in quick succes-
sion. Further afield, Aberdeen had the wit-
tily-named Gone to Chapel Street, while in 
Falkirk Go Gal sold everything the fash-
ionable provincial teen could want. Shotts 
had Angie’s Boutique and within months 
Glasgow’s department stores had invest-
ed heavily in boutique-style retailing 
– The Underground at Henderson's and 
Just In at Latter's being among the most 
prominent. 6 Miss McLean must have been 
spoiled for choice. °
[1] F. MacCarthy, ‘Boutique Sans Mystique’, The Guardian, 

20 Aug. 1965, p. 8. 

[2] ‘Scene 66’, Evening Citizen, 02 Feb. 1966, p. 4. 

[3] D. Gibson, ‘The Big Three Who Put on the Big Noise,’ 

Evening Times, 28 Dec. 1965, p. 5. 

[4] There are several un-dated press clippings in the 

‘Marion Donaldson’ Collection that refer to Marion as such. 

One slightly later dated example is R. Turberville, ‘Marion is 

Going to be Scotland’s Mary Quant’, Evening Express, 13 

Mar. 1967, p. 6. 

[5] E. Lyon, ‘Scene 66’, Evening Citizen, 23 Mar. 1966, p. 5. 

[6] M. Donaldson in interview, 09 Mar. 2015. 

 

[image 1] © ‘Marion Donaldson’ Collection

[image 2] Courtesy Margaret and Frankie Oates' Collection
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A peppering of follicles lure 
my digits in. The index sticks 
onto vowels and invites the 
thumb to join in. 
 
Testing the waters, they dip 
just below the baseline. They 
lick the lobe of P and the ear 
of g. 
 
Piqued by running electricity 
they bolt up the pace. Soon 
they’re nibbling off letters, 
gnawing at caps and swiping of T. 
 
Squashing fingers increase the 
connection. Thick strokes join 
two graphemes into one glyph. 
 
Too much spark. Too much 
exhilaration. Yet another typo 
triggered by my elation.
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SOUL FOOD SISTERS is an female-led social  

enterprise based in Glasgow which uses catering as 

means of raising the aspirations, attainment, confidence 

and self-esteem of migrant women. 



THE PERSISTENCE OF TYPE LIVE

vol.III LAUNCH

SUNDAY 22 APRIL 2:30–4:30PM
THE OLD HAIRDRESSERS

Join chat show host Claire Biddles 
and special guests from West Yorkshire, 
Falkirk, Peebles and Galashiels for an 
afternoon of conversation, screenings 
and performance to mark the launch of 
The Persistence of Type III. With real-
life stories and expert insights from 
Theresa Coburn, Myra Ostacchini, 
Stephen Sutcliffe and others. 

 FREE!  Drinks will be served

4 DAY WEEKEND 

UNDERGROUND

  STARRING ROMAN IBRAGIMOV AS THE RUNNER  MARTIN STEUCK AS VENUS 
WITH  JULIA JACK  JAMES FINDLAY AND CASS EZEJI AS THE GATEKEEPER

DIRECTED BY FLORRIE JAMES  WRIT TEN BY SAM BELLACOSA & FLORRIE JAMES
FUNDED BY GLASGOW INTERNATIONAL  CREATIVE SCOTLAND  COVE PARK 

HOPE SCOTT TRUST AND THE BRIDGE AWARDS AND SUPPORTED BY TRANSMISSION

SEE THE WEST COAST

OF SCOTLAND THROUGH THE 

    EYES OF ... THE RUNNER  

THE HIGH ROAD...

   ... THE LOW ROAD ...

             OR NO ROAD!

            

TWO-NIGHT GALA PREMIERE: 
SATURDAY MAY 5 & SUNDAY MAY 6 AT 7PM

AT THE GARNETHILL MULTICULTURAL CENTRE
BOOK YOUR TICKETS VIA A SECURE WEB TERMINAL TODAY!

I know I’m kinda fast, but I hate to waste 
time. I wanna spend the night with you, 
if that’s alright. Honey please, can I come 
tonight? 777-9311 (Minneapolis area only)

I’m here for a little hugging, some kissing, 
No more lonely nights. Pick up your 
telephone and dial 634-5789

I’d like to get to know you, I’d like to make 
you mine; For a date any old time, 
Beechwood 4-5789 (ask for Marvin)

There’s a moon in the sky called the Moon. 
Give this number a call: 6060-842 
… I’m waiting for you.

