
You know the one, six-footer, goes round 
done up like a cross between Coco the 
Clown and the Jolly Green Giant. Decent 
enough feller if you forget he’s an ‘artist’. 
Anyway he says he’s ‘playing with Selfish 
Cunt at the Passing Clouds Foundation’ 
that Friday. I’m all set to chin him for 
talking BOLLOCKS till I remember the 
board. Seems his band’s down to do a gig 
in Dalston and this Selfish Cunt geezer’s 
on the card. Maybe I’m soft in the bonce, 
but I got a soft spot for Calum (bog in the 
west of Ireland), so I agree to give the boy 
a hand. But really what I’m after is giving 
that Selfish Cunt a RIGHTHANDER.
    Turns out ‘the Passing Clouds Foundation’ 
is a ‘members arts collective’ (that’s a 
SQUAT to you and me) just up from 
the Kingsland Waste. Old 
printing works – rafters, 
bars on windows, wooden 
floorboards – fucking 
deathtrap. Pitch black and 
heaving with kids. Can’t 
spit for silly haircuts.
    There’s a few bands booked 
in upstairs, with Calum’s 
lot first out the traps, but 
first up we gotta watch a 
film of some TOSSER who 
thinks he’s a CAT. Bleeding 
DIABOLICAL. All the 
while this crusty bloke with 
dreads swans round IN A 
DRESS filming everything. 
By now I’m biting my 
fucking knuckles off.
    Calum’s firm manage half a 
set, with me at the back making sure there’s 
no trouble, before the compere boots ’em 
off. Then this Hugo geezer comes on, strips 
down to his speedos and puts on a wedding 
dress. OI! OI! I’m thinking, what we got 
’ere, A TRANNIES CONVENTION? 
Does a bit of warbling, changes back into 

Have you seen what we’ve seen, 
down in Bethnal Green

Mike ‘Bethnal’ Talbot
    Me and the Missus is cabbing it home 
to the Green after a night out Up West 
when a row 
kicks off over 
the borough 
boundar ies . 
Now it’s 
c o m m o n 
knowledge , 
as my friend 
REG KRAY 
said, that ALL 
C A B B I E S 
A R E 
G R A S S E S . 
T h e y ’ r e 
D E V I O U S 
L I T T L E 
BASTARDS 
too, and this NONCE is no different. I 
figure him for A WRONG ’UN the minute 
we get in, but I’m having none of it, so I tell 
him to head straight down the Hackney Rd 
no questions. He does as he’s told but you 
can tell he’s right fucked off. At the other 
end he comes over all whiny, giving it the 
old ‘I thought you wanted Bethnal Green, 
not Hackney’. I soon set him straight. He 
ain’t overjoyed with his tip.
    Now I seen a lot of things in my time, but 
one of the strangest has gotta be all them 
‘artists’ that’s moving in to my borough. They 
lahdidah it about on their pushbikes, high 
on drugs and blocking the aisles at Tescos. 
They got silly haircuts, stupid clothes and 
they don’t wash. But what really gets me 
going is THEY DON’T KNOW WHERE 
THEY ARE. God save ’em they’re worse 

than that bloody cabbie. Half of ’em 
think they’re in Hoxton, and the other 
e2half in Haggerston. But the one thing 
they’re agreed on is Bethnal Green’s in 
Hackney. You can tell they don’t pay no 
council tax.
    Now don’t get me wrong, I ain’t got 
nothing against Hackney, but it ain’t 
my borough, and I don’t take too kindly 

to being 
told it is. I 
was on my 
way down 
V y n e r 
St the 
other day, 
d o d g i n g 
the ‘artists’ 
on the 
way to the 
Vi c t o r y , 
and some 
tosser had 
s c r awled 
‘I LOVE 

HACKNEY’ on the wall. Beneath that 
another ‘artist’ had put ‘ME TOO’. I 
nearly fractured my fist.
    Come to think of it, Vyner St’s where 
I first come across that fucking name. 
Beginning of 2004, remember it clear 
as anything, on my way to the Victory 
for a lunchtime pint, foot in the fucking 
door, looks up and sees this board with 
the words ‘SELFISH CUNT’ plastered 
all over it. Sorry ladies, I know it ain’t 
nice.
    You display SHIT like that in MY 
BOROUGH and you’re TAKING A 
FUCKING LIBERTY no mistake, but 
I’m used to all them ‘artists’ and their 
charming ways, so I let it pass. Till a 
couple of weeks ago that is. I’m in 
the Hare talking to this Calum geezer. 

