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            21 February 2010

            This year seemed to have a weird stop start feel to it with projects hovering around then falling away. Now focusing in is possible as confirmed exhibitions and events move ever closer. My recent lectures and in conversations have been so enjoyable and thought-provoking – new ideas placed to one side while I pay full attention to present works. Those restless undercurrents of creativity are bringing a fantastic feeling of expectation and excitement.

         

         The jerky start to 2010 was mainly due to the future of TG. After the USA tour all seemed well for a while, then an increasingly acerbic tone appeared in Gen’s emails to us about Paul’s role as TG manager, basically saying he didn’t want Paul involved any more, suggesting his own manager take over TG managerial duties.

         Gen sent a long email, which prompted an equally long reply from Sleazy directly addressing Gen’s conflicting personas and attitudes towards us, that his emails showed a lack of concentration on TG matters, a tone of mistrust, paranoia and bitterness towards us. The regrouping was teetering on the edge but Sleazy wanted to continue for a while longer, like me and Chris – we’d moved on from TG of old and were excited about Gristleism and a whole load of other gadgets we’d been working on that could bring new TG works in their wake: ‘a new thrust’, as Sleazy put it. Paul was more than a manager to TG: he added ideas into the mix, sought out suitable shows. He’d worked hard with us on ‘A=P=P=A=R=I=T=I=O=N’ (exceeding Gen’s own input), so for Gen to conspire to sack him was crazy talk.

         Things settled down – then Paul was forwarded a newsletter Gen had sent out (but not to any of us), announcing that Gen was ‘retiring from touring in any and all bands including TG to concentrate on art, writing and music’. Not surprisingly, people assumed TG had ended again – even we felt the need to contact Gen, thinking he’d left, particularly as we were all working on options for TG shows and new material.

         
            5 March 2010

            We’ve been feeling really good lately – mood has changed here at the School House. From wallowing and drifting to sharp focus and many ideas. I think it was the final ‘no live TG this year’ that closed one door and opened the flood gates. There’s nothing worse than wanting to do something but having a ‘maybe’ hanging over you.

         

         Paul’s many efforts to secure TG shows had faltered for one reason or another. It wasn’t easy to coordinate four very active people’s schedules. I’d been busy with more public speaking on art and music, doing a lecture at UCA Farnham, a filmed interview for a new online series, Sound & Vision, for the Tate’s website, a talk and Q&A for the Red Bull Music Academy in London, and me and Chris were part of a panel discussion for ‘Parallel Voices’ at the Siobhan Davies Studios, curated by Carsten Nicolai, that had us plus Carsten and Blixa (from Neubauten) speaking about our experiences in music and exchanging fun anecdotes and serious opinions on each other’s histories.

         After our talk, Carsten and Blixa played a short set which included some recordings of our voices from the conversation we’d just done – and Blixa doing his ‘voice of The Mummy’ scream, sending glass-shattering frequencies bouncing off the walls and making people recoil – except the ninety-year-old lady sat in the front row, who was partially deaf and loved it.

         The whole day had been enlightening, not only for having the pleasure of meeting Sue (Siobhan) and hearing Blixa’s scream, but also because of the afternoon interview between me, Carsten and Sue. We all analysed why we did what we did, how we did it and our feelings about the process, performance and reception of our work. It was deeply personal at times and revealing for us all. Sue was one of the few people I’ve felt immediate affinity with, an incredible talent and spirit.

         
            30 March 2010

            It’s taken me 2 days to come down from the euphoria of ‘Cosey Complex’. Well that and sleeping after the intense day of events then Cosey Club evening that went into the wee hours of Sunday. I do feel so privileged that so many creatively gifted and wonderful people took part in ‘Cosey Complex’. The day’s events were outstanding for so many reasons, not least for the opportunity to hear and see such diverse inspired and inspiring works in an atmosphere free of pretension and loaded with the spirit of generosity.

         

         ‘Cosey Complex’ was a special one-day event at the ICA, conceived by the writer Maria Fusco, who at the time was director of art writing at Goldsmiths, London. The event had been in the planning for nigh on a year. I’d first met Maria in 2007, when she interviewed me for the first Happy Hypocrite journal. The theme of that issue, and the starting point for our talk, was ‘Linguistic Hardcore’.

         We discussed my name, ‘Cosey’, how I got it, and what it meant to me. Maria pointed out that ‘Cosey’ seemed to have a life separate from me. She was right. To me, ‘Cosey’ had become a concept that represented what I was as well as what I did – it was more than just a name. I suppose that might have had some subconscious influence on our changing from Chris & Cosey to Carter Tutti beyond the more simple reason we’d given.

         Getting together with Maria and having such an unbelievably open and energised conversation planted a seed that grew slowly into what became one of the best concepts for an event in both my ‘name’ and the innovative repurposing of it. Maria approached the ICA – it being synonymous with my name from the ‘Prostitution’ scandal and as such a prime example of how ‘Cosey’ had become something ‘other’ than just being my name. The ICA commissioned the event and Maria worked with the curator, Richard Birkett. After many exchanges and meetings, Maria selected fourteen participants, some invited and some from open submission, all to create works by responding to ‘Cosey’ as methodology – or, as Maria so beautifully and succinctly put it, ‘By shifting Cosey from noun to verb’.

         ‘Cosey Complex’ wasn’t about me or my work. That was a tough concept to get your head around. I adopted a hands-off approach so that ‘Cosey Complex’ could remain true to Cosey as methodology and unfold without any intervention by me (Cosey as noun). I thought long and hard about whether to participate myself but came to the conclusion that I already was, by virtue of my role in the event as verb, as a concept for others to explore as methodology: ‘to further interrogate the implications of Cosey’s work, without direct reference to the work itself … to put research directly into practice’, as Maria described it. I felt that any presentation by me could complicate things, go against the whole notion of ‘Cosey Complex’, and simply wasn’t necessary. Instead I wrote a short introduction to open the event, particularly highlighting the fact that the concept was challenging for me because I didn’t subscribe to methodology (how it’s usually defined), it being anathema to my improvisational working practice – my work being myself and therefore inseparable. Where would I locate a methodology in my own work? Maria’s idea had provoked many questions about whether I actually did have my own methodology. I decided my creative freedom overrode any subconscious methodology that could be hidden deep within my approach, that ultimately ‘I just am and my work is – Cosey’.

         Me and Chris arrived in London the day before ‘Cosey Complex’ to have a meal with Maria, Richard and many of the artists, including Chris Kraus and John Duncan. If anyone got me and what I did as Cosey, it was John. Everyone was so friendly and relaxed and very much looking forward to the next day. I had no idea what to expect from everyone and was so overwhelmed at them being there to present new works. As well as the live presentations, ‘Cosey Complex’ had a publication, The Reader, designed by Zak Kyes, which would be available on the day. The week leading up to the event, the ICA’s Reading Room was converted into a design and print studio, open to the public so that they could see The Reader being brought together. The publication included an introduction by Maria and her original interview with me, an overview by Zak, ‘Notes’ by Clunie Reid, and I’d contributed a sequence of images spanning my various works, from the magazine actions, old and new press cuttings, model cards and ‘Self lessness’, which were placed as ‘citings’ throughout the book. But what formed the core of The Reader were transcriptions of fascinating and diverse discussions on issues around methodology that had taken place between different research groups at the beginning of May. The whole project was so powerful in its completeness. Maria had produced an incredible work in ‘Cosey Complex’.

         The daytime programme ran from 1 p.m. through to 6 p.m., with readings, slide shows, a play and video works by writers, artists and theorists – Maria, Richard, Martin Bax, Clunie Reid, Anthony Elms, Daniela Cascella, Chris Kraus, Corin Sworn, Diedrich Diederichsen, Gerard Byrne and Rob Stone. The writer, actor and producer Graham Duff wrote and read out a satirical and hilarious fictional piece about him interviewing me for an art and culture magazine, analysing my work and ending in my producing a new work, ‘Restraining Order’ (against Graham), that had run into its third year. His consummate delivery of his piece had some people belly-laughing all the way through – although some of the more academically inclined didn’t much like the piss being taken out of the art world. It was refreshingly enjoyable and what I would have expected as he’s a genius when it comes to strange scenarios that go off at oblique and most bizarre tangents, like his amazing TV series, Ideal, and his work with Steve Coogan and Mark Gatiss.

         It didn’t seem like the day could get any better but the evening took celebration and joy up quite a few more notches with Richard’s Cosey Club, which, to all intents and purposes, had already taken up Cosey as methodology. Cosey Club ran from 9 p.m. until 3 a.m., with Andrew Weatherall, Fixmer/McCarthy, a great duo called Eve Black/Eve White and a new band (to me), Factory Floor. Paul was their manager at the time so we’d heard good things about them, Chris had done a remix for them and we were both keen to hear what they sounded like live. Nik Void, Gabe Gurnsey and Dominic Butler played a stomping set that had me dancing by the mixing desk and took me back to the early days when there was a more raw, free approach to music. That introduction marked the start of future collaborations. I was blown away by it all. The day and evening were truly ‘Cosey as methodology’ in action.

         
            28 April 2010

            We are now back in the studio recording for an audiovisual presentation in Italy at the end of May. I’m playing at Tate Modern’s 10th anniversary weekend. So I have lots of work to do in the coming weeks.

         

         On the tenth anniversary of the Tate Modern, I performed in the Turbine Hall along with Thurston Moore, DJ Spooky and others. Knowing what that chasm of a space was like for sound, I kept things ambient and played a live solo soundtrack to the projected collage of video and still images from my various art actions. Chris oversaw the front-of-house sound for me – I trusted his technical skills more than anyone else’s.

         Szabo was in my life again. After his funeral in 1982, the mourners had gone back to his wife Tris’s flat for the usual tea and sandwiches. Tris played Szabo’s favourite jazz records – to hell with whether they were to anyone else’s taste, they were a part of Szabo and made her and me smile. She came over to sit and talk with me. I could be wrong but I got the sense that only we two knew and understood Szabo and the very full life he’d led. She leaned over and picked something up. ‘I want you to have these,’ she said. ‘Szabo wanted you to have them.’

         She handed me a stack of over three hundred and fifty transparencies that he’d taken of me, all from the collaboration projects we’d worked on together – except those he’d sold to magazines. I was so touched by her kindness. When I got home and looked through them all I started thinking about my time in Szabo’s living-room studio, recalling our last sessions together when he’d commented on my body having changed since I’d started dancing. It wasn’t something I’d even thought about but he had a discerning eye when it came to the female form, and mine had apparently become firmer and more muscular. As soon as I saw the slides, mainly in red, black and white, all laid out in sequence, I knew it was a work just waiting to be realised. It took a long time to formulate.

         Over the following years, I visited and revisited the images before I arrived at the final form the work would take. I called it ‘Szabo Sessions Volumes 1–4’. Each volume consisted of selected frame-by-frame sequences of different poses, showing the slight adjustments to angles of my body, hand positions and facial expressions, and revealing the process of our co-creating the exacting aesthetic needed to meet market demand. I’d spent months scanning all the slides, doing endless test prints until I got the colour balance that matched the depth and richness of the slides, and then printed them myself on to A3 supergloss archival photographic paper. They looked beautiful, a lasting testament to Szabo’s exceptional talent and our brief but wonderful and creative friendship. ‘Szabo Sessions’ was exhibited for the first time at the A Palazzo Gallery in Brescia, Italy, as part of the exhibition ‘120 Day Volume’ curated by Cabinet Gallery.

         Carter Tutti were also part of the group show in Brescia. We’d been wanting to do something different in a live situation. The invitation to Brescia initiated a new way of working with sound. We prepared an audiovisual piece called ‘Harmonic Coaction’, the first in an ongoing series of live audiovisual performances that represented the assimilation of person, place and time, created live in situ using field recordings and visuals from and inspired by the site itself. In the case of Brescia, we used the exhibition and gallery space as source material. The exhibition-associated images we’d put together were projected on a huge scale from four corners of the room, intersecting with one another, the walls, ceiling, floor, exhibits and audience, integrating all within the space as we manipulated the many recorded sounds. The performance was recorded and immediately installed as a work – a soundtrack of the exhibition contained in a tall, black, monolithic speaker column.

         
            16 October 2010

            I’m in the grip of preparations for upcoming TG shows right now with most exhilarating moments in the studio trying out new sounds AND Chris just finished making a new sound box for me.

         

         For over six months our time and attention were taken up with all things Carter Tutti and our solo projects. ‘Harmonic Coaction’ had resurfaced in Ancona, Italy, and we’d mastered the early Chris & Cosey albums ready to release on vinyl through our trusted colleagues at Cargo. Chris had gone to the STEIM centre for electronic music in Amsterdam, to do a ‘Dirty Electronics’ experimental electronic music workshop and performance with John Richards. He’d already done one at De Montfort University, Leicester, and had designed his own touch-sensitive random sound instrument called Dirty-Carter. It was this and all the other off-the-wall hand-built units and the Gristleism that had launched me, Chris and Sleazy into that ‘new-thrust’ zone for both our individual music work and for TG – which had sprung back on to our schedule for some more live shows.

         Sleazy had commissioned a number of strange noise-making objects to be built for him, consulting with Chris on the practical possibilities over and above his fantastical ideas. Sleazy brought them over to use for the TG shows – and Chris rebuilt them so they actually worked, resoldering joints and reconfiguring where necessary. He also built me a Tutti Box, an awesome noise-generator made from spare electronic parts built into a retro wooden radio, battery-powered with a flashing plasma display triggered by the audio signals. It was outlandishly grungy and very noisy. I couldn’t have asked for more.

         It came with a cost attached, though. When Chris was drilling the case he drilled through his fingernail. He almost passed out. I got him straight into the car, where he did pass out, waking up as we arrived at A&E. It was excruciatingly painful. But he isn’t one to do things by halves – a few days later he broke a finger on the other hand when he trapped it in a folding table. He was splinted on both hands but ready for the TG gigs.

         Despite the drilled and broken fingers, we couldn’t wait to get out there and blast our new instruments through a big PA. The problem we had was: what would Gen do? We wanted to include him. Specifically with that in mind, we’d worked with an inventive but secretive electronics guy (who had previously built Chris some small handheld synth boxes) on developing a simple, interactive, long ‘ribbon strip’ instrument (similar to a theremin), which would provide Gen with the means to join in with us and our new TG-type material. Alas the ribbon project didn’t quite work out, so at the last minute TG hastily bought Gen a handheld Korg Monotron to use and put through his effects pedals. Anything a bit different and ‘outside the box’ was better than nothing, and we hoped he’d embrace our enthusiasm for the new, more experimental TG live experience.

         We all arrived in London and met up for a talk at the Hoxton hotel on the gigs and releasing TG back-catalogue vinyl re-releases and the Nico Desertshore album on Industrial Records through Cargo. Gen kept closing his eyes throughout the meeting and we couldn’t tell whether he was bored or genuinely tired, as he was lucid at pertinent points in the conversation. I ordered him some food to perk him up.

         After the meeting came to an end we all retired for the night, ready for a rehearsal the next day, the day before the TG Village Underground gig. We’d booked a rehearsal space in Hackney from 10.30 a.m. till 6 p.m. The place was damp, cold and noisy, with heavy-metal bands in the adjoining rooms thrashing away at full volume. It felt alien to our usual preparation space but needs must, as they say. It was a strange day. We three arrived on time with Charlie, and got word that Gen wanted some extra sleep and wouldn’t be joining us until 2 p.m. Sleazy rolled his eyes, put his head down and then started setting up and testing his new gear. We had a table each, ours laden with our additional sound gadgets. We jammed together, demonstrating what our new noise-making equipment could do and generally slamming out sounds to make mental notes of what seemed to fit together – or not. Charlie had set up a table and microphone for Gen so he could join in as soon as he arrived. We were anxious that he got a feel for the freer approach and new sounds. But he didn’t turn up until around 3.30, moaning about his hotel and ranting about Paul.

         Sleazy totally ignored him, looked over at me and flicked his head as if to tell me to take Gen outside to sort it out. I did. I called Paul, who was busy with last-minute gig business and had already managed to book Gen five days in the four-star Crowne Plaza Hotel in St James (an extra TG cost) – while Sleazy was staying on a friend’s floor to help keep the TG budget on target. The rehearsal time was fast running out and we were pissed off that Gen had yet again fucked up the opportunity to be ‘with’ us. We had a gig to get ready for but he never mentioned that or the music we were supposed to be making together. Sleazy closed off completely.

         By the time we left the rehearsal space, both Sleazy and Gen’s moods had become ominously sombre. We all walked out into the street. We’d gone from the isolated bubble of the rehearsal room into the hubbub of London at its busiest time, and yet me and Chris felt strangely removed from the chaotic scene as we stood there watching Sleazy and Gen walk away from us in different directions towards the Tube, Gen limping badly and Sleazy with his slow, heavy stride. Neither of them looked at each other or back at us, even when we called out to them to go and have a meal together. They were each in their own world, disappearing into the distance. Me and Chris looked at one another. We knew that TG was over.

         That night me and Sleazy got numerous emails from Gen, complaining about Paul and saying that he may have to cut his losses and find a way home. Sleazy was furious with Gen about possibly leaving and explained that we three would incur substantial financial losses if he left. He told Gen that his version of events regarding Paul was a fantasy: ‘Please do not rewrite history or the circumstances so you feel justified in blaming Paul for everything, as this is not how it happened … stop thinking you are victimised in some way …’

         When we all arrived at the Village Underground to set up and soundcheck, Gen’s mood had changed. He was in the private area at the side of the stage drinking wine and seemed a little merrier – he was even lovey-dovey with Paul, leaning on his shoulder and laughing.

         The gig was a transitional point for TG and started out like an experimental sound workshop with us all sat at our workbenches, none of us knowing, or feeling the need to know, who was creating which sounds, just working our way through them. There was an off-the-wall moment that took even Gen by surprise, when a naked guy jumped on the stage drugged up to his eyeballs. He proceeded to do a stage dive and threw himself into the audience, expecting to be caught by them, but they parted and he hit the concrete floor with a loud splat. Gen was drinking more wine and bowing his violin, sometimes staring into the audience giving the impression he was uninterested in what we were doing. I certainly got the feeling he didn’t like it and found it uninspiring, especially when the audience applauded and he said to us three, with cynical bemusement, ‘They actually like all this shit.’

         Yes, the new material had gone down well, the audience were ecstatic, so were we three, and we’d just played the longest TG gig ever. Gen’s attitude and contribution to the gig appeared to reflect the undertone of his recent emails – that he wanted out of TG. Those suspicions were to be confirmed.

         
            26 October 2010

            So many people there and I was a bit phased with the sound and playing for 2 hours. We’re kicking back before going to Prague on Friday. Sleazy’s on UK time now and feeling a lot brighter. Lots of talking going on about many things … I just sent a ‘hello’ email to Gen saying see him Friday etc.

         

         There’s always a bit of a post-mortem that goes on the morning after a gig and after-show party. Shattered as we were, we had a group breakfast meeting at the Hoxton hotel, going through the TG schedule and details for our trip to Prague in five days’ time, before me, Chris and Sleazy headed back to our house to work in the studio for a few days while Gen stayed in London. On the Wednesday, Sleazy went off to visit friends while me and Chris worked on a promo video clip for our Chris & Cosey re-releases. We were all to meet at the airport for the flight to Prague. I’d done interviews for Prague and Porto to help publicise our shows there, and the Prague air tickets were booked and paid for.

         The day we received copies of our first two re-released, remastered Chris & Cosey vinyl albums, Heartbeat and Trance, we also received an email from Gen to inform us that he was quitting the TG ‘tour’. Our elated mood crumbled. Chris’s face dropped. He was fuming. ‘What?! That’s it! I’ve had enough. I knew he’d try and destroy TG … What the hell are we going to do – the fans, the money everyone’s paid out … Doesn’t he feel any responsibility to anyone?’

         The reason Gen gave us for leaving was Paul being TG manager and that apparently his own ‘conscience’ wouldn’t allow him to continue with the rest of the TG ‘tour’. It was clear that Gen’s moral compass and conscience differed from ours – they centred around him and he didn’t appear to feel what he did was morally wrong. I couldn’t help but think that this had all the hallmarks of the very first regrouped TG gig at the Astoria – Gen threatening to walk out over money. His quitting would impact hugely on thousands of people. We were frantically trying to think of a way of preventing what would be a catastrophic and very costly end to TG.

         As texts and phone calls were frequently going unanswered, I emailed Gen at 8.15 a.m. the next morning to say how serious the situation was and would he reconsider, and if not to let me know as we had to make other arrangements urgently and I needed a reply from him before 3 p.m. to enable us to sort things out with everyone affected. He replied at 4 p.m. He was already at the departure gate waiting to board the plane back to New York. That short timeline between contacting us and his departure made us suspect that he’d bought a ticket before he sent us the ‘I’m quitting the tour’ email. He said that he felt it was impossible for him to suffer any financial shortfall. That was particularly galling as it implied that he thought it possible and agreeable (to him) that we three suffer a huge financial loss, as well as having to cope with the hellish mess that he left behind. But he did say he ‘loved TG, our music and us’, which didn’t make any sense in view of what he’d just done to us. As Sleazy wrote to him, ‘We are glad to hear you still love TG, the music we are making now, and us personally, but your actions and attitude do not seem to reflect this, which IS sad, and leaves us not knowing what you really think. To be honest we are more inclined to believe that your actions reflect your true feelings.’ 

         We hastily contacted the venues to offer a solution and limit damage as much as possible. The three of us offered to play as X-TG at Bologna and Porto. They agreed. Alas, Prague was cancelled altogether as Gen’s sudden walk-out had left us no time to prepare a replacement show for them. We put out a statement informing venues and fans that TG would not be performing because Gen wasn’t willing to perform in TG for the confirmed sold-out shows. We three and Paul had to deal with the backlash as best we could, and attempt to avoid us and Gen being sued for vast sums of money.

         I didn’t believe that Gen’s reason for quitting was because of Paul and neither did Chris or Sleazy. From years of dealing with Gen, we thought his quitting was another possible hollow threat. He never apologised or gave us or our fans the real reason for leaving. We couldn’t help but wonder if the TG regrouping had all just been about the money for him. I thought back to all the instances where money had cropped up and it seemed it most likely had been, with Gen saying during the working out of this last ‘tour’ that, ‘in terms of what we [his new terminology for ‘I’] get out of it, the fee is key’. The quitting drama rolled on, email after email, as we tried to figure out what had made Gen do this and where we were to go from here.

         TG live performances had been problematic in so much as me, Chris and Sleazy embraced the original ethos of TG being musically flexible, innovative and improvised. We were fired up about the prospect of working together again and had invested in different hardware gadgets, effects units and software to give us as large a palette to work from as possible. We were like kids in a candy store when our research bore fruit and we got a new piece of gear. Every TG gig saw a different equipment set-up for the three of us. We wanted to create new works and not just perform TG’s ‘greatest hits’ – much as many fans and promoters wanted us to. TG as a whole could gel incredibly well on old songs but we were now incompatible with Gen when it came to venturing into new territory. We three would be soaring off into sound oblivion and Gen would be on the sidelines despite our efforts to include him. I guess no matter what Gen wrote to us in emails about working ‘together’ like in the old TG days, it never became a reality simply because he was in a different musical mindset from us three. Inevitably, even though Gen said he wasn’t comfortable with performing old TG tracks, we ended up playing them because the alternative (new material) was more uncomfortable for him.

         The democratic foundation of TG should have prevented the situation Gen put us all in. But Gen had ignored that and acted independently by leaving without first consulting us or giving us the chance to discuss his problem – but then he played the democracy card to demand that, whatever we three decided to do in response to the awful predicament he’d created (playing without him as X-TG), we must have his agreement. That wasn’t democracy. The fans and promoters happily and gratefully accepted X-TG. As far as TG was concerned, there were other commitments we had to fulfil, but those would have to wait until we returned from Europe.

         
            1 November 2010

            Very excited that the re-released Chris & Cosey vinyl albums will be out!! I can’t see much time to rest between now and next May as there are so many other big projects in the pipeline. A lot of recorded material awaiting final mixing and release. What more can I say? Life is gloriously rich in so many ways.

         

         It was so good to have the joy of the Chris & Cosey re-releases and the prospect of playing the old C&C tracks live again in the new year was something positive to really look forward to. Plus X-TG was feeling and sounding great. Gen’s quitting email had been a Gen hand grenade too many for Sleazy, and one he was thankful for as it signalled an end to all the aggravation we’d endured. It was as if a heavy weight had been lifted from Sleazy’s shoulders. We three had the opportunity to explore and experiment together, and Sleazy bombarded me and Chris with ideas for X-TG logos, sounds and future plans. Me and Chris felt the relief too and wholeheartedly embraced our new X-TG collaborative relationship.