When you’re all alone at home, baby,
reach out and grab the telephone: 
842-3089  
(midnight hour or early mornings)

song titles bottom right

DESPERATELY
SEEKING
SUSAN

Keep the faith Tuesday 10 am 
Battery Park Gangway 1

Love Jim

C L A S S I F I E D S

DO YOU REMEMBER ME? Airport 
shuttle, June 7th. You: striking redhead 
with yellow dress, pearl necklace, 
brown shoes. I was the bookish fellow 
in the green cardigan who helped you 
find your contact lens. Am I crazy, or 
did we have a moment?

SWF seeks female to share apartment 
in west 70S. Non-smoker professional
preferred.  555-9814

SHORT-STATURED file clerk with 
unusually nimble and dexterous fingers 
needed for speed filing.

MODERN GIRL wishes to correspond 
on cultural subjects anonymously with 
intelligent, sympathetic, young man.

BUT ONLY FOR THE ONE who is on the 
lookout for everything, who excludes 
nothing not even the most enigmatic, 
will the relationship to another become 
something alive and speak to the whole 
potential of one’s existence.

777-9311 MORRIS DAY & THE TIME

634-5789 (Soulsville, USA)  
WILSON PICKETT

Beechwood 4-5789 MARVELETTES

6060-842 / There’s a Moon in the Sky  
(Called the Moon) B52S

842-3089 (Call My Name) ETTA JAMES

FOR SALE
30p per word (inc VAT)

FANZINES
30p per word (inc VAT)

IF YOU LIKE Pina Coladas, and 
getting caught in the rain. If 
you´re not into yoga, if you have 
half a brain. If you like making 
love at midnight, in the dunes 
of the cape. I´m the love that 
you´ve looked for, write to me, 
and escape.

PERSONALS
30p per word (inc VAT)

ON THE DECK

ON THE DECK: ANSWERS

acoustic guitar and well-thumbed copy 
of Lanark! Go to the Edinburgh Book 
Festival and you’ll be treated to the sad 
lad wibbling of Frightened Rabbit’s 
Scott Hutchison. Or, if you can bear it, 
check out Ian Rankin’s centrist dad rock 
band, no doubt having their latest efforts 
approvingly retweeted by JK Rowling at 
this very moment. Of course, there are 
leftfield alternatives to this sort of dreary 
middlebrow cross-pollination – take 
poet Harry Josephine Giles’ righteous 
hardcore band Fit To Work or Glasgow 
Improvisers Orchestra’s interpretations 
of Edwin Morgan’s Mayakovksy – but the 
point stands: bookish windswept indie 
is the default mode of “official” Scottish 
rock, and man, it sucks.     

While I reject the writer Kirsty Gunn’s 
notion of a nationalist “controlling 
agenda” in arts funding (if there is 
an agenda, it’s clearly neo-liberal), 
questions can be raised about the 
enshrining of dominant narratives, 
aesthetics, and institutions, and their 
impact on funding decisions. While 
acknowledging the support Creative 
Scotland does give to marginal music, I 
would suggest that overall, the funding 
body places too much emphasis on 
short-term projects and marketable 
brands, when it should be offering 
sustained funding of infrastructure.

A key motivation for the founding 
of ComLes was a frustration at the 
relative lack of a critical arts media in 
Scotland. Despite the best efforts of arts 
journalists, a squeeze on resources and 
space means that serious discussions 
of aesthetics and cultural politics 
are limited. Arts coverage is often 
boosterish and dominated by usual 
suspects, leading to the marginalisation 
of underground acts. These problems 
are by no means unique to Scotland, but 
there is something of a small country 
syndrome at play: nobody wants to 
look like they’re shitting on the scene. 
But we should have the confidence to 
offer honest critique – even be rude 
sometimes. My worry is that Scotland’s 
newfound cultural confidence might 
slip into complacency: “wha’s like us?” 
all over again. Time to slay some sacred 
cows and write some new narratives. 

SS

AYO, IN 
DEFENCE OF 
TECHNOLOGY 

As a species we’ve almost reached an 
impasse with technology. On the one 
hand we’ve become extremely reliant 
on computers to help us build, heal, 
connect and learn. But on the other 
there’s a growing fear of malignant 
AI, fake news, hackable life support 
machines and the loneliness that comes 

with the digital age. This has inevitably 
led to a renaissance in analogue and 
nowhere more so than music. This can’t 
just be chalked up to nostalgia, there is 
a genuine fatigue and disdain around all 
things digital but it’s missing the bigger 
picture. 

One of the genres that suffers most 
from the back-in-the-day rhetoric is Hip 
Hop. Some claim that it’s lost it’s soul, 
moving away from poetic lyricism and 
more towards weird vacuous internet 
fodder. This in part is blamed on the shift 
away from analogue instrumentation 
and a move towards Digital Audio 
Workstations such as music production 
software like Ableton and Logic 
pushing increasingly faster production 
turnaround. But this overlooks the recent 
problem with copyright violations and 
sampling - something which was integral 
to old school Hip Hop.Therefore this 
makes modern production techniques 
an adaptive way to get round a problem. 