his civvies and FUCKS OFF. Next up’s a 
load of kids decked out like a John Boy 
Walton convention.
    I’m being chatted up by this bird who 
says she’s ‘looking for an accordion player 
for a Dada night’ (new one on me), when 
I’m tipped the nod that the Cunt is warming 
up, so I head downstairs sharpish. The place 
is heaving, but I’m on a mission and barge 
straight through to the front. I wanna see 
what I’m dealing with, you know?
    There’s a bunch of scruffy students on the 
stage. ‘Is this it?’ I’m wondering, ‘Is this the 
CUNT?’ The soundcheck goes on for ages 
and it turns out it’s Hugo that’s twiddling 
the knobs. I’m wondering who to batter first 
when I spot this black hoody, back to the 
crowd, sinister-like. There’s a buzz in the 

air, all eyes on Hoody, so I decide to hang 
fire.
    Hoody gets up and grabs the mic, drops 
the hood and now you can see his face. 
Don’t get me wrong, I’m not THAT WAY 
(though I didn’t have no problem with 
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RON), but Hoody’s a pretty boy with a 
blonde pudding-bowl haircut. Ditches the 
hood and he looks like a waiter – white 
shirt, black waistcoat, tight trousers.
    Kicks off and the songs all sound the 
same, slow, thumping and LOUD. Cross 
between a sixties freakout and Metallica. 
Hoody screeches and squeals, bumping 
and grinding his arse like a gay Tom Jones. 
When he’s not doing that he’s teasing his 
hair like a fucking GIRL. Now and then he 
singles out punters and screams ‘YOU’RE 
GETTING FAT!’ and ‘HAVE YOU GOT 
HIV?’
    Ten minutes in, Hoody strips down 
barechested, jumps off the stage and throws 
a colossal hissyfit, flailing his arms around 
like a SPAZ and shoving the punters this 
way and that. Wouldn’t last ten seconds 
in a straightener but you gotta admire his 
bottle. Clears a space sharpish. Band keep 
playing and Hoody keeps jumping off the 
stage. There’s scratches all down his arms. 
Then this Maltese midget in a white suit 
gets up, grabs the mic, and starts screaming 
his lungs out like a FUCKING NUTTER. 
Bouncer chucks him out and, fifteen 
minutes in, it’s all over. The place has gone 
PROPER POTTY.
    I go upstairs to look for Calum and the 
Malteser’s up there. Turns out his name’s 
Lenny and Hoody used to rent a room off 
him. I hear Hoody say ‘We always front 
it out’, so I figure they’ll be back before 
long. I’m right and the next hour’s like a 
HAMMER HORROR ORGY. This huge 
rocker bips and bops around with his 
girlfriend on his shoulders, barging into 
all and sundry, but no one cares, we’ve all 
lost the plot GOOD AND PROPER. Hoody 
shouts ‘We’re Selfish Cunt. We’re a band. 
FUCK OFF!’ and gives it the old Harvey 
Smith. Stage gets rushed, drumkit kicked 
over, cymbals flying round like frisbies. 
Drummer just stands there grinning.

    Now I gotta admit the Cunt 
have won me round. Can’t 
remember a better gig. Turns 
out they’ve played all over, 
including Tommy Melody’s 
gaff in the Hackney Road. 
They’re all foreigners – 
guitarist’s a KIWI, rhythm 
section from PERU and Hoody 
from BLACKBURN. Dalston 
ain’t much of an improvement. 
Seems Hoody likes to spend 
his Saturday nights dragged 
up, visiting Hackney R&B 
clubs and demanding to get 
served. More often than not 
he gets SERVED UP. And that 
swings it for me. He can write 
SELFISH CUNT wherever he 
likes. The boy’s a FUCKING 
STAR. Catch him before he 
dies.