         Sleazy was so chipper about it that he accidentally sent his honest opinion of Gen quitting TG to Gen by mistake, saying, ‘My first impression is that it could be exactly what we want … I personally am not inclined to try to change his mind.’ It became known as the ‘LOL’ email – the term Sleazy used as his apology to Gen for the slip-up. With the Bologna show just four days away, we had to work fast to get a new X-TG set together. We worked right up to – and on the day of – the first performance.

         X-TG and crew arrived in Bologna, checking into a very swish hotel. Sleazy came to our room and flopped on to our bed, munching our snacks and generally making himself totally at home. He was happy and relaxed. We’d put together material not only for the shows but more that we could use for a future X-TG album. Sleazy was keen to do vocals and asked if I minded. I didn’t object. We had no intention of including conventional vocals, and we were open to change as we went along. No limits, no egos to hinder us.

         Sleazy had his new vocal instruments to use: a touch-sensitive, circular spoked wheel with light fixed to his microphone; an air tube running through an effects unit; as well as a regular microphone that he used to feed vocal sounds through an audio processor. When we walked on stage in Bologna, the place was crammed with people. We were greeted with applause, much affection and an atmosphere of excited expectation. The gig was extreme, loud, sonically overpowering, and how I imagined the soundtrack would be to some hellish journey into outer space. I was in my element, my whole body seemed melded with the sound, and the audience response was just as intense and glorious.

         A day off in Bologna was a treat we all deserved and we had no unexpected dramas to deal with. The only problem was that I’d pulled a muscle in my back, or so I thought. I tried walking to relieve the pain and we went out for coffee, Sleazy having a beer and musing on doing more X-TG gigs. He’d been sleeping for up to fourteen hours a day, which didn’t sound right or healthy, but he was so upbeat and I put it down to him catching up on rest after the frantic two weeks we’d just had. The day we flew to Porto was my birthday. Chris had secretly brought cards and presents with him to make my day as special as he could. I loved him for that. I received lots of emailed birthday wishes too – and one from Gen. The first in over thirty years. Was he serious? I was in agony with my back, but still out gigging, trying to recoup money from his fucking off and leaving us in the shit.

         The venue for Porto was the ultra-modern Casa da Música concert hall and we waited outside the hotel for our pick-up to the gig. A car drew up and the driver leaned out: ‘Taxi for Pulsing Crystal.’ Fabulous name – we knew he meant Throbbing Gristle. My back was painfully uncooperative and I couldn’t get into the car. I had to walk the thankfully shortish distance from the hotel to the venue, with someone carrying my bag. In light of the already revised line-up for the gig, there was no way I could pull out. The gig was sold out, a blast – it felt as good as Bologna, and a success with the audience too.

         
            9 November 2010

            We’re back from two successful shows as X-TG. Full house and great response so we’re all very happy about the start of the transition.

         

         The return flight and train journey home made my back worse. It had locked up completely by the time I tried to get out of bed the next morning. Chris took me to the doctor’s clinic at our local hospital. The assessment examination was painful. I was sent home with muscle relaxants and painkillers that knocked me out for a couple of hours. When I woke up I couldn’t put any weight on my left leg – the pain was excruciating. It was like someone had run me through with a sword from the sole of my left foot up the centre of my leg to my lower back. I just made it to a chair before I passed out.

         Chris rang for an ambulance. The paramedics were there in twelve minutes. I was hooked up to a heart monitor and drifting in and out of consciousness. Poor Chris must have thought he was in for a re-run of the Papworth cardiac crash. The paramedic asked me, ‘What’s your pain on a scale of one to ten, ten being childbirth?’

         I replied, ‘Nine.’

         He didn’t believe me, but not having gone through natural childbirth like me, how would he know and who was he to judge my pain tolerance? I ended up being taken to A&E, where they gave me more drugs that gave me little relief. I was by now shaking uncontrollably, sweating, throwing up and intermittently losing consciousness. It turned out that I’d had a reaction to the pain meds – I was intolerant to opiates. I hadn’t pulled a muscle at all, I’d herniated a disc in my lower back and had a pinched sciatic nerve. The treatment was to keep mobile, relaxed and no lifting or stretching for six months.

         
            17 November 2010

            Things have been a bit full on lately but as one door closes another opens. We three will be exploring our ideas now as X-TG. The stress of it all took its toll and Chris and me are in that post adrenaline phase after making good the TG commitments to fans and promoters. We had some dramas on our return but the worst is over.

         

         Sleazy was back in Thailand and intent on making X-TG work. He’d left a lot of his gear in the UK and his desk set up in our studio ready for his return in a few weeks’ time. In place of what would have been the scheduled TG performance, we were booked to play ATP Festival in Minehead as X-TG on 3 December. Sleazy was gathering together possible stage presentation ideas, new audio and visual instruments and talking of a 2011 X-TG tour of the USA, Japan, Canada and the UK, with an album and DVD release, and putting up an X-TG website. He saw X-TG as a new project for him. He wanted to put out a statement to the effect of ‘Now we have fulfilled the obligations of Throbbing Gristle’s live shows we will be moving forward as X-TG with all-new material for 2011 …’

         There was no guarantee against a repeat performance of what had just happened with TG and we didn’t want to revisit that amount of stress again. TG live was over but contracts for TG releases were still on the table so we had to find a way back for Gen, regardless of how we all felt about him. He excused his erratic behaviour and the consequential chaos it caused us by proclaiming, ‘I’m the chaos element’ – as if making our lives and TG regroupings difficult and hellish was a fun, prankster thing to bring to TG. Him walking out had been a shock. Sleazy emailed him: ‘I had not imagined this happening this soon but you seem to be fulfilling your role as “chaos element” with aplomb, as usual.’ How could TG come back from this?

         
            25 November 2010

            Bee called and I was sobbing. He was very sweet and reassured me Sleazy died peacefully. We spent all day just wandering around not knowing what to do, crying and unable to speak for choking up. Chris spoke with Paul, he is so shattered by the news.

         

         If we and others thought the Gen-quitting episode sealed the ending of TG, everyone had grossly overestimated his importance to the whole TG equation. It was Sleazy’s unexpected and untimely death that ended TG forever. Something none of us had anticipated would happen.

         When I got up on the morning of the 25th, I saw the red light flashing on the answerphone. There were three messages from Sleazy’s friend Bee in Thailand. I pressed ‘Play’. Bee’s soft voice said, ‘Cosey, please call me as soon as you can.’ His tone told me all I needed to know. I rang him and he answered quickly. ‘Darling …’ he said.

         ‘No, no, no. Please don’t say it,’ I sobbed. I wanted him to say anything but that Sleazy had died. I couldn’t bear the thought.

         As I cried uncontrollably, Bee gently told me what had happened. That Sleazy died in his sleep next to his lover and in his beloved Thailand home was a comfort I clung to as I tried to hold back the tears to talk to Bee. Knowing the TG situation, he asked if I wanted him to tell Gen. I said that I would tell him. It seemed the right thing to do. Chris had been stood in front of me with a look of shock and disbelief on his face as the awful reality of the phone conversation hit him. He came over and held me in his arms and we wept together. The sense of loss and grief was beyond any we’d felt before. Our hearts were broken. We’d lost Sleazy, our dearest, adored, loving, fun friend of thirty-six years, our fellow collaborator, experimentalist and explorer of life.

         Thailand was six hours ahead of UK time. Sleazy had died the evening of 24 November (UK time), just hours after my last email exchange with him about the ramifications of Gen’s walking out and how best to proceed – he’d just received an email from Gen and was vitriolic about him. Gen had still not apologised, which irked Sleazy as much as the financial shortfall incurred by Gen’s quitting: ‘The loss he caused came very close to me losing my house, possibly even my ability to stay in Thailand, which is true. He needs to understand his actions hurt his so-called friends.’

         Sleazy had been forced to cash in a life insurance policy to stave off the unthinkable scenario of leaving Thailand. It was Gen’s callous behaviour that hung foremost in my mind as I tried to deal with my despair at Sleazy dying and spending part of his very last day dealing with the aftermath of Gen quitting TG. So many ‘what if’s and ‘why’s.

         Grief is a strange thing: you have a need for an answer to what caused someone to die so suddenly. It was hard for me and Chris not to connect Sleazy’s heart attack with the immense stress levels of the past month and that day’s revisiting of them, which could likely have had some influence on his seeking escape from the TG mess in recreational indulgences. His lifestyle was at times excessively and dangerously hedonistic. I suspect that was a contributing factor to his death, which came sooner than he or anyone would have thought.

         The announcement of Sleazy’s death brought an enormous outpouring of shock, sadness, love, respect and condolences. Everyone was stunned and grief-stricken. Paul and Skot were a huge support to me and Chris through it all. Sleazy’s death was going to take a long time to get over.

         Chris was racked with sorrow – he couldn’t sleep and kept crying. It all seemed so unfair that Sleazy, who was such a warm and tender person, had been ripped from us all. His equipment table in our studio was still set up for his return for ATP. We couldn’t bring ourselves to take it down. That seemed too final an act. We preferred to kid ourselves that he was just off in Thailand and we’d see him soon. His presence lingered from when he stayed with us, which was both a comfort and a reminder that he would never be returning to make magic with us again. We’d shared so much excitement about X-TG. Sleazy had gone home with lots of new goodies and now they were just sitting abandoned in Thailand. That thought made us so very sad. Sleazy really hadn’t been ready to leave us yet.

         Two years after Sleazy’s death, I was asked to write a memoir of him and Geff for England’s Hidden Reverse. I decided not to have it included. This is an extract:

         
            From the moment I first met Sleazy at the Oval House in 1974 he was ‘family’ to me, no matter where we were or what we were doing, separately or together. We had an unspoken connection on so many levels. I don’t think either of us fully understood why, considering some of our differences, but we embraced the longevity and intimacy of our relationship, particularly during the regrouping of TG. We were both older and wiser then and the wounds of life have a way of making you treasure love in its many guises. His work with COUM and TG gave voice to his interests over and above what he could do with his creative ideas for Hipgnosis. Together we were incorrigible explorers of the unorthodox – the film After Cease to Exist being a prime example. That was a wonderful day. A near-derelict building, a willing ‘victim’ (Chris), the scene was set and we three were on a symbiotic roll. That key and precious unspoken connection between us all was there to the very end.

         

         
            4 December 2010

            Sleazy was cremated this morning (UK time) so we have had a contemplative morning. Amid many tears I wrote our farewell words to Sleazy last night to read out at the cremation. His ashes are to be taken out in boats by his friends and scattered into the sea. I’m still in a weird place with all this.

         

         I’d emailed Gen immediately after speaking with Bee to tell him about Sleazy. I hadn’t been able to enter into a dialogue with him. Maybe that was wrong of me but my feelings towards him were still so negative, my emotions over Sleazy so very raw. We had yet to assess the TG losses, the deepest unimaginable loss being Sleazy. Gen had been in touch about the future of TG. There was a lot to sort out as we’d been on the verge of signing assorted agreements with Cargo, White Cube and state51. Sleazy was so far away, being cared for and having all his funeral arrangements made by his Thai friends.

         His cremation took place the day X-TG would have played ATP. It had happened so quickly, before we really fully had time to consider travelling to Bangkok. It was odd that we and his biological family weren’t in Thailand with him. His ‘will’ was even odder, but that’s a whole other story.

         
            11 January 2011

            The ending of 2010 was so sad and cruel but now I’m just beginning to feel the resurgence of positive energies and it feels good. There are so many plans for this year, some that were laid last year and some new exciting projects that we’re utterly thrilled about … I have a LOT of work to do for the C&C ICA show … a shift in time to our earlier works … fun!

         

         If we’d needed something to lift our spirits, nothing could surpass the Chris & Cosey live performance and reception of the vinyl re-releases. We’d had a second bite of the cherry with TG and now with C&C. We were feeling more than blessed. The reinvigoration that Chris & Cosey brought, courtesy of Richard Clouston, was the antidote to the many losses of the past ten years. We wanted to celebrate our lives and those we’d lost, not mourn what we couldn’t have any more.

         The reactivating of Chris & Cosey propelled us into the realm of happiness and positivity again. We knew that C&C tracks were played regularly by DJs but hadn’t fully appreciated how much people still loved them. Richard had been asking us for years to play a Chris & Cosey live show for Cosey Club and we’d refused, wanting to concentrate on new work. With the C&C vinyl albums about to be released it seemed the perfect time and Richard asked again. We relented with a casual ‘OK’, thinking we’d do one show and that would be it.

         But we stumbled on a problem as soon as we started putting the set together. All the old C&C material we’d selected to play live relied on equipment we no longer had or sounds that were stored on old optical drives. It all needed to be digitally transferred. A combination of forensic editing, resampling and sourcing sounds and vintage equipment took over six weeks. That was more work than we’d assumed it would take but in a way it was a good thing because we hadn’t wanted to re-present the tracks with a thin 1980s sound. The old live video material was re-edited and remastered and synchronised live to the music. It was a neat but complex set-up that had taken weeks of programming and run-throughs until we were happy. We’d put together a set of songs that we’d loved playing live, starting slow, then building into 120 b.p.m. through to the end, finishing with ‘Dancing on Your Grave’, with the option for our classic ‘October (Love Song)’ as an encore.

         The C&C show was announced, billed as ‘Carter Tutti plays Chris & Cosey’, and sold out immediately. We seemed to be the only ones surprised. Also on the bill were Factory Floor and DJ sets from Trevor Jackson and Richard. We were a little apprehensive about performing our first C&C gig in ten years, the first gig since X-TG, and it being at the ICA in the same room we’d worked with Sleazy on the Desertshore sessions. We were with good people, though: Nick, Paul, Susan, Charlie, Terry, Richard and other friends. We dedicated the show to Sleazy.

         As soon as ‘Sleeping Stephen’ struck up, we were away on the crest of the C&C wave with everyone alongside us. I was singing, playing guitar, cornet, melodica and drum pads, and dancing as Chris drove the rhythms, sequencers and melodies. The atmosphere was intoxicating, the audience jubilant, and I was enjoying myself so much I almost forgot to play. I was so deliriously happy I thought I’d burst. We had to do an encore and the iconic first notes of ‘October (Love Song)’ sent the whole place shooting off the Richter scale. I’d never experienced that amount of love towards us both before.

         
            20 May 2011

            Materials from Gen’s archive and ‘a private collection’??? Is my name not allowed to be mentioned in public alongside Gen’s regarding his archive? I find this very odd if indeed this ‘private collection’ is referring to my framed pieces and the polaroid.

         

         The mastering and artworks for the TG re-releases had to be finished and delivered, as did a remix for S.C.U.M. (finally) and Billie Ray Martin, Tate Britain business and a gig for Mute’s ‘Short Circuit’ event at the Roundhouse in London. The Tate had a great exhibition – ‘The Scene Is Set’ – which was to include COUM and use works from both my and Gen’s archives. I’d received the text referring to COUM, and my loaned works had been acknowledged as from ‘a private collection’. As my magazine works and the Polaroid of me sitting on them at the ICA were being loaned to give context to Gen’s archive, I wasn’t pleased that my name had been omitted. I was effectively an anonymous ‘collector’.

         Gen’s tendency to make me all but invisible in COUM was a continuing irritant to me and others, and I took exception to what would seem a small, insignificant oversight to most people. Context is everything, that’s why my work was there, and I wasn’t going to be a silent facilitator. I was so glad that I’d insisted on the text amendment after the meeting to view Gen’s archive materials. I was to assist in providing information on the various letters, photographs, etc. that related to my own exhibits. When I looked at what the Tate had bought from Gen I was shocked and upset to see some of my personal letters, the photographs I’d taken and printed myself in my darkroom, and other personal objects laid out before me. Anger resurfaced and I wanted to reclaim them. It felt so wrong that what I considered to be mine could be sold by someone without my permission. I read and looked through them and reminisced, making affectionate comments about the stories behind them and thinking how sad it was that COUM had become marred by Gen’s increasing tendency to not give due credit to those involved in the co-creation of many shared past works.

         
            6 May 2011

            We had a pleasant 10 days after we returned from Europe with visits from Nick and Tatis, then Rose and Vicki. Now we’re behind on our preps for the Mute Roundhouse gig next Friday!! Nik arrives on Monday to go through the set with us then we’re all off to London for the show. It’ll be exciting to play live with someone new.

         

         As Mute label artists, me and Chris were asked to take part in the Mute ‘Short Circuit’ event at the Roundhouse in London. I looked on it as a celebration of their refound independence. They suggested we, like some of the other Mute artists, could collaborate with someone on the label. Our adrenaline started surging at the thought of a one-off gig where we could do anything we wanted, no expectation, no strings, just freedom to ‘play’, and with the idea of pursuing ‘Carter Tutti +’ as an additional outlet for further musical adventures.

         We decided against the more obvious choices and asked Nik Void. We knew from the Triptych Festival that she’d been on Mute as a member of KaitO and liked what she did with Factory Floor, and Chris really liked the idea of being flanked by two women on guitars. I sent Nik an email to see if she was interested. She wrote back straight away, thrilled by the idea. To keep things totally open to chance and our own ideas having free rein, we said we’d prepare the leanest of guide rhythms and run through them just twice in our studio to see how we all gelled before leaving to perform live together. Nik came to our studio for three days. Our compatibility was no problem at all. We were all caught a bit off guard by how intuitive it felt.

         The last time I was at the Roundhouse had been in 1974 for the COUM performance ‘Miners Catastrophe’, inspired by the volatile political climate of the time, with two general elections in quick succession after the first resulted in a hung parliament, and also the three-day week imposed due to industrial action by the miners. Since then the Roundhouse had been renovated and looked nothing like I remembered it in its ‘bare bones’ performing-arts-venue days. There were now two performance spaces, a large one and a small studio theatre. We were in the studio theatre with NON, Richard Kirk, Komputer and Balanescu Quartet.

         Richard’s set-up time had overrun due to problems with his equipment, so soundcheck was running later than late. We set up pretty quick, with Charlie doing PA sound for us. Fitting us all on to the stage was difficult, but we pulled together to make it work. All was going well until Balanescu Quartet turned up and demanded that the stage be cleared for them. After all the careful plugging in and placing of everyone’s gear we were all completely thrown by what they said, but more so by the way they said it – as if they were headlining and we were all just novice support acts that didn’t know how to play ‘real’ music. Their disrespectful attitude had affronted and angered artists and sound engineers alike. The situation started to escalate when one of the women performers with the quartet told Charlie to shut up, more or less saying he was of no importance to the discussion. I was ready to give her a verbal bollocking for being such a rude, arrogant bastard. Charlie was already red in the face and shouting at her. There were comments suggesting that someone should point out to the quartet that at least we all wrote and played our own music and our reputations weren’t founded on doing cover versions of Kraftwerk. The whole situation had to be calmed down.

         Everyone withdrew to the communal dressing room, where the atmosphere was warmer and more party-like, where friends, artists and Florian Schneider of Kraftwerk had no such delusions of grandeur. Nik had gone off to get her old guitar for Boyd to use with his electric drill, and me and Chris took a walk round the building, stopping off at the Dirty Electronics workshop and then the Schneiders Buero, who had a stand stacked with modular synths. Chris got ‘hands-on’ and I took a detour, leaving him to explore and no doubt place an order or two.

         We were due to perform after Komputer and Boyd (NON). The studio theatre was full, with a long line of very disappointed people stuck outside unable to get in. It was a shame the room was so small but the upside of it was that the sonic overload we created had more impact. It was good to see some familiar faces at the front, including our Nick, his girlfriend Tatis, Andrew, Joe Ahmed, Phil (P6), DIL23 and others, all grinning away and up for whatever we were to do. It was a wonderful feeling; the audience were so receptive and embraced the idea of us doing something new. Chris was centre stage, with me and Nik either side. He provided a constant 4/4 beat with extra rhythmic elements, which briefly and accidentally included his metronome tick-tocking away. The whole room locked into the unceasing rhythm, the metallic, forceful thrusting of my and Nik’s guitars and the random bizarre sounds that cut across the pulsing beats or locked into them, driving them furiously forward. From the get-go the audience were totally with us. What we’d thought was a one-off show had unintentionally created a demand for more, as well as another grouping configuration as Carter Tutti Void.

         Two months after Mute’s ‘Short Circuit’ we were back at the Roundhouse. This time it was Chris playing with Factory Floor to fill in for Dom, who was on paternity leave. Chris had already played at the Primavera festival for them as well. We met up with Nik and she introduced us to her new boyfriend, Tim (Burgess), and we all sat down to have dinner together, chatting away. Watching Chris play was a treat for me as I hadn’t seen him perform without me since pre-TG days.

         Me and Chris stayed over in London as I was taking part in an informal discussion at the Royal College of Art about the medium of pornography. I had to do a quick mindset change as I headed off from there to the ICA for a seminar based around the issues raised by Simon Reynolds’ new book, Retromania, about the trend for bands re-forming, the demand for retro music and what the future held for music and art. It was appropriate for me, having regrouped with TG and my now revisiting Chris & Cosey music.

         There was still much to do on the TG back catalogue re-releases – artworks for five separate albums on vinyl, CD and download meant fifteen lots of mastering and artworks. Their release had been agreed back in 2010, before Sleazy died. Sleazy had announced the re-releases via his blog: ‘I can confirm that TG will continue to complete all existing contracts, sales, ongoing negotiations and the recording/delivery obligations already in place.’ So me and Chris were to proceed with the production and deliver to Cargo.

         Gen had emailed Cargo to reassure them that, despite him quitting TG, he would fully support the deal with press and PR. We felt that our working relationship with Gen was no longer tenable. Even so, we involved him, but through Paul. The format for the TG packaging was agreed, including an eight-page colour booklet of unpublished photos, TG interviews, reviews and ephemera relating to each album, all taken from my and Chris’s archive. We’d asked Gen to contribute to the booklet and he’d offered material, but we received nothing. The albums were finally released at the end of October and got fantastic reviews.

         
            9 October 2011

            Far too much going on here that I’ve had to retreat to remain sane and healthy. The memorial for Sleazy has proved far more emotional than expected having been in contact with his brother and sister. Coil world is a tangled web as expected.

         

         We talked mostly with Paul about the best way to make Sleazy’s memorial a celebration and the happiest of gatherings, as far as possible, considering the sadness and everyone’s sensitivities. Sleazy had led a compartmentalised life and kept his different worlds separate. We decided that all his family and his collaborators in music and film should be brought together, much as that would have freaked him out.

         The memorial took place at the Horse Hospital in Bloomsbury, London, founded by Roger Burton – a most befitting and intimate venue as it had historic links with ‘the underground’, be it film, readings, writing, art or fashion. Me and Chris arrived in London mid-afternoon and made our way to a pub close by the Horse Hospital. We were meeting Paul, Susan and Terry to set up the space in time for everyone arriving at 7 p.m.

         One of Sleazy’s close friends, Jenks, had recently got in touch with us. He was from Manchester, a fellow plain-speaking Northerner. Meeting him for the first time brought me and Chris some comfort and peace as he told us first-hand what had happened to Sleazy. I felt at ease with him. He joined us all as we prepared the room, placing the photo books I’d made on a long table, hanging strings of blue, white, red, green and yellow Tibetan Buddhist prayer flags. The photos were also projected on to a large screen so Sleazy was there for us as a constant visual presence. To one side of the screen, Paul and Susan had set a small table with a large photo of Sleazy, a candle and two vases of flowers.

         We knew it would be an emotional day as we hadn’t seen some of our friends since that fateful event. There were lots of tears but also so many smiling faces as everyone recounted their often hilarious and crazy Sleazy experiences to one another, to the accompaniment of Sleazy’s iPod music library – which included the usual suspects and some not so usual, like ‘It’s Raining Men’ by the Weather Girls. It was heartwarming to see his sister and brothers, who were sat with one of the books, going through the photos one by one, piecing together the parts of Sleazy’s life they hadn’t known about. It was clear that they all adored him, so anyone who had suggested he was ostracised from his family and doubted my inviting them had been totally wrong. For one thing, had his sister Anne not come along, we would never have known the extraordinary revelation that she had lived next door to Susan in Buffalo and bought some of Susan’s music books from her mother when Susan moved to the UK. They were both astounded at that coincidence. Meeting his family and other friends of Sleazy’s filled in so many gaps for me and Chris too. No matter what had transpired concerning Sleazy’s affairs since his death, I wanted them to suspend their differences for those few hours.

         I took the prayer flags home and hung them in our garden to blow in the Norfolk winds, as a symbol of Sleazy’s passing, peace and harmony.