The other upshot is that production and 
recording have become more accessible 
by moving the process from labels and 
studios to the bedroom. This means 
groups such a women and the LGBTQ+ 
community  who might normally face 
hostility in those environments, can now 
access these tools.

Another integral factor in this is 
online audio hosting platforms such 
as Soundcloud and Bandcamp which 
attempt to shift the creative power 
balance towards artists. The community 
aspect of online audio sharing platforms 
has decoupled music scenes from 
physical locations and created exclusively 
online genres. These genres have strong 
sonic boundaries and aesthetics which 
are adhered to across the globe creating 
cohesive and recognisable styles (e.g 
Hyper Pop or Weightless Grime). This is 
something which would have previously 
been limited to things like venues 
and what equipment was available to 
hand (e.g electro and the TR-808 and 
krautrock and the Minimoog) 

The most contentious contribution 
modern DJing is DJ software and 
corresponding controllers, favoured 
as a cheaper and more DIY option. 
Controllers have been met with disdain 
as they use sync buttons for automatic 
BPM matching but this overlooks how 
important they are for increasing 
equality in a scene traditionally 
dominated by white males. Controllers 

are affordable and can be used in both 
home and club settings, meaning that 
those who cannot access Vinyl or CDJs 
can practice in their own home at their 
own pace without fear of judgement or 
intimidation. 

While there are skepticisms  
around the reliance on technology,  
it is increasingly important factor 
in redressing the imbalance in 
representation and wider inequality 
within music. Widening access is 
essential for progress and digital 
technology is the first step. 

CR

AN
INTERVIEW 

WITH 
STORYBOARD 

P
While Scotland’s First Waacking and 

Voguing Festival was happening at SWG3 
and the Poetry Club, Communal Leisure 
was chatting with Brooklyn dancer 
Storyboard P, ‘the King of Flexing’ or 
‘the Basquiat of street dance’, a couple of 
weeks before he performed at Tramway 
as part of Arika’s Episode 9.

Storyboard — real name Saalim 
Muslim — has just woken up in New 
York, and hasn’t had his coconut water 
yet. Speaking into the webcam, he’s 
doing neck rolls and arm stretches, 
twisting his wrists to wake up.

“Dancing for me is like a superpower. 
It lets me create worlds. With no ceilings. 
And escape a lot of negativity or barriers. 
I have a vision, and I guess you just need 
to figure out what it’d take to create 
what you wanna create. Then you string 
together the resources to put it together.”

Although he’s danced in videos 
for Jay-Z and Flying Lotus which he 
says “was cool”, and done adverts for 
Timberland, he says he works better 
practising his moves on his own, and 
is working on a new visual album for 
online at the moment.

“I’ve done a lot of big stuff over the 
years I guess, but it’s always someone 
else’s vision. There wind up being lots 
of vision boards and meetings. I like it 
when it’s just me ‘mutating’, building up 
my flows, making up my own textures 
and grammar, treating my body like Jimi 
Hendrix’s guitar, or extra-terrestrial 
creatures or a Claymation animation.”

 His dance style is a rubber 
boned, liquid ankled thing of incredible 
beauty, working in jerky krumping, 
graceful vogueing, weightless ballet, 
tortured body language, bendy 
contortion, slo mo gliding and computer-

COMMUNAL
LEISURE

issue 3

What is communal leisure?

For want of a better way to open this than by defining each term, 
I will begin with leisure. A leisure can be found in a designated 
centre, or “Leisure Centre”, where throngs of people go to partake 
in various forms of exercise for a small fee. The throngs of people 
here represent the “communal”. Veruccas and anticlimactic wave 
machines aside, the following is a proper attempt to disseminate 
what comles is.

I am not particularly good at leisuring communally, if 
communal leisure is taken to mean time spent with a group 
of people who are all aware of the fact that they are at leisure 
together. In my true leisure time (that is, time spent entirely 
unoccupied), I generally sit on the subway and go around in 
circles for the sheer hell of it and love of public transport for as 
long as I can get away with. Alas, commuting is likely not many 
people’s leisure time, but can communal leisure be individual 
people being at leisure in the company of other people at 
leisure without having to be in a defined group? Public libraries 
are undeniably a form of this sort of unintentional communal 
leisure, a reach I’m willing to reach to if only to express my love 
for the public library. 