         
            12 February 2012

            We’re gradually working our way through the TG ‘Desertshore’ recording. Only a quarter way into it and wondering what reception we are condemned to receive for our efforts. One day we don’t give a damn what people say and the next we wonder if we’re wasting our time, ideas and energies. I guess we’re ultimately driven by our obligation to Sleazy to fulfil this project for him. Be good to finally push the TG boat out to sea from the ‘Desertshore’ and wave a final farewell.

         

         The Desertshore project conceived by Sleazy was unfinished when he died. With Gen having walked out, and then losing Sleazy, TG in its original form was no more and we felt that it would be a fitting memorial to Sleazy to complete his project and release it on Industrial Records as the final Throbbing Gristle album. Me and Chris made a commitment to that end – we’d had numerous email and Skype conversations with Sleazy about how it would finally sound so we could carry on from where he left off, using his files and remaining true to how he had envisaged it. That caused us problems because Sleazy had moved a long way from the ICA recordings and was no longer using the backing tracks from those sessions. He’d always regarded them as a reference and he was about to start recording guest vocalists, as he had originally intended back in 2006. He wasn’t going to use any of Gen’s vocals – they were to be consigned to history, or, as he said, ‘I’m not having that cunt anywhere near Desertshore.’

         Knowing how Gen wanted his vocals included on the album, me and Chris were in a difficult position, torn between realising Sleazy’s last work as he had wanted it and Gen’s feelings at not being on it. Gen wanted to work with us on Desertshore but we no longer felt a creative relationship with him was possible, especially as we were still trying to resolve outstanding issues from him quitting. But we were willing to finish the project, especially as Sleazy had always intended that Chris do the final production on it for him.

         We were given an ultimatum by Gen: he said that if his ICA vocals weren’t on the album, we couldn’t release it using the name Throbbing Gristle. Desertshore discussions turned into being all about his vocals and my and Chris’s right to use the name of TG, and not about the most important thing of all – that Desertshore was a memorial work to Sleazy. We wanted to honour Sleazy’s wishes but it looked like we’d have to make compromises and so proposed that we work some of Gen’s vocals from the ICA into one or more of the songs alongside the guest vocalists.

         Gen didn’t like that idea and said that, if we removed his voice, altered the music without his consent, or if we used other vocalists, we couldn’t release it as a TG record. He was fixated on the ICA version of Desertshore, wrongly thinking that we were reworking those recordings, and seemed convinced we were plotting to exclude him from the final album. We weren’t. Sleazy already had. The ICA version was a completely separate piece to what Sleazy had worked towards and wanted as the final release. Gen wasn’t on any of Sleazy’s latest Desertshore audio files, which we were working from, so we couldn’t ‘remove’ his voice or music – simply because they weren’t even there to remove.

         We were getting nowhere and the deadline for delivering parts was looming, so as Gen wouldn’t agree to us including him in a way that suited the project we made a last-ditch attempt to use the TG name for Sleazy. We offered Gen royalties, even though he wasn’t on the record. He was immovable. It was his presence on the album or nothing.

         We could have gone ahead and used the name Throbbing Gristle – to all intents and purposes we were the only remaining members and had the required majority vote – but that would have caused havoc and tainted what was supposed to be a tender, loving gesture to our dearest friend. To prevent more stress and arguments, and to avoid submitting to Gen changing Sleazy’s wishes, we decided to release Desertshore as X-TG. After all, that was more reflective of the reality of the TG situation at its end, and we could keep Desertshore as the work Sleazy had wanted it to be.

         Throughout 2011, me and Chris had spent much of our spare time compiling all the audio parts and recording the guest vocalists from Sleazy’s list, ready for mixing and mastering Desertshore. We had to make sense of his idiosyncratic electronic filing system, which took a while, as did learning to use some of the equipment he’d bought specifically for the album. I’d already recorded and sent Sleazy my vocals for ‘All That Is My Own’ and ‘My Only Child’, so our next step was to approach the guest vocalists, Blixa Bargeld, Antony (Anohni), Sasha Grey, Marc Almond and Gaspar Noé. Everyone graciously agreed to contribute without hesitation. Blixa recorded his vocals in Germany as we liaised via phone throughout the day. He was incredibly generous and recorded amazing vocals for all the tracks bar ‘Le Petit Chevalier’, gallantly apologising that he didn’t consider his French good enough.

         Gaspar had agreed to do the French vocals for ‘Le Petit Chevalier’. He was the only guest vocalist who came to our studio to record, the only one who had never sung before, and it was to be the first time we’d all met. We only knew him through emailing and from him using our music in his films. Having seen his work, we wondered what he’d be like. Maybe he thought the same about us because of our history. We picked him up from the train station in our car and by the time we got to our house we were talking about everything from conspiracy theories to sex and beyond. When it came to recording he was a little nervous, but we looked on him not having sung before as a plus. He could do whatever he wanted and he had a great low, gravelly voice that suited the nuances of the French language so well, and was the opposite of Ari’s ten-year-old little-boy voice on Nico’s original version of the track.

         We got all the great material we needed surprisingly quickly and had a relaxed and great day together into the bargain. Sasha lived in LA, so recorded her vocals to ‘Afraid’ to a guide track we gave her and sent us a heartfelt vocal interpretation that was so different from everything else we’d received so far and reflected the sparse arrangement we had in place. Anohni’s vocals for ‘Janitor of Lunacy’ were incredibly beautiful and sent shivers down our spines when we heard them. They were so inspiring that they took the final track in a different direction entirely. The same happened with Marc’s vocals on ‘The Falconer’, which were heart-wrenchingly emotional, and he’d also given us extra harmonies and vocal parts to work with.

         The last track on the album was to be ‘Desertshores’, a spoken farewell from Sleazy’s close friends, saying to him, ‘Meet me on the desertshore.’

         Everyone had been so kind, obliging and supportive. The final arrangements and mixing of each track took a shockingly short time. It was as if we were conduits for some unseen force channelling ideas for marrying sounds with emotions, as if magic were involved. We’d look at one another, big smiles on our faces and wide-eyed in amazement that it was finding its form so readily – as if it was meant to be.

         
            *

         

         Mute had recorded the Carter Tutti Void performance at the Roundhouse using a high-end mobile recording studio. The quality and sound were superb and there were immediate calls for us to release it. With so much else going on, we decided to put it out on Mute and had OK’d the test pressings, having delivered audio masters and artworks back in December. The title was Transverse – as in the interaction of both the sounds cutting across one another and Nik cutting across the bow of Carter Tutti.

         We all wanted the cover to be entirely different from what any of us had done before and had exchanged ideas as we each travelled between our separate gigs. I liked the idea of the cover representing indefinability: it fitted the concept of the live performance but I also thought it would be good to have something that ‘moved’ amid the other CDs and vinyl albums in the racks. We chose a black-and-white graphic that created the optical illusion of the cover being three-dimensional and appearing to move.

         We’d done interviews to help promote the album and the reviews were starting to appear, and they just kept on coming. I’ve never been one to bother about reviews, but the sheer number was staggering, as was the positive consensus. Booking enquiries started coming in for CTV to perform. We’d all been caught unawares by the reaction, just as me and Chris had been by the revisiting of Chris & Cosey.

         
            7 April 2012

            The day went so well. Such a joyous relaxed atmosphere. Informal after wedding gathering at a nearby bar/restaurant was just such fun. So many of Nick’s friends came along and that really really made me happy to see and hear the genuine love and affection they had for each other.

         

         The party of sixty family and friends gathered at Islington Town Hall, London, for Nick and Tatis’s wedding. It was a sunny day, if a bit blustery, and we waited for Tatis to arrive. She looked beautiful in an elegant, tailored, ivory-coloured, below-knee-length dress, looking worried as she was a bit late. Nick was in a cobalt-blue suit, as Tatis’s traditional ‘something blue’. They both looked stunning and glowed with happiness – even the ladies officiating the ceremony were cheery and happy.

         The reception as such was at a bistro bar called Browns, just around the corner but too long a walk in high heels. Me, Chris, Nick, Tatis and two of Nick’s friends piled into a black cab. ‘Browns, please.’ But we seemed to be going a long way round. ‘You’re going the wrong way, mate,’ Nick said.

         ‘Browns, right?’ the cabbie said.

         Then it clicked. He was taking us to Browns the lap-dancing club, which some wedding parties went on to after their ceremonies. I knew it as the Horns from my stripping days. Definitely not the place to go or be reminded of on Nick’s wedding day. We’d arranged a buffet and put a tab on the bar. Nick’s best man, Chesney, did the usual brief speech, which was humorously and boisterously shouted down after a few minutes. I noticed Tatis go outside to call her mother. Her family couldn’t travel from Colombia and I felt for her on such a special day.

         The wedding day had gone well – there’d been no drama to speak of. That was to happen two days later, when I broke my foot. This was now the fourth time I’d broken the same foot and it was certainly the most painful. Previous breaks, once in a cast and supported, were hardly troublesome as far as the level of pain was concerned. No one had told me I’d also damaged tendons, ligaments and muscles, which each brought their own separate long-term challenges as they healed.

         
            21 April 2012

            Today is the first day my broken foot feels any better. The swelling has gone down a bit and the throbbing too. I’ve felt quite ill with it – whether that’s shock to the system or not I don’t know but it really depressed me. That and being totally dependent on Chris. A single-storey dwelling is looking more and more attractive.

         

         A downstairs bathroom suddenly made an appearance at the top of our to-do list. This latest break had given us both a wake-up call about possible mobility problems in our older years. Neither of us liked the idea of going up and down the stairs on our backsides or installing a stairlift. We had images of it breaking down halfway, like in Phoenix Nights.

         The plastic cast the hospital gave me was a fantastic bit of kit. It had airbags that you inflated and deflated to adjust the support. Seeing as I was to be in it for up to twelve weeks, I bought another, shorter version to do the forthcoming French gig in. I’d broken my foot just in time to avoid the no-fly window. Lucky me. The gig could go ahead.

         My injury, though inconvenient and uncomfortable, paled into insignificance compared to what Xeni Jardin was going through. She’d been diagnosed with breast cancer and was undergoing chemotherapy treatment. I’d liked Xeni from our first meeting in LA for the TG interview with Boing Boing. She had a vibrancy and zest for life that was now being put to the worst test. We’d written to one another over the years and through Twitter – which was where she chose to document her experience. Our personal email exchanges were deeply moving. I offered what support I could from so far away. Out of the blue she sent me and Chris a recording of the chemo machine from her last session. She likened the machines to an eight-track tape recorder and was recording each chemo treatment as reference for writing about it later when her brain was less compromised by the drugs.

         The same day as Xeni’s email, I’d received one from the ICA inviting me to contribute a twenty-minute audio work for ‘Soundworks’, based on the theme of time and the immateriality of audio recordings, which was to tie in with the Bruce Nauman exhibition ‘Days’ – seven voices randomly reciting the days of the week.

         The installation was about the passing and measure of time, something that Xeni was connecting with at such a deep level with her recordings of the chemo timeline, the repetitive rhythm of the machine as it fed her drip after drip of precise doses of toxic chemicals that caused a strange feeling, as if time were morphing. Xeni’s machine-noise recording had such depth – it held within it the potential for life, an extension of time, and the timing of the emails was too serendipitous to ignore. But I was sensitive to Xeni’s feelings. I wrote to her and explained my idea of creating a work based on her chemo-machine recording. I didn’t want to come across as intrusive. Xeni’s response was exceptional: she’d hoped I’d do something with the recording and embraced the prospect of creating a work from her ordeal. She sent me further recordings to work with and I also used the documentary photos she’d taken of herself, inputted into software to transform them into sound. My approach was to attempt to evoke the feelings she’d described to me of being submerged in another time zone.

         I sent the finished piece to Xeni. I was worried that it may depress her in some way, remind her of suffering the nausea and pain. She listened to it over and over and wrote to me to say that I’d captured the feeling so well and how happy she was that her intimate, painful experience had made its way into my art, become something beautiful and a source of strength for her. I felt privileged to have been able to bring some light to her darker days. The piece was called ‘Bioschismic’ and released to the world on the ICA website.

         
            4 October 2012

            TG business has been so bad that whenever I get a chance NOT to discuss it I take it … When you try and try to make things amicable for the sake of TG legacy and Sleazy’s memory and to no avail, it’s exhausting. Then you get slagged off on the internet and accused of things you haven’t done … this year has been mammoth crazy.

         

         The Desertshore official release date of 25 November was announced in September. It was a double album release, Desertshore and The Final Report, recordings we three as X-TG had made together in our studio. The artwork echoed back to TG’s first album, Second Annual Report, being white and simple. The two albums were represented in the artwork as well: the vinyl and CD front and back covers were divided in two (top and bottom), one half matt with the title Desertshore in spot varnish, and the other half in gloss varnish with a matt The Final Report. The accompanying booklet was likewise divided in two, each half giving information on one album, and included a postcard as a nod to the first termination of TG. We produced a special limited edition on white vinyl in a two-tone grey slipcase with a photograph of X-TG signed by me and Chris.

         Desertshore had been a mammoth task, emotionally and practically. The production costs were very high but to us it was a labour of love so profit didn’t really feature. Now that it was an X-TG release too any loss wouldn’t affect Gen.

         Negotiations for a settlement of the 2010 TG ‘tour’ losses were still hovering in the background like a black cloud, and were not helped by an interview with Gen back in February in which he was reported as saying he was suing me and Chris over the TG re-releases, that we hadn’t had his permission for them or paid him. He omitted to say that there were thousands of pounds’ worth of outstanding TG ‘tour’ losses that he’d refused to accept any responsibility for and which we hadn’t reconciled yet.

         In consideration of that and Gen’s objections over Desertshore we’d done all we could to avoid any possible unnecessary disruption to what was, for us, a lasting token of remembrance for Sleazy. But within hours of the announcement being posted, Gen took to social media to publicly whinge and repeat his previous unfounded accusations. But what was worst of all was his call for people not to buy Sleazy’s memorial album: ‘DESERTSHORE is NOT a legitimate TG release. BOYCOTT it.’ Why would anyone do that? It was clearly an X-TG album. We and so many others had done this for Sleazy. I was upset and angry that Gen had portrayed himself as a victim. Not a word about Sleazy. It was a selfish, contemptible and disrespectful thing to do. Gen followed up his boycott tweets with an email to Cargo advising them not to release the album and that he was preparing a legal letter.

         We released the album for Sleazy. 

         
            8 December 2012

            We still can’t believe this year’s successes. We have two albums that have been in 2012 albums of the year (some at times listed together) and CTV got in top lists for cover design. I guess it would be a good time to bow out, i.e. if we didn’t already have more to do. The amount of press we’ve had has been staggering. CTV is up to 81 reviews that we know of and the TG re-releases and X-TG are climbing up there too. Previously you’d be happy to get 3 or 4.

         

         Our last gig of the year was performing as Chris & Cosey at Berghain club in Berlin. Nick came with us, and Richard and other friends made the trip to watch us, which made it very special, like a birthday treat. Berghain is regarded as one of the world’s best nightclubs, famous for its excellent sound system, events that go on into the next day, its rigorous door policy, its historic gay fetish club roots, and much debauchery and hedonism – a larger and more industrial version of Heaven in London. It was perfect for us.

         The Tuesday after my birthday, me and Chris were in London doing a CTV interview with Nik and signing Desertshore photos. The promotion for the X-TG album was in full swing and going strong, even making the front page of the Guardian as their album of the week. I was thrilled for Sleazy and everyone who’d contributed and supported us.

         A live Q&A we did at Rough Trade East gave us a measure of how our work on Sleazy’s behalf had been received by the many hard-core TG fans that attended. The audience were so very grateful that we’d gone ahead with the album. It was good to talk about Sleazy with a lighter heart, having fulfilled our promise to him. The whole process of creating the tracks had served to put to rest a lot of the pain of losing him. At first we’d choke up or cry when we heard his voice, especially the last message he left on our answerphone, then we started smiling and laughing more at his endearing mannerisms. He would have laughed his head off with glee and disbelief that the album made the UK charts at no. 40 and was in numerous ‘Albums of the Year’ lists. With such an unbelievably great reception and reviews, we felt our decision to complete and release the album had been fully vindicated. I toasted Sleazy with the last of his bottle of vintage port that had sat in our kitchen since 2010, when he’d left for Bangkok and never come back.

         
            8 January 2013

            We’re going to rationalise our schedule for this year. Talk of us performing in the USA again but we will push it to spring 2014. We have much recording we want to do and too many live gig offers. We’re at the stage of needing the money live work brings, loving them but not having the energy of youth. Sigh.

         

         There comes a time when, whether you like it or not, your body tells you to slow down. Much as everyone hates that moment, it’s a reality we all face. But to reach a point of physical limitation is tough when you so want to carry on and do more. We weren’t alone: other artists we worked with at festivals were reaching burn-out point – and some of them were twenty years younger than us. The schedules for playing live can be unforgivingly physically demanding. Trouble is, there’s nothing that can compare with when you’re on stage, lost in the magic of music with an audience that is with you all the way.

         The other conundrum was that, while we were gigging, we weren’t recording, and that really bothered us. We had a stack of unreleased material and files of ideas.

         An interim measure presented itself. I was cooking in the kitchen and Chris was in the studio going through our Carter Tutti ideas. The studio door was open and I heard a rhythm and melody clip. ‘That’s it! That’s it!’ I shouted at him, and rushed into the studio. ‘Don’t change a thing. That rhythm and melody is it – it’s awesome,’

         We worked for the rest of the day building a track from a small rhythm clip and hint of melody, as well as sampling an old metal (Coolicon) lightshade, like the one Delia Derbyshire had used for sound in the 1960s when she worked at the BBC Radiophonic Workshop. The track became our Carter Tutti single ‘Coolicon’. That would serve as a taster for our next Carter Tutti album and we’d play it live as the last song of our ‘Carter Tutti plays Chris & Cosey’ gigs – and to signal that we would be moving on from performing the older Chris & Cosey material.

         We took the train from King’s Lynn to King’s Cross for a lunchtime meeting with Paul to discuss our 2013 schedule. We met at the usual place, Costa Coffee in York Way, affectionately known to us as ‘the TG office’. It was where we held most of our meetings, it being so conveniently close to King’s Cross station.

         We’d had some great offers for gigs and projects and we hated having to turn them down, particularly Phil Collins (the Turner Prize artist), who wanted us to collaborate with him for his show in Cologne. Clashing dates and deadlines can be so aggravating. From our first live performance of our ‘Carter Tutti plays Chris & Cosey’ material back in February 2011, we’d been inundated with gig requests and spent the best part of that year and 2012 performing at sold-out shows and music festivals around the world. It looked likely that 2013 would be the same.

         Working non-stop doesn’t leave a lot of time for a social life either. What little spare time we had we used for quiet time together and seeing family. Not being able to go to see Pam Hogg’s collection at London Fashion Week was a huge disappointment for us. We would have loved to be there, especially to see the English National Ballet dancing to Carter Tutti Void music.

         Sometimes we get lucky, though, and timing is on our side. David from KOKO club, a friend of Richard’s, got in touch on behalf of an old friend of ours, Scumeck Sabottka. We’d known Scumeck since the 1980s, when he’d tour-managed us for C&C gigs in Germany. Reading his name again triggered such fond memories of fun times.

         Scumeck was now the agent and coordinator for Kraftwerk’s live performances and he invited us to the Saturday-night Man-Machine show and after-party at the Tate Modern. I’d intended to get tickets as a birthday treat for Chris but they were like gold dust. Scumeck really made our day. Having played that space, we knew how tricky the sound could be, but they nailed it, helped by the twenty-four or more speakers around the hall. The show was perfection. Immaculate presentation, and the synchronised 3D visuals were mind-blowing. The entire audience stood in 3D glasses, staring and looking up, watching and listening to such influential master craftsmen of sound. It was mesmerising. We had a fabulous evening and saw loads of friends and music colleagues. The Kraftwerk show will forever be etched in my memory and I doubt, for me, that it could ever be bettered.

         
            12 July 2013

            I got the confirmation from Andrew that Tate Britain ratified the acquisition of three of my works. Yeah!! I’m very happy it’s all finally gone through … I’m hoping that as we wind down the live performances I can get more focused on the art projects I have listed on my much neglected ‘to do’ list! We’ll be poorer without the gig money but fulfilled in the most meaningful ways.

         

         My work had been acquired by other museums and respected private collectors but I was particularly pleased to get confirmation that three of my works were now in the Tate Britain permanent collection: two of my 1970s magazine actions (‘Alpha No.5’, ‘Exposure Vol. 2 No.7’) and the recent 2010 work, ‘Confessions Projected’. Not that being ‘accepted’ was or is a goal with any of my work; neither is acknowledgement or ‘success’. I always think that, once released, it will find its place in culture at the right time – over thirty years, in my case. At least, unlike some, I’ve lived to see that happen.

         On a lighter and earthier note, who would have thought my vegetable-growing would be of interest to the wider world, but apparently it was. The Quietus was doing a documentary series of ‘At Leisure’ films with, amongst others, Stephen Morris of New Order with his military vehicles, Tim Burgess, Steve Ignorant of Crass on his lifeboat duties, and me talking about growing vegetables organically. Films about what we all did in our downtime from music, art or other public activities. Getting down and being at one with nature is how I unwind. To help generate life from seed and soil is a gratifying feeling. A mutually beneficial collaboration. Luke Turner, who interviewed me, knew a little about plants and enough about me to make it interesting.

         Our garden was a popular film location – me and Nik had been interviewed by Red Bull Music Academy sat at our picnic bench. It was for the publication For the Record, fifteen conversations between artists who they felt had influenced the way people listen to music. I was initially approached after my Red Bull talk in London and I was supposed to discuss the physicality of music with Stephen O’Malley of Sunn O))). Disappointingly, he couldn’t do it. I proposed Nik. Todd, who was moderating, provided some good comments for our conversation. It was enlightening listening to Nik talk at length about her approach to making music.

         The summer of 2013 was shaping up to be the sunniest ever, metaphorically speaking – and for the most part literally. We released ‘Coolicon’ as a 10" vinyl single, which sold out, forcing a re-press. The reviews were so good and affirmed the direction we wanted to go in for our next Carter Tutti album. I just kept wondering how everything could be going so well – and when I’d be brought down to earth.

         
            4 September 2013

            Yesterday we got a signed-for 7 page legal letter from a UK solicitor working on Gen’s behalf claiming against IR, and me and Chris as individuals for copyright infringement and damages regarding the TG re-releases. We are advised to make a ‘substantial response with a satisfactory settlement offer’ by 5pm on 16th September. It’s all so unnecessary and especially nasty suing me and Chris individually …

         

         The doorbell rang. Our friendly postman stood there smiling. ‘One to be signed for today. Looks official.’

         I wondered what it could be. As I opened the envelope and saw the first few lines I called Chris from the studio. ‘It looks like that legal letter Gen was preparing last year has finally arrived.’

         There’s nothing like a signed-for legal letter to get your attention. We both read through the pages, our jaws dropping at Gen’s temerity to accuse us of copyright infringement over the TG re-releases. Considering how many copyright infringements we’d suffered in relation to those past TG bootlegs, Gen’s legal letter was risible. Documentation existed that he knew about which supported the TG re-releases. We’d wondered why he’d been quiet for so long about reconciling the impasse over the TG ‘tour’ losses. Now we knew. All we’d had from Gen in the past months was a polite request for paperwork he said he needed for the IRS. I could be forgiven for thinking that may have been him garnering information for his lawyer.

         We talked to Paul and took legal advice. Gen’s legal letter contained inaccuracies and omitted pertinent information that would cast doubt on the claims of so-called copyright infringement. But his legal letter did include confirmation that Gen had left Throbbing Gristle in 2010. Finally his leaving TG was officially confirmed. We supplied supporting documentation in a thirty-page response, refuting all the accusations Gen made against us. Paul suggested and arranged a follow-up meeting with Gen’s lawyer, both to save a lot of time and because we and Paul weren’t sure that the lawyer possessed many of the relevant facts about the claims Gen had made.

         Paul met the lawyer at the firm’s office in London but it didn’t go very well. Paul left the offices saying all further communication should be in writing. It had been a brief meeting and it was the last we heard from the lawyer.

         Coincidentally and ironically, Spydeee was in correspondence with Gen about why Gen had infringed his copyright, after Gen had released a COUM album that included Spydeee without informing him or acquiring his permission to do so. It was Spydeee’s run-in with Gen that brought me and Spydeee back together. He’d emailed Gen asking for an explanation and then wrote to me to ask for my advice on Gen’s response … which I understood hadn’t been very helpful.

         
            16 January 2014

            I’m more or less back on UK time … hope I haven’t spoken too soon! Dexter is pleased as punch that we’re back. He’s being very vocal and all over us. I’ve got a ton of emails to answer but I’m taking it easy this week.

         

         We returned from playing our final ‘Carter Tutti plays Chris & Cosey’ USA shows in New York and Chicago, having had to add more dates as the scheduled concerts sold out. 2014 was already mapped out. First thing every morning I’d consult our appointment diary and year planner to see what was next on the horizon. I had two weeks before we were off to perform in Holland – possibly enough time to get over any residual effects of jet lag and my cold, but worrying that my sore throat may affect my ability to sing. It didn’t – the shows went smooth as silk.

         Once home, we had a three-month stretch where we weren’t travelling that we’d earmarked for doing remixes, remastering my 1986 video Pussy Got the Cream for an exhibition at Tate Liverpool, and preparing a new live audio/video piece, Impulse Response II, for our Carter Tutti concert at the J. G. Ballard-themed Only Connect Festival of Sound in Oslo.

         I was in the grasp of a ‘loop’, in a state of heightened tension, constantly aware of a tightening coiled spring in my chest that was only relieved by being outside the ‘loop’ – quiet time with Chris away from the studio and in the company of close friends and family. Not for the first time the notion of maintaining a sense of balance and perspective in my life had entered my thoughts, probably helped by Les and Pam, who had been telling me to slow down.

         We took a weekend break and went to Graham Duff’s fiftieth birthday bash in Brighton. Before we went in to the party we took a stroll along the seafront opposite the club. I’ve always loved the sea at night: it has a dark, eerie beauty that I find scary and captivating in equal measure, not knowing what lurks beneath the hidden depths of the vast, endless expanse of undulating blackness that disappears into the distance. I can stand for hours entranced by its movement and sound, breathing like a brooding ecosystem or powerful unfathomable monster. My face smarted from the cold sea breeze, and I could hear the cheery voices of Graham’s partygoers and music punch the air then disappear in rhythm to the opening and closing of the club door. We turned and walked over to the club, got checked off the doorman’s list and went inside.

         The room was full of Graham’s guests and friends from his world as a screenwriter and actor. We could just see Graham over the heads of everyone, looking the picture of happiness. We had birthday love hugs and Chris and I tucked ourselves away next to the table full of birthday gifts, adding ours to the growing pile. Standing at the side and taking in the crowd, we could see familiar faces, then realised that some were familiar to us, having just watched them acting in Game of Thrones or other films and TV programmes. Ben Wheatley was there, the director of one of our favourite films, A Field in England. Chris and Ben had had a brief back-and-forth on Twitter over a limited-edition poster from the film. From across a very crowded room he gave us a ‘hello’ smile and raised eyebrow, and a rolled-eyes look about the guy talking to him. He looked a bit peeved, like he’d been hijacked by an ambitious networker.

         Maybe we should have rescued him but it wasn’t long before our would-be ‘safe zone’ was invaded and people started coming over to thank us and tell us what our work meant to them. I never know what to say in reply. ‘Thank you’ always seems inadequate. Mal, our old friend from Cabaret Voltaire, was with us when one guy came up, bowed down low to me and Chris and said, ‘You are my heroes’ – then ran off.

         Mal was smiling. ‘You two have a strange effect on people.’ It seemed so.

         We were happy to melt into the background and took a seat at the side of the room to watch Graham’s favourite band, Wire, perform and then see Graham, dressed in a bright-blue velvet suit, ushered up on stage and handed a guitar to join in. What a fantastic birthday present.

         
            30 April 2014

            I’ve begun collating info for my autobiography … It will be a strange journey into the past. So much so that I’ll have to do it in stages and not at a time when I’m being creatively active on new works. It was a BIG decision to bite the bullet and get started.

         

         I’d been revisiting my past for some time, firstly through the exhibiting of my magazine works and COUM actions, then the regrouping of TG and the reworking of our 1980s Chris & Cosey songs, and I’d begun working with Andrew on sifting through my archive in preparation for an exhibition that would include my work as COUM. That was under way when, in November 2013, Hull was announced as the winner of UK City of Culture for 2017 and Andrew Dixon, who had led the bid for Hull, tweeted me saying, ‘Look forward to welcoming you back in #2017hull to do new work.’

         I was thrilled that Hull had triumphed, and at the idea of possibly being involved. There were calls on social media to include myself and COUM in the Hull 2017 programme. I started getting tweets and emails, and so did past COUM members Spydeee and Les. It was great that so many people were championing the COUM cause but it was very early days and would need a lot of careful thought. Andrew and I continued working on my archive, letting the idea of returning to present work in Hull simmer gently in the background.

         A combination of what seemed unrelated factors had come together, fulfilling all the necessary conditions for me to begin work on writing my autobiography. I’d come full circle: from Hull, the place where my life and my art began, and where my book would begin, and now back there, marking where my book will end as I enter into a new dialogue with Hull, in recognition of my life and art.

      

   


   
      
         
            5

         

         A scorching summer in 1981 befitted the mood me and Chris were in as we started our life together. Free at last, everything seemed brighter than bright – blazing sunshine, laughter and positivity. First stop after our return from America was to visit Pam and Les to tell them about the baby. We went to the seaside at Scarborough. A carefree break prior to tackling the TG fallout and our future plans.

         There was so much to do. For one thing, I couldn’t continue stripping once my baby bump began to show. That came sooner than I expected. The landlord at the Old Red Lion commented on my boobs looking great ‘that size’. He thought I’d had breast implants. Although I was only fourteen weeks pregnant, I told my agency I was leaving. I fulfilled one last job, performing a striptease to Bowie’s ‘Fashion’ for a new format, the LaserDisc. It ended up coming out on video, with me being introduced by the actor Keith Allen.

         With our new era came the task of dealing with residual TG matters. We all agreed to complete any outstanding projects and announced the official end of TG with a funeral card that simply stated ‘The Mission Is Terminated’, dated 23 June 1981. Me and Chris visited Beck Road at appointed times. Gen insisted I take everything that he deemed to be my belongings, as Paula was moving in: all my ICA framed magazines, my darkroom equipment – Gen didn’t want it, he didn’t know how to use it, and in any case he had Sleazy to do all that for him. I also took some of my negatives and asked Gen for copies of photos of our time together. He put some in an envelope and gave it to me. I thought that was amiable of him. But when I got home and opened it, he’d cut himself out of every one of the photos. It struck me as strange and childish to go to the trouble of making a symbolic gesture of cutting himself out of my life. I took that and his reaction to my pregnancy as a sign writ large that he was ready to let go at last. It was a relief.

         There was more purging to follow. I was told by Gen that Paula was allergic to cats, so they had to go too. I couldn’t let them be sent away to strangers or be put to sleep so I said I’d take them. However, I was only allowed to take Hermes and Razart; Gen wouldn’t let me have Moonshine. Paula’s allergy aside, he regarded Moonshine as his cat. By the beginning of July, the era of me and Gen was over. The saddest final part was dear Tremble passing away on 5 July. She was buried in Chris’s parents’ garden, her grave marked by the twelve red roses I’d been given on my final stripping booking just two days earlier.

         
            *

         

         Before the TG split, Geoff Travis of Rough Trade had asked Chris to play him some of his solo tapes and offered him a solo album deal. Me and Chris went for a meeting with him at their Blenheim Crescent offices in Notting Hill after the TG USA trip. It was an incredibly hot and sunny day. Everything seemed to be in slow motion as we walked hand-in-hand down the street lined with cherry blossom trees, being gently showered by the falling pale-pink blossoms and treading softly through the drifts of flowers that had collected underfoot.

         The meeting was just as uplifting. Rough Trade were very supportive and offered to front the cost of manufacturing and handle distribution, and Geoff also extended Chris’s solo album offer to include the release of the first Chris & Cosey album. We’d started compiling ideas and sounds while in LA and soon after we got back we began recording in the small studio Chris had set up in one of our old bedsit rooms after we’d moved into a larger flat downstairs. We used a TEAC four-track, then took the tape to Meridian Studios, under the Southern Music offices down Denmark Street (just next door to Hipgnosis). Mick Garoghan was the resident engineer and worked with us over the two weeks, with Alex (Fergusson) helping out on guitar and vocals. It was a fun few weeks working with them both. Alex was amazing to work with, always happy and game for trying out ideas. We were cutting the album with Steve Angel at Utopia by the end of August, then completed the artwork and delivered everything to Rough Trade on 7 September.

         The album as a whole was peppered with references to the huge transitional period in our lives. Not just the music, which was a crossover between TG and what was to come, but also the artwork. The front cover was an image of the first scan of our child, the title, Heartbeat, a reference to our new ‘life’. We recorded the baby’s heartbeat and used it on the title track and dedicated the album to Tremble.

         During the recording of Heartbeat me and Chris had resumed our search for a cheap property to buy. I asked a local estate agent if they had any run-down properties and they showed us one that they’d just taken on, a very cheap ‘doer-upper’, a three-bedroom terraced house in Tottenham, North London. The last owner was a Mrs D’Eath, which didn’t sit well until Chris’s mum dismissed it outright: ‘Oh, there were a lot of people with that name when I was young.’

         That intense Inland Revenue meeting had paid off, as the self-employed accounts I’d had to supply also qualified me for a mortgage. The house needed a lot doing to it to make it habitable, and we continued living in a rented flat in Crouch End while it was renovated. We were overseeing the builders while also working on and promoting the new album, and meanwhile I was learning to cope with the increasing size of my baby bump. Claude Bessy, who we met in Los Angeles when he worked for Slash music magazine, was now living in the UK and working as press officer for Rough Trade, so we saw a lot of him and his wife, Philomena (Pinglewad’s sister), during the run-up to (and beyond) the release of Heartbeat.

         In October we were asked to support Grace Jones on her ‘One Man Show’ tour but had to decline as I was seven months pregnant and airline restrictions didn’t allow flying at that stage. I think we had enough on our plate already anyway, as TG business was still being wound down. Fetish were releasing a five-album TG box set, with Neville Brody on board doing design. The box included a badge, booklet, liner notes by Jon Savage, the four official TG albums and the very last TG gig in San Francisco, entitled Mission of Dead Souls. Rough Trade were also releasing TG live in Heaven on cassette, under the title Beyond Jazz Funk, and Chris supervised the mastering for them. He’d also had an offer from Southern Publishing to do an album of incidental music for their BBC library series. So much was happening, and so quickly.

         
            30 December 1981

            ‘Heartbeat’ was released and sold the first 5000 in a week. Re-pressing another 2000 now. Cassettes selling well too … We sorted out Industrial Records and shared out the equipment.

         

         We’d spent a fantastic, boisterous family Christmas at Chris’s parents’, fourteen of us and the boxing promoter Frank Warren and his wife Sue, close friends of the family, all tucking into a festive feast while being entertained by crazy mad stories of past pranks and near misses. I laughed so much I thought I was going to go into labour.

         Heartbeat had sold well, was licensed to France and Italy, and Rough Trade suggested we do another album and a single for the following year. That was a great counterbalance to the sombre task of the dispersing of TG and IR assets. We shared out TG equipment – well, I say share: there didn’t seem much left in the studio when me and Chris got there. We weren’t interested in the fight over the TG/IR spoils. For one thing, it was New Year’s Eve when Gen told us to collect everything, and I was due to give birth in just two weeks’ time, so I wasn’t best pleased about the timing of it all. We left a lot behind.

         
            *

         

         At 3.30 p.m. on 12 January 1982, TG gathered at the offices of Peer Music on Denmark Street to sign off from our contracts with them. It was the end of TG and the beginning of a new life for me and Chris.

         I thought I had the usual backache, but I’d actually gone into labour during the meeting. By the time we got home to Crouch End at about six thirty, I was under no illusion that this was labour for sure – the pains were coming every four minutes. I had to abandon my cake and cup of tea and we set off in my blue Mini to the Royal Free Hospital in Hampstead. The sudden panic of imminent birth had Chris driving in the wrong direction at first, like some comedy sketch. We were laughing, which only made the pains worse.

         Just before 11 p.m. that evening, and on my mother’s birthday, our son, Nick, was born after a short but intensely painful four-hour labour. I’d requested no epidural or pain relief. I had the natural birth I wanted.

         I wrote a letter to Monte about the intensity of the pain, how I seemed to transcend my body when it reached a critical level. I was euphoric, if exhausted. I’d had one of the most momentous experiences of my life but didn’t talk about it at postnatal classes. I was silenced by my respect for the other women’s pain. Everyone else in the class had tales of postnatal depression, unsupportive partners, agonising births, and one woman had walked across the ward leaving a trail of blood as she went. I was also lucky with my postnatal hormonal plunge into ‘baby blues’. It was brief and shared with a woman in the next bed to me during my week-long stay in hospital. We’d both been given strong painkillers and were a bit out of it for a couple of days, laughing and clowning around as best we could with stitches and the agony of humongous boobs as our milk came in.

         Giving birth and the physical aftermath it wreaks on women’s bodies doesn’t tally with the idyllic picture of motherhood. A week before me, Chris’s sister Vicki had her son, Peter, who was renamed Nicholas after our Nick was born. Two babies born within a week of each other in the same family meant that there was a lot of love and support. I couldn’t have managed half as well without Rose and her sister, Pat. Nick was adorable and adored by the family and fitted into our lives seamlessly. I settled into motherhood without any angst or hang-ups. Nick was my child, he was dependent on me and Chris, and like most new parents we revelled in the marvel of the precious new life we’d created.

         
            *

         

         Just six days before Nick arrived, we’d mastered our second album, Trance, an instrumental in a more minimal style, still under the name Chris & Cosey but adding ‘The Creative Technology Institute’ (CTI), which stood for both our own label and the collective name for any forthcoming collaborations and Chris & Cosey side projects that also went under the moniker of Conspiracy International. Although we released our work on Rough Trade, we continued the independent DIY approach we’d practised as IR and TG with our own CTI label, including distributing newsletters and operating a mail-order service to our own mailing list. Such a short time after the demise of TG we were fully up and running with unprecedented fervour, a sense of freedom and an expanding fanbase.

         Recording Trance had been a new experience. There was no lingering trace of TG, and the tracks came together so easily and quickly that we thought of it as more of a stopgap between C&C albums and proposed that it be sold at a budget price. It was to wholesalers, but generally shops sold it on at full price. That was a lesson learned. Trance marked a distinct shift in our musical style as we were now using a Roland TR-808 drum machine and TB-303 bassline. We had no idea it would gain status years later as one of our most successful and influential albums.

         The cover artwork was as easy-going as the music. As part of my postnatal fitness plan, we took regular walks with Nick through Crouch End and up Highgate Hill to Highgate Cemetery, where we’d walk around, then have tea and cake at a cafe. On one of our walks we set up my Nikon and took the photos for the cover of Trance in front of the entrance gates to a tomb not far from the Karl Marx monument, with Nick in his pram just out of shot next to the camera tripod. Back then the cemetery was quite run-down and access to the catacombs wasn’t difficult. Many a horror film was shot there.

         As news got round that me and Chris were no longer involved with Gen, a lot of friends reconnected with us. John Lacey had kept in touch and called round to our flat late one night to tell us that he’d bought a house and was now living in Todmorden, West Yorkshire. After we’d moved to Tottenham, we called John and invited him to stay. That visit rekindled our creative working relationship. Me and Chris had started recording music for Elemental 7 and John joined us in collaboration. We decided to make a video of the whole album.

         I’d been invited to give a lecture on my work at Leeds College of Art. I put together some slides to base my talk around and we drove up there, with baby and all the video and lighting equipment we’d need to do some filming. We were making use of the trip to visit Hull, then go on to John’s place in Todmorden for more filming for Elemental 7. The Leeds lecture went very well, with me feeding Nick in a small room just before, leaving Chris to rock him to sleep. The talk was taped and transcribed to form the basis of ‘Time to Tell’, a special edition of Ian Dobson’s fanzine, Flowmotion. The issue covered the past ten years of my work as a musician, artist, model and striptease dancer, and included a cassette of a solo music recording I’d made in our small studio in Crouch End.

         John’s house in Todmorden stood on a hill in a row of stone Victorian terraced houses. Just up the road was Robinwood Mill, a huge disused Victorian cotton mill. We did a recce of the place as a potential site for filming. The main part of the mill was five storeys high and we used the old rickety goods lift that was just about operational as we explored each of the floors. Emptied of their machinery they looked vast. The dusty, worn, wooden floorboards were solid underfoot and light streamed in from the windows that lined the walls. There was an underlying feeling of some lurking presence, giving it a creepy atmosphere that was magnified tenfold when we returned to film there in the evening.

         There wasn’t much lighting and we needed torches and the video lights to help us find our way. The lift had iron concertina doors that had to be latched into place for the thing to operate. They didn’t always latch properly or would spring open with the jolts and jerks – and the lift would sometimes stop between floors, stranding us until we got the thing going again. That and unexpected and unaccountable moving shadows and noises amplified by the echoing vastness gave us a feeling that we were not alone, intruders at the mercy of the building and whatever lingering forces were at play. But we were determined to get some video footage. As we played the album track off a cassette machine, Chris filmed me and John as we danced, leaped and ran across the wooden floor. When we finished, the atmosphere had changed. It felt as if our actions had disturbed the equilibrium of whatever energies were present – that we were not welcome. Behind the lights was a blanket of blackness that none of us wanted to look into. The hairs stood up on the backs of our necks and it was fast approaching midnight. We didn’t care how irrational our reactions seemed as we scrambled to pack the equipment up and get out as fast as we could, praying the lift didn’t come to a grinding halt and leave us stuck in the mill overnight. We were delivered to the ground floor, slung the lift gate aside and rushed out the main entrance and up the road to the safety of John’s house. We called the track ‘Dancing Ghosts’.

         
            *

         

         I returned to stripping when Nick was five months old. I’ve barely touched on my stripping yet so I’ll start at the beginning, even though by now my involvement was nearing its end.

         My first introduction to stripping was while modelling for magazines. I worked with two girls, Janet and Lynn, who were also striptease artistes. Despite their encouragement, I didn’t start until late 1977. My stripping work ran parallel to my music and art activities and any modelling jobs that cropped up. There were still a few photographers who hadn’t blacklisted me after the ICA exhibition.

         I was lucky that both my model and dancing agencies knew and understood that I had other priorities, so I could fit their bookings in around TG and other projects. But it was physically exhausting dancing up to four hours a day, going to our Martello Street studio at night and weekends, doing TG gigs, recordings and art projects. When I look back at my diaries, I’m amazed that I also had such a full-on social life, considering how much else was happening. But stripping did have some unexpected advantages at times. I acquired some steel surgical instruments from a pub, including a rib-spreader and a speculum. I have no idea what they were doing there, discarded in an old cardboard box in the storeroom that doubled as my dressing room. But they were most welcome and fitted in very readily with our other interesting activities of the time.

         I auditioned for the Gemini stripping agency at the infamous Chelsea Drugstore in the King’s Road. It had been an old haunt of Chris’s and he’d also worked there on the set of A Clockwork Orange. Those connections made me feel more at home. But I was nervous as I knew that it was a one-dance chance and I had no idea if I’d fit the bill. I go-go danced in my silver sequinned bikini, behind the bar on a small ledge they called a stage, and I could see my potential agent, Bob, and his wife stood across the room watching intently as they assessed me. When my music finished Bob beckoned me over … I got the job. I was surprised but elated.

         Leading up to the audition I’d spent months doing research, mainly going to the Arabian Arms in Cambridge Heath Road, Hackney, which was not far from where I lived in Beck Road. I’d watch the different dancers, noting how they moved, what music they used, their costumes and how the customers responded. As I came to understand how it all worked and how it could work for me, I decided I’d use the name ‘Scarlet’, with all its connotations of the ‘Scarlet Woman’. It suited both stripping and my interest in magick. I made my costumes and compiled my music.

         Selecting the right music was one of the most difficult tasks. Back then, in the 1970s, everything was on vinyl, and singles were either 7" or 12", so it was important to keep them to a minimum if only to limit the weight of your dance-kit bag. Also there was no room for duplication: the dancers had to use music the DJs didn’t play and also select different songs to one another. The choices were limited but inevitably some great songs lent themselves so readily to stripping – in mood, rhythm and lyrics – that girls duplicated, but usually never when they worked together.

         Money and ego were the two sources of competition between the girls. The issue of who was better than who often raised its ugly head. We all cultivated a ‘look’ and persona, and our costumes reflected that, so it was irritating when these got copied. It was also unacceptable to have two girls dance with the same outfit – it made for unwelcome comparisons. I made my own costumes so I was lucky that none of the girls could copy them, but there were arguments about who danced to any one particular record. Fortunately it only happened to me once, at a pub in the King’s Road. It had a large wooden dance floor and good sound system, so whenever I was sent there I took the opportunity to really dance away to Candi Staton’s ‘Nights on Broadway’. The girl I was with was up next and used the same song, saying, as she passed me, ‘That’s my track.’ She was reprimanded by the DJ.

         Stag (bachelor) parties were different from pub work because there were no single dances, only stripteases, and these were performed to two or three tracks, so girls compiled the music for their stag acts on to cassette tape. One tape for each act, so the tape could be quickly rewound – but not on a machine. We couldn’t cart that around with us as well as make-up, vinyl, up to ten costumes and everything else, so we had to rewind manually: pencil or Biro through the sprocket hole and spin. It was a common sight in dressing rooms to see girls sat talking while nonchalantly rewinding their cassette tapes in readiness for their next show.

         It quickly became apparent to me that the striptease scene was a world apart from my art, music and modelling. Up to this point, everything had connected well, each informing the other in the most rewarding ways. But this new venture was uncompromisingly social in context, with me as the focal point to ensure that the few hours I was there were exciting, fun and erotic. This was entertainment and, unlike modelling, I had the lion’s share of control. After all that time since my teens, I got to dance, dress up and more or less have a party every day. Of course, that’s a simplistic view and paints a far better picture than the realities I faced, but nevertheless I recognised the opportunity it gave me to express myself within an unfamiliar environment.

         Working in live and volatile situations twice a day called for a quite different means of coping, and I faced a steep learning curve. What I’d experienced in the world of pornography had been tough in other ways. I was never followed home from modelling jobs, whereas leaving pubs on my own either in the afternoon or evening left me vulnerable to being stalked and possibly attacked. That’s when my faithful ‘fans’ helped, as they’d often see me safely to my car.

         But they weren’t around when I worked in Dagenham one day. It was a good money-spinner, with all the Ford workers drinking there at lunchtimes. When I left I noticed a guy in a car following me. I thought nothing of it at first but no matter which way I turned to test him out, he followed me and continued on my tail all the way to Bethnal Green. I could see the guy’s face in my rear-view mirror and I began to panic. As I stopped at the traffic lights at the junction of Cambridge Heath Road, a motorcycle cop pulled up alongside me. I quickly wound my window down and shouted, ‘What do I do about a guy who’s been following me from Dagenham?’

         ‘Any reason why he should be following you?’ he asked.

         ‘No, I don’t know him.’

         The cop looked behind at the car I’d pointed out and said, ‘When the lights change to green, drive off and I’ll keep him here.’ He positioned his bike in front of the stalker’s car and I drove off. I thought I’d shaken him but as I reached Crouch End I saw him again. I drove past our flat and straight to the nearby police station and parked, and he pulled up a short distance away. I pointed to the neon POLICE STATION sign and shouted at him, ‘I’m going in there to report you and give them your registration number. I suggest you FUCK OFF!’, and I walked into the station. I stood in the lobby for a few minutes, then peeked tentatively through the window – he’d gone.

         When I first started with Gemini in 1977, the scene was still quite tame and focused on go-go dancing. It was changing fast, though, and topless dancing was no longer enough. But the landlords wouldn’t pay the girls extra for stripping, so in answer to the customers’ demands, and with the permission of the landlords and my agency, a few of the girls began to collect money from the customers by taking a pint glass around. The tamer girls didn’t want to reveal all and gradually disappeared from the circuit. The costumes reflected the more dance-orientated girls, all tassels, sequins and rhinestones. It was only when stripping took over as the expected norm that the costumes and music changed. Striptease required a very different style of ‘dance’ movement, pace and mood. I had to deliver a fantasy for the customers. Just dancing to your favourite records didn’t work. The package was all-important.

         I did break out now and again and dance to personal favourites. I danced to ATV’s ‘Love Lies Limp’, firstly just as an ironic comment I felt I needed to make. But, quite unexpectedly, it was rather popular, so I’d dig it out now and again. Captain Beefheart’s ‘Hard Workin’ Man’ was a keeper. It was raunchy and gave a no-nonsense thumping message as I entered the stage for the first part of one of my strip routines. My choice of music was diverse, driven in the main by the need for the audience to relate in some way, especially at Christmas time when all the party bookings came in.