Intentional communal leisure, like joining a group with 
the aim to create leisure together is a lot more involved than 
somewhat awkwardly perching beside someone on the sofa in 
Hillhead library for a few hours in reverent silence though, and is 
likely to resemble communal occupation rather than communal 
leisure. Communal occupation is easy; people meet in groups 
to get things done. Whilst it doesn’t have to be overly formal or 
agenda-ed, it is certainly not leisurely.  True communal leisure 
is likely a horrific logistical nightmare to achieve, happening 
quiescently only on a sunny day when everyone you’ve ever 
known finds themselves drawn to the park to do little else but sit. 
Presently in Glasgow therefore we are all doomed to forgo our 
communal leisure time for the next (at least) 4 months or so as 
the sun can’t seem to set fast enough. The facilitative role of the 
humble park is nothing short of impressive: here is a bunch of 
grass and some trees pretty much do what you like it’s free there 
are no expectations of what you do with the space everyone 
without exception is welcome and unquestioned. Dogs.

It is hardly a novel take to suggest that parks and libraries 
(and public transport too maybe) are good. Whilst it is all... 

free

IS A FREE NEWSPAPER and website 
for critical discussion of music, art and 
politics. We’re looking for texts, images 
and illustrations that unpack ideas of 
labour, leisure and ‘DIY’ culture. We 
actively encourage new writers, non-
standard language and unfinished ideas. 
Our editorial process is collaborative, 
and we work towards a world free from 
oppression based on race, gender, 
sexuality, ability, bodies and class. Get 
in touch with ideas or questions via:

communalleisure.com
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Do you like jazz? You ask, my 
hands performing acrobatics 
above your question. 
 
… mmmmmmmmy thumb joins the 
gymnastic feats. 
 
Do you like jazzzz? You ask, 
zzzzz’s scrawling under my 
disinterested fingers. 
 
… mmmmmmmmy thumb pushes into 
an overly eager middle finger. 
Tips drive into each other. 
 
Embracing, 
 
releasing. 
 
They pike. Draw a V in a bolt!  
 
My nimble limbs spread into a 
promiscuous split. They flex, 
twist and instantaneously 
repeat the gesture. 
 
Round off. Stretch. Split. 
Closing in. 
 
I mean, do you like POOL? 
 
… 
 
The ring and pinky land short. 
OOOOO’s drown them  
in silence.

4 of 5

5 red flags bring you to 
my attention. Blinking 
and swaying they break my 
concentration. 
 
BLINK! BLINK! BLINK! BLINK! 
 
BLINK! 
 
Tap. Tap. Tap. Tap. Pinky 
finger tap!  
 
The tiny digit hits an 
electric note.
 
You appear on screen, 
completing the circuit. 
 
Your pupils dark with pulsing 
letters. i’s and e’s staring 
excitedly back at me. 
 
They wedge an aperture into my 
NO. Find an O to dig into. 
 
The counter’s rim brims with 
an oily substance. Thick 
jojoba picked up from my hair. 
 
The rank rejoinder exhales 
mouldered undertones. Thoughts 
thickened with anxiety, 
lubricated by racing fingers. 
They cut. They paste. They 
type. Delete. Type. Delete. 
Copy. Type. Paste. Delete.  
 
And type again.

EVENTS
30p per word (inc VAT)

AT THE DRIVE IN

FADE TO GRÈS
Cashmere lambswool mix travel  

blanket with leather holder

ATELIER E.B
Beca Lipscombe & Lucy McKenzie 

with Alex Begg & Co
and McRostie of Glasgow

FOR SALE
 wearepanel.co.uk/shop

£545

A•N•S•W•E•R•S
1. Ghost World (2001)
2. Single White Female (1992)
3. Being John Malkovich (1999) 
4. The Shop Around the Corner (1940) 
(remade into You’ve Got Mail, 1998)
5. Kissing Jessica Stein (2001)

Commissioned by Panel and Glasgow International 2018

MCMULLAN TEXTILES

T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T

T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T
T

T T T T T T T T T T T T T T T T T T

T T T T T T T T T T T T T T T T T T

READING LIST T-SHIRTS designed by 
KAISA LASSINARO & MAEVE REDMOND

A ROOM OF ONE’S OWN 
SISTERHOOD IS POWERFUL 
THE DRIVER’S SEAT 
WOMAN ON THE EDGE OF TIME 
THE LIVING MOUNTAIN 
OUR BODIES OURSELVES 
THE POLITICS OF HOUSEWORK 
THE COLOR PURPLE 
GENDER TROUBLE 
HOW TO BE BOTH 

commissioned by PANEL 
exclusively for  
GLASGOW WOMEN’S LIBRARY
made in the UK

Available from 23 Landressy Street 
Bridgeton Glasgow, G40 1BP
womenslibrary.org.uk

£25
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