         I was always on the lookout for new costumes. When TG had played in LA in 1981, I’d visited the Frederick’s of Hollywood lingerie store on Sunset Boulevard and picked up a stunning gold basque with matching gold garters complete with Christmas bells and a tiny gold whistle. Alongside diamante accessories, that became my Christmas stripping outfit for the classier stag nights and office parties.

         If I wanted to exorcise some restless energies, I’d dance my heart out to Patti Smith’s ‘Because the Night’. I didn’t give a shit at moments like that. For that one dance it was about me. I worked at so many pubs around London, Brighton and the South-East, and wherever my agency sent me. One of my regular London pubs was the Wellington at Shepherd’s Bush. When David Thomas was in town with Pere Ubu, he and Gen came along with me one Friday afternoon. I’d been using Pere Ubu’s ‘Heaven’ in my strip routine. It had all the elements I needed: a great melody, so danceable, and the lyrics were suggestive enough for me to use for such an erotically charged setting. When I finished, I joined David and Gen at the side of the dance floor. I got the sense that David didn’t quite approve of my using his song. Someone suggested it might be because he was a Jehovah’s Witness.

         I’d be booked for the ‘liquid lunch hour’ break, from 1 till 3 p.m., Monday to Friday, and then in the evenings from 8 till 11 p.m., and be paid only as a dancer. The job was more than just throwing on some sexy underwear, then taking it off to music. There was a standard to maintain or you got sacked. Gemini kept a check on us to see if we’d put on weight and whether our costumes and dancing were up to scratch. If for any reason the agency had doubts, we were suspended until we hit the benchmark again. Over time I gained a certain popularity, which meant I got requests for regular spots. One was the Queen Anne pub at Vauxhall. It was a small pub but its location amid many white-collar office blocks meant the customers had well-paid jobs, so the jug money was very, very good.

         Gemini acted as a safety net and filter to fend off any seedy or risky bookings and made sure, as much as possible, that us girls were not put in bad situations. But the business being what it is, you can’t always predict what happens. When you’re booked, the situation can turn out to be something quite different from what was arranged and agreed. Or, in other instances, the charged atmosphere mixed with alcohol-fuelled bravado could spark off terrible verbal and sometimes physical abuse for the girls. One of my friends had her nipple half bitten off by a guy who leaped on the stage as she lay on the floor during her act. Such places were put on a blacklist, but I don’t recall the police ever getting involved. One of the girls had sussed out how to keep safe. She took her two huge German shepherd dogs with her to every booking and had them sit on guard at each side of the stage. If anyone came near her, you’d hear them growl, waiting for her command to attack. That was enough to deter any trouble on the stage or when she left to go to her car in the dark.

         Like all the girls at the agency, I had my favourite pubs to work in and my faithful ‘fans’ too. So when I checked in for my next week’s bookings, I always tried to secure some I knew would be easy and lucrative. More often than not I had to settle for some rough with the smooth. And there were some very rough pubs frequented by some equally rough customers.

         One time I took an evening job at a club above a shop in Tottenham, not far from where I was living. As soon as I stepped off the street I felt uneasy. When I walked into the club it was clear by the comments made to me that I was the only white person in there. But I asked where the dressing room was and who to speak to about my music and time slot. I’d been booked along with a black girl from another agency, who I didn’t know, and who made it crystal-clear that she didn’t like me. She took to the stage first and immediately proceeded to fuck herself with a beer bottle offered to her by a guy in the audience. That wasn’t a good start to the evening. Usually the first act from each girl was delivered clean. After that, depending on negotiations, it hotted up. I had to follow a full-on bottle-fucking floor show with my straight topless dance. It didn’t go down well. In situations like that, I went even straighter than normal, as if to hammer home the point that I wasn’t on offer. The atmosphere was so charged I kept my bag packed and ready to go if I needed to make a run for it. As I sat at the side of the dance area, the room erupted into laughter and the sound of backslapping. A calm-looking white guy was led to one of the front tables. I could feel him glaring at me. I didn’t make eye contact. I was asked, or rather ordered, to join him. His name was Angel and he’d just come out of prison. I was told ‘Be nice to him’ by the club manager. The situation was getting really edgy and dark and I wanted to leave, but it also became obvious that I’d need to work my way out of there. I was at the farthest part of the club from the entrance, and one floor up behind two locked doors. I sat at Angel’s table as instructed. He looked angelic, so I could see where his name came from, but assumed it was ironic, judging by his time inside for GBH and his obvious high status among his peers. He was a gentleman in the way ‘connected’ villains are, but had a shadow of sadness about him. We had a polite to-and-fro conversation, a preamble to the inevitable request for sex, which he’d clearly been told to expect. I’d been brought in for him under the pretext of ‘dancer’ as a gift to celebrate his release. White girl for white man. I knew I had to read this guy fast, try and figure out where his sadness lay. Lucky for me, I was somewhat familiar with guys like him, as well as precarious situations. I steered the conversation round to relationships and he expressed the importance of loyalty. Phew! That was my in to get out. No hesitation, I told him I didn’t sell sex, that I had a long-term partner I was faithful to, and that we had a young son. Oddly, but thankfully for me, his body language changed, he became relaxed, his face softened and he said quietly how wonderful that was to hear. We talked a little more, nothing heavy, and I kind of liked him. Then he leaned over, gave me £50 and said he would see me to the door and safely off the premises – before it got really heavy.

         Stag parties were always a bit risky. They varied from social-club strip nights disguised as stag parties to a group of guys in a flat above a shop (very dodgy). It was at such a ‘party’ that I first met Brigitte. There were four of us girls, me, Joanne, Jane and Brigitte. As soon as we got there the men were pushing us all to do sex for money. Joanne and Jane were happy to oblige and as soon as I told them I wouldn’t they badgered Brigitte to join them. Brigitte was visibly stressed over the pressure to oblige. She sat on the edge of the bed, wringing her hands and shaking her head. I bent down in front of her, took her hands in mine and said to her that the answer is simple and short: ‘No.’ She didn’t do it. From that night we became friends and allies and often worked together.

         One Friday night in 1982 (the year Nick was born), Brigitte and I worked together on a typical stag night. It all started with the usual bookings process. I rang the agency: ‘Hello. Is Bob there?’ Mandy had answered the phone. She wasn’t the ideal person to deal with. She’d been a stripper herself and enjoyed doing the girls no favours at all. Her privileged position gave her a vantage point she revelled in.

         ‘Is that Scarlet?’ (She always called me by my stage name.)

         ‘Yeah.’

         ‘You’ll have to call back,’ she said dismissively.

         That ritual happened with irritating regularity every Friday afternoon. Getting in quick for bookings meant you could get the best-paid pubs and stag nights and not be stuck with the nasty leftovers. To some extent I could call on my expertise and popularity to secure half-decent dates, as long as I could get Bob in a good mood. It worked more times than not, mainly because I’d entered Bob’s world as someone different to the usual ‘dogs’ he took on (his endearing terminology). He regarded me as intelligent: I knew where I was going and striptease to me wasn’t just about an easy-money game. He liked that, even though we fought for the upper hand now and again.

         I had a love–hate relationship with stripping. I loved the dancing, the exhibitionism, the wanting looks, knowing they couldn’t have me. A kind of power trip that made me feel good at times and helped me get through the down times. But sometimes it made me feel bad and I’d hate everyone and everything the situation stood for – putting myself in the position of a target for drunken lechery and insults, and having to be constantly on guard against possible trouble and unwelcome propositions for sex.

         To fill in the time before calling Bob back, I rummaged through my bag of tricks in readiness. A treasure trove for every sexual fantasy. I selected the red-satin and silver outfit and the powerful, dominant, black ciré costume with zips. I never used accessories like whips (at least not for stripping) – they were too passé. Certain sex toys were for my pleasure and had to remain untainted. Besides all that, some of the rougher guys had been known to use the whips on the girls. Ugly scenes would develop if the DJ didn’t keep the guys in check. It was always a fine line between teasing for pleasure and teasing to belittle and insult the guys. Some girls got off on that – those who had been totally fucked up about sex for one of a hundred reasons and used striptease as a way of exorcising some of the pain. For some it worked, to a degree. There was a lot of self-hate, come to think of it. That saddened me.

         As I was getting ready to go to my stag booking, Chris took our baby son for his evening bath. I put my bag down and went through to the bathroom to join them. This was my world and the time of day I set aside for myself and my dearests. Nick was splashing happily, making those baby sounds everyone goes gooey over, and Chris’s face was lit up with a smile of devotion. Nick was cocooned in love. The warm feelings of self overwhelmed me and I left Scarlet behind.

         But not for long – the phone rang. Bob had called back, mainly because he wanted me to do one of his special jobs. Favour time, so he was extra-nice. I did most of his more respectable bookings. Since I had made the cover of the Sunday Times colour supplement as a desirable, presentable stripper for hire, a lot of work had come my way, which Bob had benefited from. People asked for me, ‘Scarlet’, specifically. I got to jump out of cakes and lie across cars, which made a welcome change from the smoky, dank pubs that were my regular haunts. Seeing as Bob wanted a favour, I took advantage and in fair exchange got some good bookings for the following week. Plus he’d obviously been for a drink at lunchtime and was in a happy, cheeky-geezer mood. He wouldn’t have been out of place selling second-hand cars. Bob treated the girls like cheap bargains at times and he’d bad-mouth them to me. That and his attitude sat unhappily with me, not only because I had to work alongside these girls but also because I liked them and so did the guys.

         I took the necessary details for the stag from Bob, quickly rang Brigitte to check she was on board, and returned to the bathroom. Chris had scooped Nick out of the bath and wrapped him in a huge, soft, warm towel. His hair was all wet and little drops of water tickled him as they trickled down his cheeks. His laughter was infectious and his face a picture of sublime happiness. Chris passed him to me and I hugged him close, nuzzling his neck and breathing in that amazing baby smell. I took him upstairs to put him to bed, lay him in his cot and gently stroked behind his ear to soothe him to sleep. I crept downstairs so as not to wake him, grabbed a quick snack, kissed my darling Chris, picked up my bag and left my boys at home.

         It was already pitch-black when I set off. The roads were wet and shiny and that wonderful damp smell rose up to make everything feel very close. I was lost in thoughts when I suddenly realised I must be very near Brigitte’s flat. Sometimes I got really pissed off when I had to act as a taxi service. But Brigitte was an exception – we just clicked. There was something about her that set her apart from the other girls. She’d worked in the Middle East and her passion was writing and playing her own music. A lot of the girls didn’t like her, but she was just different. It seemed to me that she hadn’t been successful in masking herself and that’s what made the girls and men nervous of her. She did an act using lit candles, which she would squat over and then produce a knife that glittered in the stage lights. It was all a bit too ritualistic and symbolic, and, for the ordinary working man, ‘fucking weird’ – and too much.

         I pulled up outside Brigitte’s, left the car running and ran to the front door. I had to give three rings of her doorbell, wait, then ring twice more. Brigitte’s little safety code. She shouted down from her first-floor window, ‘Hello! I’ll be right down, Scarlet.’

         I waited in the car and unlocked the passenger door to her little taps on the window. She kissed my cheek. ‘Hello, my darling.’

         ‘We’re at a restaurant in the West End – God knows where I’ll park. Some office Christmas party. Jackie and Marianne are with us, so we’ll have to pair off.’

         Brigitte laughed and her eyes glinted with mischief. ‘I’ll make mad, passionate love to you and I’ll scream as I have my orgasm.’

         That’s what I loved about her: she could laugh at the odd situations we got tangled up in. The lesbian act we’d perfected was a sham, but the guys never knew. They were so locked into the moment. We held genuine affection for each other as women surviving in a very real world, both playing roles within roles.

         We reached the restaurant. There was always a feeling of trepidation walking into a place, with thoughts scattered in every direction, mentally marking the exits, making sure the dressing room (or what passed for one) had a functional lock on it, how to be approachable, sussing out the guys as you go, making sure they kept a safe distance. Many of the girls sold sex at the end of the shows. I’d never done that. Sometimes, out of safety for myself and the other girl, I’d step in if a girl was having a hard time getting a guy to come. I hated doing that – the guy would always insist I tried it. No way – they had to be content with my physical presence in the room. Sex was, in part, a profession to me, but I’d managed to keep all this side of it from crossing over and intruding into my own sex life. Sex with Chris was precious.

         All four of us girls were chatting away when there was a knock on the door. ‘Girls, can I come in?’ a pathetic voice pleaded.

         ‘Who is it?’ Marianne shouted.

         ‘It’s me, Tom.’ He was the organiser for the evening. He was allowed into the inner sanctum of the ladies’ loo (our luxurious dressing room). He had a large plastic carrier bag in his hand and a sweaty face.

         ‘What’s in your bag, Tom?’ Marianne asked with irritated sarcasm.

         He was obviously embarrassed and in difficulty. ‘Well, erm, you see, well, we thought … Would you girls mind, err, using some of these in your act. I mean, if you don’t mind.’

         Ever so business-like, Marianne tipped the contents unceremoniously on to the small table. As if we all hadn’t guessed already. Dildos, vibrators, a whip and a very nice school cane. I quickly snatched up the cane to take home.

         ‘You’ll have to pay us extra, and Scarlet doesn’t do blue, by the way,’ Marianne proclaimed.

         ‘Oh, we, err, were, err, hoping all four of you would, err, do something,’ Tom stammered.

         They always tried to persuade me. A little extra money. They really didn’t get it. I never wavered.

         I sat quietly while the girls sorted out their extracurricular fees, then announced to Tom that Brigitte and I would be happy to do a lesbian act, and that we wouldn’t be needing the dildos or vibrator, but the whip would do nicely. Brigitte liked whips.

         Tom’s eyes went from disappointment to boyish anticipation.

         ‘Come on, Brigitte, let’s eat each other, with a little discipline for the men. And don’t go mad this time!’ I said with a grin as I took Brigitte’s hand and we both walked out into the restaurant to the sounds of the Troggs’ ‘Wild Thing’. Brigitte took one side of the room and me the other.

         I targeted a small, quiet man who wasn’t drunk but faking disinterest. This was quite common and always a challenge to me. I walked around the back of his chair and firmly nudged the side of his face with my hips. My red satin miniskirt parted down the side and I let it slide down his cheek on to his lap. A smile crept across his face and his hands twitched restlessly. As expected, he was reluctant to show interest or make contact. I had no intention of allowing him to. I bent forward, my tiny half-cup bra bursting with my peachy breasts. They were an inch from his nose. My G-string teasingly covered everything he and the rest wanted to see as I leaned forward, moving my hips in time with the music. I whispered in his ear that he must be good and not move. I sat astride his knees, my back arched and arms wrapped around his neck, all the while my hips still moving with the music, sensuously, rhythmically. He was safe. His face was flushed with pleasure, not embarrassment, and I left his lap knowing he was hard.

         Brigitte had been stern with some of the men. She strode over to me, whip in hand, traced the curves of my body with it, stroked my breasts, unfastened my bra and dropped it to the floor. She cracked the whip and clawed at her clothes, rubbing herself against me, pleading for me to be naked too. Flesh on flesh. We rolled on the floor, caressing, kissing. My tongue savoured its way down Brigitte’s neck, around her small, hard nipples and over her firm stomach. We were lost in each other, Brigitte writhing and uttering sounds of ecstasy. A strange, wet silence hung over the whole scene. The music had ended; the men were mesmerised. Brigitte winked at me. We exchanged a knowing look of triumph. Applause and cheers accompanied us to the dressing room.

         I dropped Brigitte off and got home around 1 a.m. I slipped into bed next to Chris, only too aware, as usual, that my hair stank of cigarettes. I hated that and knew Chris did too, but he never mentioned it, just always asked if I was OK. Always so thoughtful and caring. He knew some nights it was difficult for me and talking about it helped me make sense of the whole evening. My head spun, my body buzzed, but I was home, safe in Chris’s arms. I fell into a deep sleep.

         Not all the girls got on with each other and there was a lot of competition between us. Some could earn good money and others very little. But there was some camaraderie amongst us. When there was any trouble, we’d stick together and protect one another as we all recognised that it was a case of ‘us against them’. That’s not to say I didn’t like the men I came across, just that it would be fair to say the nice and good men were outnumbered by some real arseholes. The agency had a variety of girls rated in terms of how they looked, what they’d do, how they performed and their personalities. But all of them had one necessary trait: they were all strong women, and I defend and respect them and their choice to do what they wanted with their bodies. Inevitably, like it or not, the girls fell into categories depending on the jobs that came in and their suitability. It was the same for me. I didn’t always fit the job. I suspect the competition between the girls was fed as much by the agency, to keep them on their toes, as it was by the girls themselves. The ‘blue’ girls, who offered sex extras, earned the most and between them they competed to be the top earner, as much a mark of their sexual expertise as their desire to make as much money as they could.

         A lot of the pubs I worked at have either closed down or been turned into shops, or, like the Arabian Arms and Browns, become ‘gentlemen’s clubs’. I’ve not been inside a strip club for over thirty years. I think my eight-year stint is enough for a lifetime. I don’t know how ‘gentlemanly’ these clubs are, but in the early 1980s I did work a few times at one gentlemen’s club near the Mall. It was tucked away and frequented by suited gents on their extended lunch breaks. The layout was very different from the pub circuit. Tables with crisp, white linen cloths were arranged around a catwalk. Backstage we had a proper theatre-like dressing room and would be notified politely when we were requested on stage. We were only booked to do a couple of strips each and were instructed to keep them ‘respectable’. It was like going back in time to the 1960s, and brought to mind Christine Keeler or Mandy Rice-Davies. A thoroughly enjoyable timewarp, and a welcome relief from the smelly, noisy pubs.

         Dancing and stripping meant I had to keep in shape. The dancing itself more or less did that for me, but the body being the focal point also meant you had to keep free of bruises and unappealing marks. I woke up one morning and went to scratch my head. ‘My head feels weird,’ I said to Chris.

         He turned and looked at me with horror. ‘Bloody hell!’

         ‘What?’

         He jumped out of bed. ‘You need to look in the mirror.’

         My head, eyes and mouth were swollen – I looked like I’d done ten rounds with Mike Tyson. Then I looked down and all of my torso was covered in huge, red, swollen, itchy blotches. I rang my agency straight away and cancelled my bookings. I said I’d get back to them after seeing my doctor. But it was more serious than I thought. I’d had a severe allergic reaction to aspirin and was put on steroids straight away. It was a strange feeling, watching as the swelling shifted from one area to another, all the time hoping that my throat didn’t close up as the doctor had mentioned it could had I not gone to her so soon. I couldn’t dance for a week. I’d been lucky it hadn’t happened during my work for Steve Dwoskin on his Shadows from Light documentary film on Bill Brandt.

         But a week off did give me time to focus on an art action I was going to do at an arts venue near St Paul’s Cathedral. I had Chris video me as I worked and send the live feed to a monitor placed in front of me, giving me immediate visual feedback that I used to create a loop of action and response. The space was small but full of people, and as I was clearing away afterwards Stevo from Some Bizarre Records came up and started excitedly shouting at me and Chris about how he wanted to sign us to his label. It wasn’t the best time to approach us and we told him we weren’t the least bit interested, but thanks anyway. As the place emptied we got talking to a guy called Dooby who worked at London Video Arts (LVA), an organisation that provided support and free access to facilities for video artists. He invited us to their place in Soho to see if we’d like to use it.

         The use of LVA’s resources came at just the right time, not only for my art video works but because we’d just finished filming Elemental 7 and needed affordable access for editing and post-production. We booked time in LVA’s editing suite and mastered both Elemental 7 and, later, European Rendezvous. There were fractious moments as everything was done in real time with no back-ups. With the video completed and put to one side, we prepared to do our first gigs since TG – as CTI. Rough Trade bookings organised the shows for us and we, along with John, went on a European tour.

         Although we’d released our first album as Chris & Cosey, our work since then had mainly been collaborative and under the banner of CTI. The months leading up to our first gigs had been taken up with recording with different people. Glenn Wallis, one of the first TG fans and roadie, formed a band called Konstruktivits and we worked together on a CTI 12" single.

         While recording the tracks, me and Chris had been taking regular morning and afternoon trips to the Muswell Hill day nursery to drop off and pick up Nick. We’d pass 23 Cranley Gardens every day and didn’t give it a second thought until news broke of the arrest of a serial killer and necrophiliac who’d lived there and carried out multiple murders in the house. His name was Dennis Nilsen. He was put on trial and convicted of murdering gay and homeless young men in his flat, hiding the corpses under floorboards or dismembering them and stuffing body parts down the drains of the property. Passing the house on the way to the nursery was never the same again. We took a photo of it and used it for the front cover of the 12" and called the title track ‘Hammer House’ – the house of horror.

         Our 12" single ‘Thy Gift of Tongues’, made with Brian Williams (aka Lustmord), had a similar dark theme, but based on myth: Asmodeus, Prince of Hell, the demon of wrath and lust. For Brian I suspect it was about the power of wrath, and for me, the power of primal lust. Brian had first got in touch through writing to TG, and then met us at a record-store signing. He’d started doing his own music and I suggested he contact SPK (Surgical Penis Klinik), who were among many musicians and artists squatting in one of the houses in Bonnington Square, Vauxhall. We knew SPK through the musician Graeme Revell, who had written to TG; back in 1980, Industrial Records had released the first SPK record, the single ‘Slogun’. Graeme was intense and ambitious and would often ring or call round, blatantly asking Chris to give him the inside information on how we did things on certain tracks, to use in his own music. We never collaborated with him – it was too much of a one-way street. Brian ended up joining SPK and would stay with them off and on during his trips from his home in Wales. We became close friends, visiting him and his partner, Tracey, after they moved to London into a squat overlooking the Oval cricket ground. Tracey worked for a video-editing and duplication company in Soho and helped us out with mastering and duping our gig videos.

         
            *

         

         Nick’s few hours a day at the local nursery gave us the opportunity to record. Chris had put together some sequences using our new Roland MC-8 sequencer and tentative rhythms for a track, and asked me to try out some vocals to it. I lay on our bed as he spoke to me through my headphones. ‘Just try anything,’ he said.

         He felt so close, and his voice so soft and sensual, that it put me in mind of when we’d phone each other during the tough times while we were apart. I started talking to him about our struggle as lovers, being impeded by other commitments, how he made me feel and the joy of being together. I started with when we initiated our love affair – on the Charing Cross Tube escalator on our way to the ICA in 1976. ‘You took my hand on the stair. You said we could be lovers – I just had to say the word.’ I hadn’t meant it to be the actual lyrics; I just wanted to tell him what he meant to me. He came into the room. ‘What?’ I asked.

         ‘I love it. Let’s take the song in that direction and sing a chorus and a melody.’

         The track was completed that afternoon, other than tweaking and the final mix. ‘October (Love Song)’ came from such an intimately personal few minutes and became a signature Chris & Cosey track. It was a total departure for us, unlike anything we’d recorded before – romantic but so uplifting. It was fun running with the love-song theme and making an accompanying kitsch video using LVA’s facilities, with the assistance of David Dawson, and photographer Steve Pyke taking stills from the video and promo photographs – one of which we used for the cover of our next 12" single collaboration project, ‘Sweet Surprise’ with the Eurythmics.

         
            *

         

         It hadn’t taken long for TG bootleg albums to start appearing. There’d been a few while TG were still together but it accelerated to a ridiculous level after we split. We weren’t informed or consulted about such releases and were referred to in a letter from Gen to Geff Rushton, dated 1 March 1982, as ‘Thee Negatives (Chris & Cosey)’, with Gen giving his (and Sleazy’s) permission for Geff to release TG work: ‘E hereby give mine & Sleazy’s blessing to your TG best of boxed set project, ASSUME POWER FOCUS … DON’T tell Thee Negs … They are best ignored on these kind of projects …’

         When we discovered Assume Power Focus was by Geff, we rang Sleazy, who apologised and sent us a cheque for a couple of hundred pounds. By that time, he and Geff were working together as Coil, having distanced themselves from Gen. Over the years, as more bootlegs of live TG recordings appeared, I was sent information by concerned fans (the quality was bad). The main source was revealed with proof supplied to me by different labels and people involved, including licence agreements signed by ‘Genesis P-Orridge’. Despite the paper trail of evidence, there was no offer of apology or accountability: our approaches were just met with indifference. I’d get irate phone calls from Geff on our and Sleazy’s behalf, urging me to bring Gen to book. I managed to retrospectively get some of the bootlegs converted into legitimate releases and the label to pay me, Chris and Sleazy our due royalties. It was tough, as the label had already paid a large up-front payment to the seller of the tapes.

         Keeping track of unofficial TG releases that were subsequently licensed on to more labels over the years wasn’t something I wanted to waste precious energy on. IR and TG signed a licence agreement with Mute Records in May 1983 but that only covered the main catalogue and the Fetish Records releases. And Fetish turned out to be a bad experience, considering TG’s generosity towards the label. Rod Pearce (who owned Fetish) insisted on 50 per cent of TG’s advance and royalties from the Mute deal. I felt like we were being well and truly shafted from every direction.

         Daniel (Miller) and Mute were the only ones who held true to the original spirit of the ethos of independent music, and I felt the official TG legacy was respected and safe in their hands. We’d known Daniel since the mid-1970s, when he’d released ‘TVOD’ and ‘Warm Leatherette’ through Rough Trade when he started Mute Records. We had mutual interests and principles, and he and Chris shared a passion for electronics, conferring and meeting up to exchange information on new sound technology. I looked upon the TG/Mute relationship as ‘family’.

         I was shocked and sad to hear that Rod met with an untimely and brutal end after he’d finished Fetish Records and moved to Mexico. In 1997 his body was found on a beach, almost decapitated, reportedly hacked to death with a machete.

         
            28 May 1984

            For many years I dreamt of a life in the country with land and hope of all hopes an old school or church as my home. We have it!!!!

         

         Living in London had become difficult, both financially and in terms of our lifestyle. I felt like I was running to stand still to pay bills, and every time I stepped outside our front door I was sucked into a vortex of uncompromising negativity and subjected to a pace of life that was not conducive to my creative sensibilities. We spotted a church for sale in East Heckington, Lincolnshire, and made an appointment to view it. The place was easily convertible but too small and isolated for Nick’s needs.

         We drove home via King’s Lynn and picked up the local paper. When we got home we looked through it and saw a small village school was up for auction on the following Tuesday … in just three days’ time. Chris called his dad, Albert, who had experience with buying property, and asked if he’d come with us to view the school. We arranged to collect the key the next day and Albert came with us. He gave the building the thumbs-up. ‘It’s rock-solid,’ he said. A beautiful, red-brick Victorian primary school within reach of all amenities. It had two large classrooms, cloakrooms and a kitchen annexe with a row of outside red-brick toilets. It was just the right size and stood on a third-of-an-acre plot that was paved over as the school playground, with a jetty on the riverbank for fishing. Me and Chris were so excited – it already felt like ours but we didn’t dare let ourselves think that yet. We travelled back to Norfolk for the auction on the Tuesday. The bidding started, and there were only three people interested in it. Our bid got the school for an affordable price. It felt like a dream. We’d just bought our new home. We sold our house in London in a matter of days and moved in as soon as the major structural works were complete.

         I continued to do some striptease work, travelling to London for just two days a week and staying at Chris’s mum and dad’s Totteridge house to earn enough money to have the playground dug up to make us a garden. Settling into the house was the first real break we’d had in years and we relished every moment of it. Life was suddenly so simple. Working with nature, planting apple and pear trees and flowers, watching Nick running round playing in the sun, and the cats tasting true freedom for the first time in their lives.

         We lived in the house as the final work was completed, making special allowances for Phil the plasterer. He was the best for the job but also a cokehead, and would disappear on benders when he got paid. One of the builders would go in search to local pubs to pick him up while he was still under the influence, because once on the job he’d do fantastic plastering at breakneck speed. Other than the dramas surrounding Phil’s availability, it all seemed very idyllic, until a month later, when there was a full-on shotgun shootout between feuding Essex and Norfolk travellers who lived on their own land at the end of the village. Country life was not quite the quiet idyll we’d imagined it to be.

         We’d entered a very close-knit community, many of whom had been born in the village, grown up together and gone to the (our) school … including two of the builders. Eighty-nine-year-old Joe who lived next door had worked on the local farm all his life and had never left the village. ‘He had no need to,’ his daughter told us.

         At the same time as we moved into the village, a family called Newby moved out. I found out later that the Newbys had owned and farmed land in and around the village, and that our neighbour had worked for them – and the local churchyard had Newbys and Carters buried there. It was uncanny when I found out that Les’s family had originally hailed from King’s Lynn, then moved to Hull. How had I unwittingly ended up in a place with so many connections to my family and closest friend?

         I took Nick to the small toddler group in the village hall so he could make friends. I didn’t have a lot in common with the other mothers and felt a bit guilty that I’d bought the school their children would have gone to (had there been more of them to keep it viable). I was there for Nick, who was happily playing with the other children. We wanted to establish a secure, happy base for him and ourselves. I gave up striptease work, which meant there was no regular income except for £18 a month child allowance. It was a struggle financially, living off credit cards and an overdraft, waiting for royalty cheques to come through so we could pay off enough to stop the bank coming down on us. It was the poorest period of our lives, and yet the happiest and most complete we’d felt. Away from the studio or gigs we found joy in the simple things, like family get-togethers, days out with Nick and his friends, and Nick’s large birthday parties.

         We didn’t do any gigs the year we moved. We concentrated on finishing as much of the house as possible, getting the studio up and running first, keeping the school blackboard that ran the length of one wall to use for studio notes. The old school kitchen had a huge porcelain basin, ideal for developing and printing, and it became our new darkroom. The walls of the two cloakrooms were in a bad way so we covered them in old TG Heathen Earth posters. We had a ritual burning of some of the TG vinyl we had left over from our share of IR stock – including rare blue-vinyl copies of Heathen Earth. They represented the crap we’d left behind and it felt good watching it all go up in flames.

         Our music had moved on to what would become known as the distinctive sound of Chris & Cosey – such tracks as ‘Driving Blind’, ‘Love Cuts’ and ‘Walking Through Heaven’ on the Songs of Love and Lust album we’d recorded in our studio in 1983, well before we left London. The front cover was a painting by Skot of a couple embracing, inspired by the James Bond film You Only Live Twice. The album was released on Rough Trade in January 1984. That, and the releases of Elemental 7 and the 12" singles, gave us some breathing space to make the school a home.

         Once the builders had gone, we continued recording Techno Primitiv. I’d take Nick out to the park, the beach or to Thetford Forest to give Chris a good few hours of peace and quiet to finish mastering. Techno Primitiv and Chris’s solo album, Mondo Beat, were our final albums released on Rough Trade. Geoff didn’t feel an affinity with our sound or image any more and we weren’t going to change, but the parting of ways was amicable.

         Alongside our music, I was still engaging with my art actions. Paul Buck invited me to perform as part of his five-day event, ‘Violent Silence Festival – Acts of Transgression’, a celebration of Georges Bataille. He and Roger Ely were coordinating the festival, which would take place at the Bloomsbury Theatre, London. It would include the staging of Georges Bataille’s My Mother, the first full production in English, adapted by Pierre Bourgeade and translated by Paul. The programme included works inspired by and in homage to Bataille – music by Marc Almond and Last Few Days, dance, films by Derek Jarman, Paul Buck, John Maybury, Cerith Wyn Evans, Steve Dwoskin, performances by myself (‘Such Is Life’) and readings by Roger Ely, Paul and Terence Sellers. My previous work with Steve Dwoskin derived from Bataille’s My Mother was my (and Steve’s) direct connection to the festival.

         It was only a month after we’d moved. Me and Chris worked on music specifically written for the piece, but he stayed in Norfolk with Nick. I travelled to London and met up with John Lacey, who worked with me projecting slides we’d prepared especially for the piece. I was dressed in white and the slides were projected on to my body, following my every movement and simultaneously appearing on pieces of diaphanous white muslin I used in my ritual action. The performance was quiet and peaceful, the audience attentive and appreciative – including, to my surprise, two of my striptease fans.

         Preparing for the performance had been interesting. Me and John arrived at the theatre to begin setting up and getting a feel for the place. We were escorted to the dressing rooms behind the stage, making our way from the back of the auditorium as quietly as possible as there was a woman with a head full of hair curlers stood soundchecking at the microphone. ‘That’s Terence Sellers,’ I was told. I knew of her but hadn’t met her before. She was acquainted with Gen so I wasn’t sure whether to say anything as I’d been reliably informed that my name was banned from being spoken in his presence. As I got to the stage, I said hello to her. She looked over to me and blanked me. OK, I thought, I know where I stand. 

         Part of my contribution included the screening of the COUM film After Cease to Exist – which nearly didn’t happen. During setting up in the afternoon, I was informed by one of the theatre hands that the senior theatre technician refused to show the film. She objected to the castration scene.

         ‘On what grounds?’ I asked.

         ‘You’ll have to speak to her yourself. She’s up there’, and he pointed to the upper circle seats near the projection booth, where a rather stern-faced, tough-looking, androgynous woman sat with her feet up on the seats in front.

         I made my way to her, introduced myself and asked what her objections were. She explained that she didn’t think it appropriate to show a film of a man being castrated. I suggested that I explain the film to her and we could then have an informed discussion about it. We spent about an hour together, analysing and debating the film, sexuality and more besides, and she agreed to it being shown.

         ‘Ritual Awakening’ at the Zap club in Brighton was my penultimate live art action. It was part of the Taboo Festival of Eroticism run by Roger Ely. Nick was at his gran’s, and me, Chris, Brian and Tracey travelled to Brighton together and stayed in a quaint bed and breakfast that owed a lot to Fawlty Towers. The venue was a small club in King’s Road Arches, and full. My action was on the stage at the back of the room. Chris, Brian and Tracey helped me set things up, Chris did a live mix of the audio I’d prepared and we recorded the whole thing on to video. My art film, Pussy Got the Cream, was shown separately at the festival.

         A year later I performed an extended version at the Bar Europa Festival in Amsterdam. ‘Ritual Awakening Part 2’ was my final live art action. I met up with Michael Moynihan (aka Coup de Grâce), who was also presenting his own performance involving cutting himself. It was intense and personal. I felt some affinity with him and his work … but we lost touch after he joined Boyd Rice’s band, NON, and became a member of the Church of Satan. After Michael, Johanna Went was on stage, just before me. Her performance was loud (screaming) and chaotic, with the stage cluttered with large props that she hurled about and then she threw liquid around the stage. I didn’t ‘get it’ – much like some people probably didn’t get early COUM. The stage was a mess and me and the theatre crew had to clean up before I could begin my piece. It was also quite late and the bar had been busy. I was made aware that my controversial history had preceded me. The audience were rowdy and drunk and making it clear that they wanted nudity, cutting and more. They got none of that. My last action was a ritual exorcism of everything that represented the spectacle people had come to expect from me. A disconnect from the tainted past. I couldn’t have had better reinforcement of my decision to make this the last art action than that entire trip to Amsterdam.

         
            *

         

         It’s never good when you get a call at 7.30 in the morning. It was ten days after I’d got back from Amsterdam. Chris answered and I could tell by the tone of his voice it was bad news.

         ‘Who is it, Mum or Dad?’ I asked him.

         ‘Your mum,’ he said.

         My whole body went numb, then came a shockwave of rage. ‘Why couldn’t it be him? It’s not fair!’

         Les had made the call on behalf of Pam, who’d been told not to tell me until after Mum’s funeral. I was stunned – I couldn’t quite process what I’d just heard. After all this time, I was even kept from saying a final goodbye to Mum. I didn’t blame Pam – she was in a difficult position and Dad was still very much a part of her and her children’s lives. Chris received a long letter from Pam explaining everything and hoping that I’d forgive her for not letting me know in time for the funeral. Mum had had a stroke and been admitted to hospital. She’d asked Pam not to tell me in case I visited her. She was worried it could stress out Dad and give him a heart attack, as he was due to undergo heart surgery. So I wasn’t told Mum was ill. Days later she had another stroke and a heart attack, and died. She was only sixty-six years old. All my hopes of being reunited with her were gone forever. She’d never see her grandson, Nick, or meet Chris, we’d never hold each other or laugh together again – my thoughts were all about the many associated losses signalled by her dying before Dad. I blamed him for them all. The only consolation I had was that he would be miserable without Mum.

         Me, Chris and Nick went to Hull and Pam took me to the cemetery to show me Mum’s plaque and her name listed on a page in the book of remembrance. It wasn’t enough. I couldn’t relate these markers of her life to what Mum meant to me. Pam and I laid flowers together and wept. I saw all three of us as having each suffered in our own way, all to suit the needs of my domineering dad. I made a visit to the Hull Daily Mail offices to place a dedication to Mum. The day after we returned home I got a phone call. A man’s voice said, ‘Excuse me for disturbing you. I’m from the Hull Daily Mail. We’ve been asked by a Mr Dennis Newby not to print your dedication to your mother.’ Silence. He continued, ‘I don’t know why someone would make such a request, but as far as I’m concerned, if you say to me now that you still want me to print it, I would be very, very happy to do so for you.’ He was so kind and outraged on my behalf.

         ‘Yes, please print it for me,’ I said.

         
            *

         

         Lost in our world of music and video, we were fully focused on releasing our work on our own label, CTI. It hadn’t occurred to us to do it any other way. Then we were approached by the Nettwerk Productions record label in Canada, and shortly afterwards Kenny Gates of Play It Again Sam Records got in touch. After many talks regarding us retaining the artistic freedom we’d always had, we signed to both labels … and also later to Wax Trax! Records in Chicago. That gave us worldwide distribution and sparked what became the beginning of C&C’s world-touring electronica success.

         Having done gigs in Holland with our friends Hay Schoolmeesters and Brecht from NL Centrum, we had them book and tour-manage us for Europe. We all got on so well, Hay with his wide smile, and tall, slim, leather-clad Brecht looking like Emma Peel, both speaking with the most wonderful strong Dutch accents. They were kindred spirits and unorthodox as far as booking agents or tour managers were concerned. They ran their own alternative art and music events and shared our DIY ethos. Sometimes Hay’s cousin Frank came along. He drove like a lunatic, always too fast and way too close to the vehicle in front. Me and Chris would close our eyes as we sat in the back of the car, pretending we weren’t there, our fingers crossed for a safe arrival to our next destination as we drove from gig to gig.

         Hay had a dry wit. As we entered one strange venue he said, with a lopsided smile, ‘I think this is a beatnik club’, which I used later for lyrics. But neither he nor Brecht suffered fools gladly. A promoter didn’t pay up after one of the shows. As we set off to the next gig the following morning, Hay took a detour to the promoter’s flat, telling us to wait in the car while he and Frank paid the guy a visit. They came rushing back to the car ten minutes later with our money, saying we had to make a dash across the border because the guy was calling the police … and Hay and Frank were supposedly on a ‘suspects’ list due to their past anarchist activities.

         As NL Centrum expanded, a lovely guy called John Jacobs took over most of our European tour-managing and we always took along ‘Jan the video beamer man’. Our touring was like being away with ‘family’. Everyone was so kind, relaxed and happy in each other’s company.

         We hardly ever played in the UK – there wasn’t the demand. Our main audience was in Europe and America but we made an exception for UK Electronica, which was a small festival with some live performances, talks and stands to sell records and related ephemera. Manning our stand led to some good new contacts and we met and talked to a lot of fans, including our good friend Joe Ahmed.

         During our performance we projected one of our gig videos, which was full of cut-up images, including clips from blue films. Someone brought their ten-year-old son to see us play even though it was an over-eighteens show, and made an official complaint about the video content. Three days later we got a visit from the local police. Two squad cars pulled up in the drive with three uniformed officers and two detectives presenting us with a warrant to search our property. A friend had phoned to say that our names and address had been given to the police by one of the festival organisers, but we never expected to be the subjects of an investigation. We were kept in our living room while the police went around the house, searching everywhere and pulling out ‘evidence’ to take away with them.

         ‘What exactly are you looking for?’ I asked.

         ‘Anything that shows you naked,’ was the reply.

         ‘Come with me,’ I said, and gave them a pile of photos of myself semi- and fully nude, dancing, on holiday, etc. They thought (or had been informed) that we were making and selling pornographic videos. After hours of delving and questioning, they realised the accusation was possibly bogus, but still took boxes of videos, photos and paperwork away with them to look through, saying they’d be in touch. Three months later, on my birthday, me and Chris were walking around town when we saw one of the detectives. He nodded, smiled, then came over to us to say that we could collect our belongings whenever we wanted. They were satisfied that there was no charge to answer.

         Nettwerk, then PIAS, released the C&C ‘taster’ 12" EP, Take Five, and we embarked on our first C&C tour of the USA. Steve Montgomery, the manager at the Rough Trade Notting Hill shop, organised the bookings and tour-managed us. The tour was a great success; we were excited about future possibilities from all the contacts we’d made and it gave us enough money to fix our leaking roof and invest in some new equipment – an AKAI S900 sampler, an MC-500 MIDI sequencer, a Roland Octapad and a Fostex sixteen-track tape recorder.

         The injection of new gear changed our sound and the way we worked. We sampled like crazy, anything and everything, and started recording our next album, Exotika. We recorded the title track as our homage to Martin Denny, which was released as a single and was a big hit in clubs on the West Coast of America and in Goa, India, at the trance dance parties.

         When so much is happening, and so fast, you just go with the flow, not realising until much later just how monumental those events turned out to be. 1987 was like that for us. Our output was prolific. We’d released the single ‘Obsession’ and began a Conspiracy International collaboration album called Core with our friends Monte Cazazza, Brian Williams, Boyd Rice, Robert Wyatt, John Duncan, Joe Potts and Coil.

         I was in touch with Geff regularly. He’d call me, more often than not when he was three sheets to the wind, talking about the nuances of sex, putting the world to rights between us, him saying how, since me and Chris had been doing electronica for years, we could make a fortune now that it had taken off. We weren’t interested in the mainstream or banging out music just to make money. That attitude probably contributed to our money struggles. What excited us was collaborating on an album track with everyone. It was the first time we’d worked with Sleazy since TG split and I always think of Core as having brought us back together. Having him in our lives again felt right: even though we’d travelled very different paths in the interim, that deep connection between us was still there.

         And the album itself was a work involving people we felt a special connection to. John Duncan and Joe, along with Rick Potts, Tom Recchion and the artist Paul McCarthy, were part of a radical art/music collective called LAFMS (Los Angeles Free Music Society). I’d hung out with them in LA during TG’s last gigs and John had celebrated Nick’s birth by releasing a 7" single called ‘NICKI’. The common factor among us all was that our work and lives were unorthodox in our own unique ways, and bringing us together would make for some very potent music.

         Brian was the only one who recorded with us at our studio. All the other tracks were done by exchanging tapes through the mail – we had no email then. Working on the track ‘Unmasked’ with Robert (Wyatt) was very special. We held an unspoken trust in each other that made possible the effortless close melding of our sensitive music and sense of self. We exchanged tapes of his musical and vocal ideas and he sent me wonderful letters full of lyrics for me to select from. I compiled what I felt was the essence of an underlying storyline and we recorded them alongside a melody made from samples of his voice. Even though he wasn’t there physically, his calls and letters were so charged with his creative energy, making it an incredibly intimate collaborative experience. He loved the track and did his own cover version some years later.

         The mid-morning mail arrived. A package from Wax Trax! Records in Chicago containing animal rights literature with graphic descriptions and photographs of animal cruelty, including the horrific suffering of animals in slaughterhouses. I read it once and never looked at it again – it was too distressing. Wax Trax! were releasing an album, Animal Liberation, which Dan Mathews of PETA (People for the Ethical Treatment of Animals) was putting together. Jim at Wax Trax! had assumed me and Chris were vegetarian and asked us to contribute a track. We weren’t vegetarian until that envelope arrived, but we have been ever since.

         I sat and wrote the lyrics and we recorded the song ‘Silent Cry’ in about four hours. It had been sparked off by a chance meeting with Dan the previous year at our friend Lene Lovich’s house. Now the album was being released, Dan was in the UK to promote it and we met up again to discuss a live performance of our song at an animal rights party he’d organised at the Limelight in London. Lene and Nina Hagen had also done a track together for the album and we were all backstage. I felt decidedly underdressed and rather demure next to them both, with their big hair and outrageous, eccentric theatrical clothes and make-up. Performing our gentle, sad song was quite emotional but I held it together. Lene and Nina blasted out their song with full-on energy and gusto and we all decamped to a local Indian restaurant. The owner looked at Lene and Nina with incredulity and was trying desperately to usher us all out. But Nina was an unstoppable force, talking ten to the dozen at him about astrology and the meaning of life, turning his shock into fascination until he smiled and seated us all with his blessing.

         I took that memorable demonstration of Nina in action as inspiration for when I had to play her in the PETA promo video. Nina wasn’t available so I was enlisted to play her part, donning a wig that resembled her hair, with clothes to match and high heels. The location was a fenced-off rubbish tip near Lene’s, the nearest we could get to what looked like the entrance to a securely locked animal-experimentation facility. We feigned breaking the locks and climbing over the fence to free the animals – me in my patent stiletto heels and a very short skirt scaling the fence, determined to complete my mission. I think it was pretty convincing.

         Unbeknownst to us, Daniel Miller was interested in signing us to Mute Records, but Kenny Gates of Play It Again Sam had got to us first. Being officially signed to record labels in Europe and Canada, we encountered our first taste of standard record-business practice. Exotika was released and we were asked to go on tour to promote it. Naive as it may sound, we’d never thought of our live work as promotion before. Performing was just part of what we did: we presented our music and video work to people, shared that special time together, and hopefully made some money to enable us to carry on making music and art. There hadn’t been a calculated commercial agenda attached to playing live – until now. The notion of recording an album, then performing it live on tour to ‘sell’ it, was a new thing for us.

         And so was going on tour with a support band … SPK. Their line-up was now Graeme, his wife, Sinan, and Karina Hayes on additional vocals and dance. They had more gear than us, what with all their props and an angle grinder, which caused no end of hold-ups and problems at the airports. Equipment Carnets (a temporary export–import document) were mandatory when touring abroad and they were a nightmare. Every item of equipment had to be listed and accounted for as you passed through customs – every lead, jack plug, power supply. If something went missing, you could face a very hefty fine. It loaded extra stress on to our tight airport connections, without the added dramas created by Graeme’s unusual luggage.

         The first thing that triggered an underlying discontentment in Graeme was when we went through US Immigration and he, Sinan and Karina got stopped and taken for questioning. They weren’t going to be allowed in until me and Chris offered to vouch for them as our legitimate support act. That worked, but also publicly showed Graeme as subordinate to us, and that wasn’t taken well, especially when the immigration officer smiled at me and Chris and said, ‘I’ve got tickets to your show tonight – I love your music.’ We gave him some C&C badges, chatted a little, then went on our way. Graeme’s sense of being treated as secondary to us grew as we headlined the shows, and the number of radio and press interviews was much higher for us than him. Who played in the so-called headline spot was irrelevant and meant little to me but more to Graeme. Things started getting very strained and his persistent moaning and harassment of Dan put a real dampener on things. Dan took the brunt of it all, but no matter what he tried to do to appease Graeme, it wasn’t enough. He kept the tour on track by clearing up any complaints and monetary settlements for damage SPK caused during their performances thanks to Graeme’s metal chain swinging above the audience’s head, his twirling and breaking of some of the house microphones and the sparking from the angle grinder as he used it on available objects and pillars at the venues. A girl in the audience at one show had her head cut open by a forceful swing from the heavy chain and she threatened to sue, but Dan managed to talk her out of it.

         Fraught with Graeme’s discontent, things came to a head mid-tour. As we were walking along the street after yet another confrontational episode with Graeme, Dan suddenly stopped dead in his tracks and hurled his tour briefcase down the street, screaming, ‘I’ve had ENOUGH! I’m leaving!’

         Nick was scared, and we didn’t know what would happen with the tour. I went and retrieved the case and between me and Chris we managed to persuade Dan to stay on until we could get someone to replace him. He stayed away from Graeme, then we had an emotional farewell with him when he left and Steve (Montgomery) joined us to take over tour manager duties and to try and keep things on an even keel with Graeme. As soon as we hit the West Coast, me and Chris took Nick to visit friends. It was good to get away from the tense atmosphere.

         The SPK damage costs had mounted as the tour progressed and by the end had eaten substantially into the tour income. Payment was to be settled at the airport when Steve took us all to catch our flights home. When Graeme was told about the money situation he went crazy. ‘I’ve got a wife and two kids to support and a mortgage to pay!’ he yelled.

         Chris tried to calm things down and reason with him but, contrary to what his contract with Steve supposedly said, Graeme demanded money. That money would have to come out of our and Steve’s earnings. Steve went to the men’s room and Graeme followed him. When they emerged, Steve looked decidedly shaken and Graeme rushed off without saying a word to us. I was sat with Nick, trying to keep him from noticing anything bad was going on. ‘What happened?’ I asked Steve.

         ‘He blindsided me. I didn’t expect him to switch from verbal to physical.’

         Apparently some guy had witnessed the altercation and called the LAPD, who appeared and told Steve that, as the booking agent, he was responsible for Graeme’s welfare and safe return to Australia and that Steve had to pay Graeme or we’d all be taken to the precinct. Steve lost his commission and we were left with just a few hundred dollars from our own tour. We felt robbed. I heard that SPK disbanded after that, and Graeme moved to LA and went on to do film work for Hollywood movies.

         
            25 June 1989

            Chris took me to the hospital at about 7 o’clock and I was put on a drip … my emotions are in turmoil.

         

         A visit to my GP confirmed that I was pregnant. It was a shock as I had had a coil fitted. I was worried whether the pregnancy could be viable with a coil in place or if it would damage the baby. I was sent to the local hospital, where a doctor gave me an internal examination, which even I knew wasn’t the preferred procedure at such an early stage in a pregnancy. I remember him looking me straight in the eyes as he stuck his fingers inside me. It was such a creepy feeling. He was brutal and I yelped as he probed about. I looked to the nurse for help, for her to say something to this guy, that what he was doing was all wrong. She was visibly shocked and concerned about what she’d witnessed. Nothing was said but I knew he had assaulted me and I’d be lucky to keep the baby. I was sent home feeling violated and in pain.

         The next day we went to a village fete and I started cramping and bleeding heavily. By the time we got home, I knew I was miscarrying. Chris rang the hospital and was advised to collect whatever came out into a jar to take to the hospital, for them to confirm that I’d miscarried successfully. To see that tiny little foetus, the potential life we’d lost, was too much for me. Just eight weeks old and the size of a fifty-pence piece. How brutal and cruel the procedure was. Our child was reduced to ‘evidence’ of loss in a jar.

         I was admitted to hospital to have the coil removed and a D&C to remove any remaining parts of the baby. I was taken to theatre and given an anaesthetic. The last thing I remember as I went under was a huge crushing sensation on my chest, like the ceiling had fallen on top of me. Then, from far away, I heard a woman’s anxious voice say, ‘Her blood pressure’s dropped … Christine! Christine!’

         I slowly realised they were calling me by my first christened name, not Cosey. I opened my eyes. They checked me over, then took me to the ward to recover.

         Just three weeks later we embarked on an eight-date European tour, immediately followed by a fifteen-date C&C tour of the USA to promote our new album, Trust. That wasn’t the best thing for me to have done. My health was never the same again.

         
            *

         

         1991 was an odd year. It seemed like business as usual but there were big changes taking place that we weren’t fully aware of at the time. On a personal level, me and Chris were as one, unified in love and in our creative pursuits. That is as true today as it was then – the vital force that drives us forward and maintains the continuum of our togetherness. We were an idyllically happy family with Nick, taking regular trips to relatives, them visiting us, raucous fun parties and Christmas gatherings. Before (and after) Mum died, the only absentees from the happy group get-togethers were my mum and dad. I’d felt sad for Mum and Nick but I couldn’t have done anything about it. I’d thought of just turning up and knocking on their door with Nick and Chris, but decided against subjecting them to what I anticipated would be a cold-hearted response from Dad. I was resigned to not having them in my life and I was so happy being a part of Chris’s family.

         Being signed to three record labels proved to be good for everyone. Our back catalogue got a new airing as each label re-released the early C&C albums and compilations. We were fortunate to work with such good people and have their enthusiastic support. Visiting Wax Trax! in Chicago to see the owners, Jim and Dannie, was always a treat, just in terms of them being such great, fun people. Just as we were riding high and for the first time feeling a hint of financial security, some labels started running into trouble. First Rough Trade Distribution folded, then the whole of the Rough Trade Group went into voluntary liquidation in 1991, owing us money (which was settled years later). Some of our publishing was with Rough Trade and after their collapse had been put in the hands of another publishing company. Things got more complicated when Wax Trax! went under, but PIAS were stable and Kenny and Michel kept our spirits up.

         The demise of Wax Trax! had scuppered the release of my solo project, Time to Tell. Chris Connelly first proposed its release to me. We’d met him years earlier when he visited Beck Road as a very young TG fan. After his band, Finitribe, split, he’d moved to Chicago and joined Revolting Cocks and Ministry, who were also signed to Wax Trax! – that’s where we met up again. He was coordinating the Time to Tell release with me and thoughtfully arranged for the artworks to be returned. It’s never good when a label collapses – there’s so much fallout and recrimination, but I never felt any malice to Jim and Dannie. I co-opted the help of Joe Banks to work on the artwork for a special version of Time to Tell on CD, in a deluxe package dedicated to Szabo, who had died in November 1982. The audio was extended and remastered, and the booklet updated and revised with additional material and twenty-six black-and-white cards of related art and modelling images. There was a hitch, though: the factory that packaged the inserts refused the job on religious and moral grounds … My nude image on the cards being the reason. A replacement and more amenable factory was found and production went ahead with no more trouble. I’d also produced a very limited signed edition, which included one of my original encaustic paintings in a handmade box.

         At this point, Sleazy, me and Chris weren’t on speaking terms with Gen, who was now living in the USA. Mute had the TG catalogue and acted as mediators. We’d all re-signed to them for a Mute Grey Area release with the addition of live tracks, TG LIVE. Me, Chris and Sleazy had gone to Mute meetings together but Sleazy didn’t want anything to do with the TG artworks, editing or mastering, and, as far as any of us knew, Gen didn’t either. That job fell to me and Chris, with the assistance of Brian and Joe Banks. Brian waded through the TG live tapes, selecting the best for quality and possible bonus tracks. That was a job neither me nor Chris could face at the time. It was enough that Chris then had to master them all. Joe was a graphic designer who’d worked with Brian and he did the artworks for us, and I designed and drew the camouflage box set sleeve based on our TG uniforms.

         Mute had been a positive constant in our lives and we had good friends there, like John McGrath, John McRobbie and Daniel. Our working relationship with Mute expanded to include Chris’s solo album, The Space Between, and an Erasure remix, with Daniel having done the first ever remix of any of our music, for our C&C 12" single ‘Synaesthesia’.

         Me and Chris were nearing the end of our contract with PIAS and recording Musik Fantastique! The samples were stored for playback on SyQuest hard disk cartridges. We thought we were being cutting-edge: we could store the whole album on one big disk. Three months into the album, the SyQuest drives started failing and corrupting the samples. The majority of the album was lost. What saved us was that we’d recorded the vocals, guitar and cornet on to tape, so at least we had that. After a week moping around depressed, we swapped back to slow but reliable floppy disks and re-recorded the album. It probably came out the better for the ‘disaster’.

         After that we went over to a super-reliable optical drive and disks as soon as they became available. Musik Fantastique! was our last album on PIAS. We moved back to releasing material on our own CTI label through World Serpent. Sleazy had recommended them to us and introduced us to the owners, Alison, Gibby and Alan. We were completely independent again and marked the return with the 7" single ‘Passion’, cut at Porky’s studio in London, which I etched with auspicious runic symbols.

         The oddest of situations can bring inspiration. Driving seems to be when me and Chris have time free from other distractions to talk through and brainstorm ideas, usually on long journeys. But the ‘Library of Sound’ series of albums came about during a twenty-minute drive to do the weekly shop. We wanted to do more introspective, instrumental, ambient music, to venture into different territory and away from the Chris & Cosey sound. It suited my health situation and where my head was at too. My dance groove was temporarily suspended. Metaphysical and Chronomanic came together quickly, followed by In Continuum.

         The now-huge music and multimedia arts festival Sonar started in 1994 and we were asked to play. Thrilled as we were, we had to refuse due to my health, so we made a video, ‘Select Reflections 2’, to be screened as our contribution. We were asked to perform again the following year but I was no better and the accompanying video to Chronomanic was shown instead.

         Just as we were having a break from Chris & Cosey, JD Twitch (aka Keith McIvor, who went on to run Optimo club in Glasgow with JG Wilkes) appeared on our horizon. We knew his friend, the effervescent Jill Mingo, who had done some promo for us. Keith had been following and DJing TG and C&C music, and proposed a remix album of C&C tracks for his T&B label. Me and Chris, being in our ‘bubble’, had no idea just what an impact our music had once we relinquished it to the world. We never expected a ‘return’, simply being pleased that we were able to get our work out there and hoping others shared in the pleasure we got from making it. We didn’t know then but Keith’s release Twist, an album of C&C remixes by Carl Craig, Mike Paradinas, Mark Gage, Fred Giannelli, Coil and Cosmic Connection, was a key factor in the resurgence of interest in our C&C music and he brought us into contact with some great people.

         The remix by Coil (Sleazy and Drew McDowall) kept an ongoing connection with Sleazy. But our lifestyles were poles apart, me trying to keep as calm as possible and Sleazy trying to get as high and ‘up’ as possible. He was heavily into his recreational drug phase … as Chris witnessed at a KAI Power Tools visual software seminar in London. As the announcement of a specific tool within the programme was announced to the seated attentive audience, a very loud ‘YESSSSS! WHOOOOOP!’ broke the silence. Everyone turned round to see someone stood with their arms in the air in triumphant appreciation of a new weapon for video effects – it was Sleazy. He was dressed in a thick, black puffa jacket, sweating, eyes popping, but with a massive grin on his face. He’d obviously been waiting for technology to catch up with whatever ideas he had in mind.

         
            *

         

         The start of my heart problem seemed to stem from the operation after my miscarriage. I began having trouble breathing, then palpitations, almost blacking out. I could see my heart thumping in my chest as it kicked in again after missed beats. The episodes could last for hours at a time and were unpredictable, exhausting and frightening. My (male) GP put it down to me being a neurotic, pre-menopausal woman.

         I struggled on until I finally asked to see another doctor, who was more enlightened and concerned. He sent me for a 24-hour heart monitor test. I dropped the ECG recording off as instructed, and two hours later I got a phone call from the hospital to be told that the recording revealed a possible serious abnormality, that I mustn’t do anything strenuous, and that I had to go back to the hospital first thing the next day. My relief at the proof that my palpitations existed turned to dread as I began to think the worse.

         When I reported to the cardiac department I was given a treadmill test – I lasted less than a minute before they stopped it and lay me down. My heart rate had soared to over 260 b.p.m. The young cardiologist was shocked – he’d never seen that before. He admitted me for further tests. Chris was in as much shock as I was and rang and faxed everyone to let them know. I received a flurry of beautiful bouquets from Mute, PIAS, family and friends to cheer me in my hospital bed. That took me by surprise. Was I that ill? I was in denial about my heart problem. Because it was sporadic, I took to thinking that, when it worked normally, it had righted itself and I was OK. I was put on beta-blockers, then another cardiac drug to slow me down. It did just that. I’d gone from a five-day-a-week gym-and-swim routine, with bike rides with Nick, to sitting inert and zombified by the medication to try and control my heart arrhythmia. When I was told to avoid stress and excitable situations the first thing I asked was, ‘What about orgasms?’ I was more worried about being denied that physical pleasure than ‘work’. I had my priorities.

         Live music performances ended. I concentrated on working in the studio. That was the only way I could safely work around my physical limitations. I was keeping a log of the palpitations, chest pains and breathlessness, and sleeping at least two hours during the day. Feeling so restricted was depressing. As I sat in the garden resting, I wondered how many more summers I’d see, what a burden I must be to Chris, how I was holding him back and what Nick was losing out on because of my inability to join in the fun things in life. Sometimes the exhaustion was so acute it was an effort to even laugh. All I could think about was getting horizontal, lying down. I tried my best to do as much as possible, to try and make things as near as possible to normal. I couldn’t find it in me to totally surrender to the condition. Chris was amazing at coping with the worry and helping me continue to be ‘me’, making sure the studio sessions were always available at the time slots my heart allowed me to work.

         Then he gave me a huge boost of confidence. We were watching a documentary programme that turned out to be part of an Open University course. ‘You should do that,’ he said.

         Doing an academic degree at that time in my life worked out to be better for me. I had the advantage of having acquired my own skills and understanding of the art world through personal experience and was interested to discover that I shared views with some great minds.

         
            *

         

         Other than the Time to Tell release and my OU studies, I was happy to concentrate on my work with Chris. I’ve always thought of my work as art, whether it manifests as music, visuals or actions, but had no interest in direct contact with the art world. I’d mainly been focusing on sound and video presented as audiovisual gig-style performances and sometimes as screenings and installations. Our video work for the Cabinet Gallery group show ‘Popocultural’ at the South London Gallery was a case in point. Our inclusion alongside Chris Ofili, Jeremy Deller, Paul McCarthy and others came about from an invitation by Andrew Wheatley and Martin McGeown of Cabinet Gallery, who knew of my work and about TG. We were introduced by Simon Ford when he was writing his book Wreckers of Civilisation about COUM and TG.

         The introduction to Andrew and Martin was one of the best things that came out of the book. I met two incredible people, both committed, generous and driven by an uncompromising love and respect for the creative spirit and powerful art. I’d never encountered anyone like them before.

         
            21 September 1997

            Spoke to Sleazy tonight about Simon’s book and how to redress the balance and correct Gen’s fantasies and inaccuracies. He said to get together next week.

         

         Simon’s book actually started as a thesis on COUM and Throbbing Gristle and he visited me to go through and borrow archive material (most of which was never returned), with me reading through drafts as he progressed. It seemed an impossible task to me and I was happy for Simon to take it on, never expecting that it would turn into a book. My friend Grae Watson had started a similar book back in 1983, but rang me one day to tell me he’d abandoned it after allegedly having a tough time with Gen, who was insisting on controlling the content to the point that the book would have been an unbalanced, inaccurate account. Wreckers suffered from a similar problem but was tempered to a degree. It has its inaccuracies but stands as a good entry point for reference and analysis, and even before the book was published it brought about some significant introductions in the art world.

         
            20 January 1997

            Sleazy rang, nice to hear from him. Talked about COUM at M.O.C.A., he said to be careful Gen doesn’t just put himself & text. Maybe I’m still naive. Weird compiling all the COUM stuff, history, my past, the beginnings of me and Chris … It seems Art history surfaces and I am an official part of it.

         

         The resurgence of interest in my past artwork continued and Paul Schimmel from the Museum of Contemporary Art in Los Angeles contacted me about discussing the inclusion of COUM in a group show on performance art. Me and Chris travelled to London for a meeting at his hotel. We were shown into the drawing room to wait for him. We waited and waited but he never appeared. We left feeling really angry at being stood up and the waste of what little money we had on the train fares. But Paul was feeling equally annoyed. Through a series of phone calls, the ridiculous reason for the saga was revealed. The receptionist never called his room to tell him we had arrived. So we were downstairs, he was upstairs, waiting for the call that never came. He even went to the reception desk to ask after us, only to be told ‘No’ by the relief receptionist while we sat just feet away.

         After that fiasco, I thought it would all come to nothing but Paul really wanted COUM represented in the exhibition, and by definitive performance photos. I could provide that for him and sent him a display book of works but suggested he also speak to Gen about any other material. The exhibition instigated my maxing out our credit card to buy an A3 printer and scanner (it cost less than outsourcing the work). I reconnected with my magazine actions from a very different viewpoint. My memory has always served me well but I’d already consulted my diaries for Simon’s book just to verify or correct Gen’s version of events. It was strange revisiting my past. But at least, after twenty years, some of my magazine works were finally going to be shown on a gallery wall for the very first time, and in the company of works including those by Yoko Ono, Joseph Beuys, Gilbert & George, Marina Abramović, John Cage and my friend John Duncan.

         More interest in my past activities surfaced. Out of the blue, Tuppy Owens got in touch. How she got my phone number, I’ll never know, but it was good to hear from her after so long. She was organising a festival called Smut Fest and I was invited to take part in a discussion at the Confessions Gallery in Islington, London, on the resurgence of political pornography. Others on the panel were Del LaGrace (photographer), Lindsey Frew from Hustler, Tuppy, Bill Owens from Suck, Hugh Scandell of Skin Two and an old friend, Ted Polhemus. It was an odd context for discussing my work in pornography. Most of the others were still very much a part of that lifestyle, and porn as ‘business’, and I couldn’t relate on their level. The thing that stood out most was them complaining about the laws that restricted their freedom to produce and distribute porn. That irritated me as I’d faced worse conditions and tighter controls but managed to work around and against them to achieve the freedom to express myself (sexually or otherwise). The only thing I had in common with them was that I’d once been part of the porn business. Where was the discussion of the ‘political’ aspect of porn? I was up for that. But the evening overall hadn’t been a pleasant reconnection with the sex industry, especially when one hard-core porn-video producer took to the floor with vivid descriptions of his seedy working practices. I was glad to leave.

         
            3 April 1997

            I am wondering how we will survive in the future. Is there a market left for our music? I am poor but in love and happy. I love Chris and Nick. I love life. That’s good, money makes life easier but love makes it happy and hard times bearable.

         

         How you can be in such demand yet be on the breadline continues to baffle me and probably others in the same position. We were selling equipment to upgrade and just keep our heads above water, to maintain our creative lifestyle and meet the needs of teenage Nick and six cats. My illness meant I couldn’t do a day job even if I wanted to, but we were fortunate that Chris’s expertise and knowledge of equipment brought him paid commissioned articles and reviews for Sound on Sound magazine. As well as the review gear being useful in our studio, the fees kept us going for years, as did TG royalties from Mute. Chris’s dad had offered for him to join and take over the family business, Carter’s Glass in Crouch End, but Chris turned it down. It would have meant we’d have had a good steady income but we’d have had to give up music and move back to London. It was sad to have to refuse his dad’s generosity.

         After our Rough Trade and Wax Trax! experiences, we hadn’t expected World Serpent to run into trouble. We were told that Tower Records hadn’t paid them for our CDs. We were thousands of pounds down but luckily we still got paid by some of their other retailers. It didn’t bode well. On top of that we received a package from Allan at Peer Music. Two more TG bootlegs had surfaced, then another, and Peer did their best to track down who was responsible. However, we all suspected we knew who it was.

         Knowing someone was taking money from us when we had so little could have cast a dark shadow of resentment, but it didn’t. My life was so full of positive things and good people that I put the rip-offs to one side and dealt with them as best I could, with the help of some great friends. Geff’s calls cheered me up. He rang one day, all happy and affectionate, to tell me him and Sleazy would be coming to record with us in the summer. Then he told me all about Kenneth Anger having stayed with them for five days and how he’d slept for stretches of twenty-four hours, making them worried if he was OK. He’d emerge with press clippings of pirates, then go back to bed. Geff usually called when Sleazy was away filming music videos and ads. That work made it possible for them to eventually move out of London. Sleazy thought it may help Geff’s alcohol addiction, having already tried different treatments. Even the implants that triggered a severe reaction if he drank alcohol didn’t work. Nor did the twelve-step programme, or checking into clinics. Sleazy put his Chiswick house on the market and started the search for a new home for him and Geff. My financial struggles paled into insignificance compared to the havoc and pain caused by Geff’s addiction.

         
            24 April 1998

            Everyone really pulled together for us on this Industrial mess. Monte’s pissed off and thinks it’s a prank, we’re not sure … Sleazy had got on the case too which is highly unusual but welcome.

         

         We connected to the World Wide Web in 1998, which massively improved communication and brought an end to our hard-copy CTI bulletins and the cost of printing and mailing. But it also speeded everything up, which was both a good and a bad thing. We’d always written personal replies to all our fans, at one time incurring the wrath of the mother of one of them who read one of my replies and called me ‘the devil’s filth witch’ … which appealed to my perverse sense of humour. Me and Chris used it as my nickname over the years. The pace of the postal system afforded us some respite, but emails were a near-instant-response form of communication. Chris designed our websites and put together an online mail-order service. That was a lifeline.

         Then one day we got a flurry of emails informing us about Industrial Records being relaunched by someone in San Francisco, and claiming that Gen was behind it all. Daniel, Sleazy and Monte responded straight away. Things went crazy as everyone tried to get to the bottom of it all. It wasn’t a prank but was stopped after interventions by a number of concerned and pissed-off people. The internet has its upsides.

         With emails making contact so much easier, past friends like Tim Poston, Foxtrot and Ann Fulam got in touch, and I also started to receive enquiries about my art, with requests to do lectures and interviews for academic publications.

         
            23 Sept 1998

            SO SO SO HAPPY!!!! the doctor at Papworth said he’s sure he can cure my Tachycardia. I’m ecstatic and so is Chris, Nick, Rose and all. Now I can feel motivation returning. I can see the reason behind ‘doing’ again … Four scenarios: 1. I die (please NO), 2. It doesn’t work (NO), 3. I need two ops, 4. IT WORKS. I have to be positive but I’m very frightened … Will I regret this assertive step? I hope not, I hope I will get my life back again.

         

         Since 1993 I’d been under the care of an eminent cardiologist and whenever I went for check-ups I told him of the exhaustion affecting my quality of life and ability to work. I had an energy window of about three hours a day and struggled especially with anything that involved using the upper body, stupid mundane actions like hanging out washing or grating cheese. Also, that energy window meant me having to sleep in the car on some journeys or after our leisurely walks in the Sandringham woods. I explained all this and was told to ‘be a lady of leisure’. I was furious at his condescending, dismissive attitude. He held my future in his hands and any opportunity for me to live a nearer-normal life, but he didn’t see why I would want to do anything other than laze about and be waited on. I thank whatever forces that he was on holiday for my annual scheduled appointment with him in July 1998, when instead I saw a young cardiologist who referred me to an expert on electrical heart conditions at Papworth Hospital. I was given a diagnosis. It was an electrical rhythm problem! Now, isn’t that irony for you. I was informed by the doctor that he’d only come across two people with the same rare condition as me, the other being a trumpet player … More irony. I didn’t want to have a ‘special’ heart condition – I wanted a bog-standard one that was treatable, with proven surgical success. Then the news came that there was the option for treatment and he felt that it would be successful. I opted in. I wanted to be fixed.

         
            10 February 1999

            Daniel rang. Chris talked to him for ages and told him about our TG24 hours idea. He was ecstatic about it.

         

         Me and Chris had thought that an official, updated, limited-edition release of all the live TG gigs based on the original TG 24-hour cassette box could offer a sensible solution to the ongoing problem of the bad TG bootlegs, and we asked Daniel if he’d be interested in putting it out on Mute Records. Daniel was very keen so we emailed Sleazy about it. He rang to say he was up for the idea, especially as Simon’s book seemed to have rekindled interest in TG … even though we were all yet to receive a copy. It was strange how much interest there was in our work from so long ago.

         I’d prepared a slide show of images from the ‘Prostitution’ show for an event at the ICA to publicise Simon’s book. I was fine with that but Nick and his mate Greg had come along with us and I didn’t know how Nick would handle seeing his mum in all her naked glory – or how to explain a film in which I castrated his dad. I needn’t have worried. He took it in his stride and I gave him the nod when the sensitive images were to be shown so he could choose to avert his gaze.

         By the time a feature in Bizarre magazine came out featuring similar images to illustrate an article on artists who push the boundaries of art and society by using their bodies, Nick was as comfortable as he could be about my magazine and art actions. His friends at college bought Bizarre magazine regularly – as I found out one day while at the checkout in Sainsbury’s. I saw Nick and two of his mates, who were grinning and looking at me and Chris. We nodded at them and said, ‘Hi.’

         They came over carrying a copy of the magazine. ‘Did you really do all that in the Bizarre article?’ one of them asked.

         ‘Yes,’ I said.

         ‘Cool’ was his reply, and all three smiled and toddled off, waving to us as they went on their way.

         
            20 March 1999

            I’m determined to get a book out that puts the record straight.

         

         Well, you’re reading that book now.

         Simon’s Wreckers book prompted the diary entry, and the desire to put the record straight was further reinforced by press interviews with Gen and the book reviews, which seemed largely centred around him being the innovator and leader of TG. That misconception of TG and bias towards Gen, who was portrayed as a betrayed victim, angered me, Chris and Sleazy. We’d expected more from Simon – at least impartiality, having given him so much information to work with. Foxtrot had expected more too; he wasn’t best pleased at not being mentioned much in the COUM section, commenting on Gen in an interview, ‘He likes to have this mythic status, you see. He’s definitely got his own view of how it should be perceived. I mean, he is a great manipulator and he likes to retrospectively re-write history. I mean, I wasn’t mentioned much in the book, not that I’m an egomaniac but …’

         Me, Chris and Sleazy didn’t attend the official book launch. Two days later, Simon emailed me an apology. I can’t recall whether it was for the book or the meagre twenty-five copies each we were to receive as ‘payment’ – and to be charged the postage.

         
            25 April 1999

            I’m fed up with being fed up now. It’s got my heart doing its palpitations again. If only I had the energy to scream and run round I’m sure I’d feel better. Exorcise the frustration a bit. I feel so sorry for Chris, he’s had to put up with so much because of my heart and now something else. It’s potentially so depressing but I mustn’t let it be. I’ll treat it as another chapter in my life, a project to fulfil and put behind me in my archive of life experiences.

         

         My heart problem affected the dynamics of my relationship with Chris. He missed what he called my ‘mad half hours’ and my singing around the house. I didn’t feel myself either. I was used to rushing around everywhere, being so physically active and full of energy, and I worried that Chris wouldn’t love the slow, lifeless Cosey I’d become.

         On top of that I’d been recalled after a routine mammogram to investigate a suspicious ‘mass’. By the time I went to the hospital one of the lumps was the size of an egg. They turned out to be cysts. ‘We’ll aspirate them for you,’ the consultant said. It all sounded so routine and harmless but turned out to involve inserting a long needle into the breast to withdraw fluid from the cysts. I felt like asking if they had a piece of wood for me to bite down on to.

         I was relieved when it was all over but I was back at the clinic three months later, having found another lump the size of my thumb. Thinking it was just another cyst, I went into the consulting room on my own while Chris waited outside. I was taken from there to have an ultrasound scan. It wasn’t a cyst and they carried out a biopsy, telling me to return next week for the results. I couldn’t contemplate surgery after my last experience of a general anaesthetic. The stress set off my palpitations.

         I had a close female support network, especially with Chris’s mum, Rose, his aunt Pat, my sister, Pam, and a wonderful group of caring friends who all talked me into thinking positively. Foxtrot being Foxtrot sent me a large Perspex vital progress hospital sign. I saw the consultant and got the biopsy result – the lump was fibrous and benign. I felt like I had permission to live again.

         
            *

         

         Chris had done some solo shows for Paul Smith’s ‘Disobey’ tour and Paul offered us C&C gigs for the summer, but I couldn’t do them. As everything seemed to be propelling us forward, I felt my health was holding us back. I called Papworth to try and get an idea of when my operation was so we could plan ahead. I was given a date, 19 May. Now I had something we could schedule offers and projects around.

         
            20 May 1999

            Oh what a traumatic day yesterday. All so unexpected and even now as I lay here at home I feel traumatised still.

         

         Expectations were high that the cardiac ablation procedure would work and that I’d be free of medication and back to full health with energy to spare. Yeah! Chris stayed at a local hotel, as did his mum and aunt Pat to support me and Chris. They brought love and some light relief to the whole situation, and even a lovely curry for me from a nearby restaurant. I decided on a local anaesthetic, which enabled me to watch the procedure on the monitor above the operating table. The catheters were fed through an artery in my groin and into my heart, then different drugs were injected to try and induce the arrhythmia … to no avail. I was in theatre for over two hours and the ablation was abandoned, catheters removed and the nurse pressed down hard on the incision.

         I was taken back to my hospital bed, where the incision opened up, spilling blood on the bed as I shuffled across from the trolley – more painful pressing down. I was exhausted, so even though I was by now laid in a pool of blood I was happy to comply with the order to lie flat for an hour, then two hours to be safe. I eventually slowly sat up but felt faint, then very weird. ‘Get the nurse,’ I said to Chris …

         I don’t remember anything of the following ten minutes but it’s burned in Chris’s memory. He hit the panic button, alarms sounded, and the crash team were there in seconds. Apparently I’d gone deathly white, then red, then white, my eyes rolled back, then I had two convulsions and my heart stopped. Chris was stood on the chair in the corner of the room looking down and watching as the team worked on me to restart my heart. I woke up with an oxygen mask on, a drip in my arm and hooked up to a heart monitor, with Chris holding my hand. ‘What happened?’

         He just said, ‘You fainted, that’s all.’

         I was told that a number of factors could have been the cause of the crash – post-operative shock, or an adverse reaction to iodine, calcium, adrenaline or temazepam. Whatever it was, the doctors and nurses were fantastic. But my poor body had been through a lot. I felt like I’d been in an accident. The bruising on my groin extended down my thigh and I had bad chest pains, which freaked me out until Chris told me about the electric shocks to my heart. Then it made sense. He was emotionally drained. He’d thought I was dying when I had my collapse. I suppose I was dead for the minutes it took them to bring me back.

         I’d considered myself to be a spiritual person and the whole incident changed my thinking, especially on reincarnation – I wasn’t going on to another life, I’d just gone. Not that I expected to, but I didn’t see any of those tunnels of white light or have any kind of out-of-body experience. I find it difficult to describe the finality of your own life force other than likening it to turning off a power switch. In some ways, it’s comforting to know it just ends – I felt nothing.

         We’d had no reason to think there’d be any problem with the procedure – the family were excited that I’d be cured and it was just an overnight stay, so we told Nick he needn’t come along. We thought we’d save him the worry and he went to stay with his girlfriend. He was really upset when we told him what had happened, and I regret excluding him. Like he said, ‘What if you’d never come back?’

         I did get some good news from the hospital. My heart muscle was healthy – it’s just those damned electrical impulses that were misfiring. I was off medication and told to adopt a sensible approach to avoiding getting stressed or overtired. That’s a tough balancing act at times, especially for gigs, and ours was now just eleven days after the operation. Les thought it was too soon but I’d checked with my doctor that it would be OK and we’d accepted Paul Smith’s offer to perform as part of Labradford’s Festival of Drifting, curated by Carter Burwell at the Union Chapel in London. Consequently my recovery period was a mix of keeping abreast of the gig preps, resting, and appreciating the kindness and affection of the many flowers and ‘Get Well’ cards.

         Chris had so much to do: he was writing another Sound on Sound review as well as fielding calls and emails, looking after me and sorting everything for the gig. I did what I could, going through and selecting video footage. We’d reconfigured our set-up for a new approach to playing live and took a lot more gear than before, including our two AKAI samplers and running the sequencers and rhythms off our laptops. Nick and his friend Greg were our roadies and John Lacey came along with his four projectors to do slides again for us to augment our video.

         The walls of the chapel were transformed by our visual projections and the space felt ‘ours’. It was an all-encompassing, all-consuming C&C audiovisual experience. We hadn’t played live for seven years and the festival gave us the opportunity to return to performing as what we thought of as a more incidental part of the evening. We were taken aback by the response to our show. It was a full house, with people coming from America and Europe, so many friends, family and familiar faces. Even Fizzy and Foxtrot turned up. Fizzy was now a psychiatric nurse, built and looking like a berserker, with no front teeth and dressed up for the occasion in a leopardskin Lycra jumpsuit. His appearance was at odds with his gentle, sweet, fun self, but perfectly reflected his eccentric style. With John there as well, doing a performance piece that he got Fizzy to join in with, it was like a COUM reunion.

         Backstage was crammed and buzzing with so many people, big love and beaming smiles. I was hugging and kissing my close friend Andria, who I’d met through John McRobbie and her work at Mute. I showed her my beautiful bruise from the operation, which was like a painting in constant flux, all shades of blue, purple and yellow, extending across my groin and down almost to my knee. We were in the ladies’ toilet, where we’d retreated for privacy and to count the merchandise takings, having been harassed by a very persistent guy from the Union Chapel production team, who wanted their cut, and was insisting on watching me count the money. I wasn’t having any of that. Maybe he’d been ripped off before, but I’d just finished performing and was knackered as well as annoyed at him following me around. He waited outside the toilets the whole time we were in there, like a sentry on guard duty. As soon as I came out I handed over his cut and went back to join everyone.

         Daniel Miller came over to chat and asked me and Chris about the possibility of TG re-forming. That took us by surprise. We didn’t ever expect TG to re-form. Why would anyone? Then he told us that the TG24 release couldn’t happen yet as production costs were too high.

         We walked out of the venue to a wonderful sight: an all-laughing, dancing sea of ‘Prostitution’ T-shirts. All those that had bought one at the gig had put them on over their clothes and were heading off into the night for more fun. When we went to load up the car it was covered in notes thanking us for a wonderful show. What an amazing night.

         Then the adrenaline high was gone and I slumped in the car for the drive back to Norfolk, exhausted and feeling very ill by the time we got home at 4 a.m.

         I’d overdone it and didn’t feel good for months leading up to my post-op consultation. I thought I’d be put back on heart drugs but I was told to continue without medication and see how I got on. But the palpitations came back with a vengeance and I ended up back at Papworth. My case was apparently ‘astonishing’. It was bloody annoying to me but I appreciated the interest in my extraordinary condition. I was told that the options for surgical intervention were limited and not yet developed enough to guarantee a positive outcome. I opted to continue taking medication. I’d previously spent a week in hospital trying different drugs with varying efficacy, but I was put on a different one that I’d never tried before. Those little white tablets transformed my life. My energy window expanded – as long as I respected my limitations.

         
            2 September 2000

            So as from today I am represented by Cabinet Gallery. Whoopee!

         

         I approached the year 2000 with renewed vigour and an improved sense of well-being that held me in good stead for the emerging shifts in focus, both personal and creative. I’d worked with Andrew and Martin for four years before we made our working relationship ‘official’. It all took place over lunch in a pub in London, with the details of the arrangement restated and confirmed as we crossed the busy road together on my way back to catch the train home with Chris. I hadn’t been represented by anyone before so was reluctant to commit myself, but they had belief in me and my work. I trusted Andrew and Martin as friends, and admired their unique approach to art and how they operated very much on their own terms within the art world. Working with them and under their guidance has been key to my reinvigorated enthusiasm for and approach to art.

         During visits to discuss works for exhibit I was rather amused (but pleased) to see my work being handled with white cotton gloves. I hadn’t been afforded such respect before. It made me smile. Things were falling into place at a good time for me, having sat my last OU exam. I could return to being Cosey again full-time, with space for self-indulgence and reading non-academic material.

         Studies and personal problems aside, interest in my art stepped up and I was taking part in panel discussions and doing talks, including at the Courtauld Institute with my artist friend André Stitt, at the Royal College of Art, and at other colleges and institutions. Music and art were overlapping with my and Chris’s ambient albums, E.A.R. One and E.A.R. Two, both being included in the ‘Volume’ exhibition at PS1 in New York.

         Then the music took a backseat as I concentrated on my artwork, which was included in group exhibitions at galleries and museums around the world. It was refreshing to meet a whole set of new and interesting people, especially my fellow Cabinet artists Lucy McKenzie and Mark Leckey. I’d returned to the art world at the right moment. My work had had time to find its place and was now recognised as important in the historical timeline of 1970s radical influential art.

         The long gap between being trashed by press, Parliament and some fellow artists and the establishment embracing my art had also given me the chance to re-view my past work. I was in a different place now and could look at it from another perspective. I was outside looking in, with the advantage of time having allowed the assimilation of the residual ‘aftertastes’ and intimacies involved, as well as the dreadful experience and familial damage resulting from the ‘Prostitution’ furore. Back in the early 1980s I’d wanted to burn all my magazine works but Chris was horrified at the thought, saying how important they were and he wouldn’t let me do it. It’s not that I was ashamed of them, I just didn’t see a good reason for keeping them. They were taken out of their frames, put into storage and tucked away for years. Retrieving my COUM and magazine works from the boxes in the archive room was like delving into a past that I’d been very happy to leave behind. Considering what it represented, revisiting wasn’t traumatic so much as intriguing. Seeing my magazine works like that, me as I was from the position of who I had become, was an awakening for me. I still recognised and connected with my past self in the photographs and remembered everything – the smells of aftershave and the locations, the feel of the bed sheets, the reasons behind a certain positioning of my body or the look in my eyes, and the happy, heavy or unfriendly atmospheres. Sometimes I’d smile, sometimes I’d cringe.

         Flicking through the pages of the magazines triggered a myriad of emotions and memories, and seeing my model friends again brought back the events hidden behind the procuring of that final printed image. But the shock wasn’t that, nor the graphic detail of crotch shots, but just how much these magazines were a rich visual time capsule of the blatant 1970s sexism that I’d lived through, coped with, and which now looked ridiculous, sometimes shocking and crass. When you’re living in that world you cope, steer your way through, challenging and countering when and wherever you can. Those works have since been presented within a ‘feminist’ context and I can now appreciate why, but for me at the time (and always) it was about my freedom to be me, not about ‘feminism’ per se.

         
            9 November 2000

            It all seems to be happening this year. New Millennium (if you go by our calendar) and great shifts in our lives.

         

         Skot had forwarded me an email from Gen (at Gen’s request), informing me that Gen’s mum had had a triple bypass at eighty-three. I didn’t know why he was emailing me after so many years. I’d also been told the week before that Gen wasn’t well, with talk of him allegedly having had a breakdown after taking ketamine and ending up in hospital. If that was true, maybe it had something to do with Gen’s change in attitude towards me, as well as the request from a guy who did his website asking to link it to ours as a gesture towards maybe ‘building bridges’. 

         Then a letter arrived from Gen, with two Polaroids of his dog, Tanith, in her grave. The letter was so nice and ‘normal’; the sentiment seemed sincere and friendly, wishing me health and happiness. But I couldn’t believe in his words and that was sad. I burst into tears at the sight of Tanith lying dead. The letter was significantly dated 4 November, my birthday – it was a loaded missive.

         We were in distant touch with Gen again about Cherry Red releasing a TG DVD. The decision to accept the offer was delayed as Sleazy’s father had died, but when Sleazy got back in touch he refused the deal outright, saying we could get a better deal somewhere else.

         He later called me one evening sounding fed up, which wasn’t like him. He’d just got back from a Coil gig at Sonar: Geff had started drinking again and he’d had a nightmare journey back home with him. I had some understanding of the problems he faced with Geff from when they played as part of Julian Cope’s two-day festival at the Royal Festival Hall. The gig had technical problems and Geff was drunk, so we decided not to go backstage after the show. Sleazy had enough on his plate. His video promo work had dried up. ‘The music industry has completely collapsed,’ he said, and announced that he was going into fine art, starting with a show at Whitechapel Gallery that Paul Smith was involved with. I gave him Matthew Higgs’ contact details, who I’d met when I was in his and Paul Noble’s ‘Protest and Survive’ Whitechapel show, as Matthew had shown interest in Sleazy’s Sex Pistols photographs.

         I was busy forming ideas for a new art action series on the theme of identity, entitled ‘Self lessness’ … as in the lack of a sense of self. Jack Sargeant introduced me to a guy from the Arts Council, and Andrew and Paul Buck were helpfully encouraging in my applying for funding from them. I’d been there before and didn’t want to be answerable to them after my past experience with arts funding in the 1970s. I found the process of application complicated, too restrictive. How could I describe an action that had yet to take place or evaluate (and justify) how it would be of benefit to the community? Also, the actions and the elements within them could easily cause offence and rejection. I wasn’t going to compromise or inhibit my work to fit funding criteria, so I funded myself.

         But first I had to prepare and install a solo show of my work at Galerie Station in Frankfurt, Germany. I scanned, outputted and framed one entire magazine action as well as three A0 diptychs from another, and compiled a video entitled Fall Out. The installation took me and Chris two days to complete, and it looked great. When we got home, I got a call from Alex Fergusson (who was by then living in Germany) to say he’d seen the exhibition and loved it, and would be coming to see us. He stayed for a few days and came with us to recce Ely before my degree graduation ceremony there. We checked out a restaurant by the river and had a meal together before roaming around the antique shops. He was still the same Alex: fun, talking ten to the dozen and squeezing my bum when Chris wasn’t looking.

         
            *

         

         For the previous six years, and in between the many other activities, I had studied hard, written many assignments, sat nerve-racking exams, and now I was finally being awarded a first-class honours degree. I was stunned and felt like it wasn’t really me that had done it all. Even the graduation ceremony at Ely Cathedral seemed otherworldly. The building dates back to the eleventh century and is an incredibly spectacular and evocative space. That day it was filled with graduates and guests as Bach organ music accompanied the gowned procession of dignitaries making their way to take their places for the conferment procedure. I was all dressed up in a graduation gown and mortarboard, with everyone staring at me. The one thing that made it seem more real for me was John Peel receiving his honorary degree at the same ceremony. For a brief time all the worries of debt and TG matters had been forgotten.

         
            7 July 2001

            All this TG bootleg business has really escalated. Gen is quite excited by us all ‘talking’ again … it’s business. It’s rather taken over all my time.

         

         
            27 September 2001

            We went to our 24hr TG meeting at Mute. If I hadn’t got the bootleg sorted and made contact with Gen again none of this would have happened. Chris and I have totally been instrumental in all this falling into place.

         

         One of the consequences of the first bootlegging of TG material was that the unofficial licences were then re-licensed for more bootlegging. I once again took on the task of tracking some down and started negotiating more contracts to make the bootlegs retrospectively ‘official’, securing our copyright and royalties. It hadn’t been easy and it was extremely time-consuming, but it also reconnected us all with Gen, which in turn led to us discussing the TG24 project.

         After many emails and phone calls about TG24, me, Chris and Sleazy went for a meeting at Mute (Gen was unavailable). It was the first time I’d seen Sleazy in years and he looked very different. Gone was the lithe, youthful body and much of his hair – except for a little goatee beard – and he had an assertive business air about him. An open office environment where you could be easily overheard wasn’t the best place to meet up again after so long, and Sleazy was a little guarded until we moved to somewhere more private. His mood had a lot to do with him recently retiring from doing promotional videos. He was very jaded about the music business and ranted about how ruthless it was, having recently been on the receiving end of some bad experiences.

         The deal was done for the TG box set, and Mute were liaising with Gen. Daniel was excited and fired up about the release, talking about setting up interviews to promote it and then (again) asking if we thought TG would be up for playing live together.

         ‘When hell freezes over!’ Sleazy replied, adding scathing comments about Gen.

         I just said, ‘No’, and Chris remained silent.

         We’d worked together and Sleazy had even asked Chris to join Coil on tour as their ‘analogue synth man’. Chris assessed the reality of the offer – when, where, rehearsals in Weston-super-Mare, Geff’s three-day drunken comas. He’d also just sold his ailing analogue modular system to buy a Mac G4 and laptop. He said no to the Coil offer.

         Me, Chris and Sleazy working together was no problem – working as TG was a whole other thing. It was the third time we’d been asked to re-form TG. A year or so earlier, a multinational corporation got in touch to ask if TG would play a one-off concert for a birthday party for one of their directors, who apparently was a huge TG fan. As we had no interest in playing live together we told them the fee would be a million dollars, knowing it would cut the offer off at the knees. It did.

         After the Mute meeting we walked to the Tube together. It was a warm, sunny day and we laughed and talked about old times, in between times, and the present-day grim realities of Sleazy’s ongoing difficulties with Geff’s alcoholism. He painted a dark picture of his day-to-day struggle of coping with Geff and the recent trip to A&E when Geff had a suspected heart attack while trying to ‘dry out’. We lightened the mood before we went our separate ways – us to Norfolk and him back to Weston.

         
            20 October 2001

            Now we’ll have to go and bring baby home. It’s more upsetting than I thought it would be. Where do I put her/him? It’s all very formal and I’m scared of how I’ll feel when we actually hold it in our hands.

         

         A few months after the Alder Hey Children’s Hospital babies’ organ scandal, I happened to pick up the local paper, which had a front-page story on a woman whose miscarried foetus had been stored in a jar at the local hospital without her knowledge. Then I saw the date of the woman’s miscarriage was the same year as mine.

         I called the hospital helpline and later received a letter informing me that they would investigate and get back to me. My mind went into overdrive – what would I do if they had our foetus? I’d have to bring it home. I couldn’t leave it there. So many thoughts, trying to work out how to face and deal with the loss all over again.

         Then the phone rang. It was Pam, calling to tell me Dad’s Parkinson’s was so bad he was now in a wheelchair and his short-term memory had gone. He was being put in a respite home for six weeks. I felt for her. She’d been looking after him for so long and he’d not treated her well. I just thought him being in a respite home would give her a rest.

         A week after my call to the hospital, I received a letter from them telling me that they had our foetus in the form of a wax block and slides. I got a call from the hospital chaplain, who told me of the formal procedure that I had to go through. It was his job to consult with us on what would happen next. He was such a kind man but I was angry that after all this time the hospital still dictated what we could do with our foetus. And it had to be done through the church. I’m an atheist. Having to find a way of getting my hands on what was a part of me and Chris was a miserable situation to be in. In the end the chaplain ‘released’ our foetus to us, and with great sensitivity placed it in a small wooden casket that he’d bought himself. We took baby home. Both of us felt that was the right thing to do.

         
            *

         

         The month before our meeting with the chaplain I’d fallen over in the garden and broken my ankle, so I had a plaster cast on for my fiftieth birthday. Celebrations lasted for five days, with various parties, fireworks and visits. It was a fantastic happiness boost after an often tough year. Chris bought me a beautiful ‘koru’ pendant, a symbol of new life and purity.

         I had no clue what news was waiting in the wings to bring me back down to earth. Pam rang on the morning of 6 December to tell me Dad had died early that day. She broke down, and it upset me so much to hear her cry that I started to cry too. As is the way with grief, the tears are irrepressible, then logic kicks in. She spoke quite remotely, giving me an account of how Dad had died. It was a horrible death, suffice to say: he’d had a fatal heart attack following complications from acute peritonitis. Pam organised everything with some help from my dad’s partner, Marian. She wouldn’t hear of me going there – she had her children, Debbie and Danny, with her. I knew she was finding it hard enough to cope without me, the outcast daughter, turning up and causing upset on upset.

         My uncle Mike called me in the evening to ask how I felt. I said I really didn’t know. ‘Likewise,’ he said. He was confused because he’d just lost his brother and didn’t feel sad. So many feelings came surging over me – anger, regret for what could have been had Dad not been such a stubborn, hurtful bastard, sadness for Pam and even more so for Mum.

         Les rang and was predictably caustic about Dad after he’d tested how I felt. He really let rip, saying Dad was evil, never a father at all, and more of the same. But Pam surprised me by her revelations about her feelings towards Dad – how I was his and she was Mum’s … Dad had said so, and she knew she could never be the daughter he wanted. She’d felt in my shadow all the time, unloved. That upset me. Apparently Marian had been on at Dad to reconcile his differences with me, but he wouldn’t have any of it. He’d lose face. What a price to pay for pride.

         I told Nick his grandfather had died. He was shocked and said he’d hoped and fully intended to see him at least once. I said maybe it was better he hadn’t, in case he got a rejection full in the face. That was odds-on.

         It’s perverse that I had input into Dad’s funeral and would attend when I was excluded from Mum’s, who I loved so dearly. Pam talked through the choice of wreaths with me – one from the grandchildren, Debbie, Danny and Nick. It meant a lot to me that Nick was included. The funeral was a week later. Me, Chris and Nick drove to Hull. When Pam answered her door and our eyes met, we wept in each other’s arms. It was too much.

         My auntie Irene came to the funeral. I was glad she was there. I discovered she’d gone to school with Dad and they’d got their first jobs together in a shoe factory. After fifty years I finally understood why Mum and Dad chose her as our latchkey carer, and why she was our loving auntie.

         We got ready to set off to Dad and Marian’s house to be picked up by the funeral hearse. It was weird being in Dad’s house. There weren’t any pictures of him anywhere, just a photo of Marian and her kids. Marian was nervous to see me, but welcoming. I sat in the only empty armchair. The room went quiet. Everyone looked at me. I thought it was because I was the estranged black sheep returning for the funeral, but it wasn’t that at all. Completely by chance I’d sat in ‘Dad’s chair’. That seemed just right to me.
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            Author’s Note

         

         As I was researching for an exhibition, going through some of my old diaries to fact-check, I got totally distracted and drawn into my past and ended up reading for hours. I finally closed the diaries and put them back in the cupboard, all chronologically lined up, like my story in waiting. I knew at that moment what form my book would take. If I was going to enter the lion’s den of my past, it would be by using my diaries as my primary source. They offered an unblinkered view into my mindset of that time, and I could avoid the misty goggles of retrospection. The diaries evoked strong feelings of extreme happiness, my spirited passionate self, and the not-so-good feelings of dark sadness and pain. It was a revelatory process and they provided exactly what I needed – albeit a harsh and definitely not rose-tinted view of my past.

      

   


   
      
         
            Copyright

         

         
            First published in the UK in 2017,

by Faber & Faber Ltd

Bloomsbury House

74–77 Great Russell Street

London WC1B 3DA

First published in the USA in 2017

            This ebook edition first published in 2017

            All rights reserved

© Cosey Fanni Tutti, 2017

            Cover design by Faber

Front cover photograph by Chalkie Davies

            The right of Cosey Fanni Tutti to be identified as author of this work has been asserted in accordance with Section 77 of the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988

            This ebook is copyright material and must not be copied, reproduced, transferred, distributed, leased, licensed or publicly performed or used in any way except as specifically permitted in writing by the publishers, as allowed under the terms and conditions under which it was purchased or as strictly permitted by applicable copyright law. Any unauthorised distribution or use of this text may be a direct infringement of the author’s and publisher’s rights, and those responsible may be liable in law accordingly

            ISBN 978–0–571–32854–3

         

      

   

