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Summary

The translation project researches toponyms and allusions and the ways they are translated
into Ukrainian. It highlights the distinctive qualities of toponyms as geographical components with
roots in cultural history and their function as sources of spatial authenticity and identity creation in
non-fiction and autobiography. Carl Barat's memoir and its Ukrainian translation contain several
toponyms that show how place names from London are translated into Ukrainian with stylistic and
geographical realism. Allusions serve as intertextual links that arise from a common cultural
understanding of texts, events, and personalities. It shines light onto distinctions of classifications of
allusion. The memoir contained several allusions that show how references to known to public
personal events of the author, literary works, and British musical heritage are translated into Ukrainian
with intertextual and cultural authenticity.

Keywords: toponyms, allusions, English toponymy, established equivalent, «Threepenny
Memoir»

AHoOTAaLlIA

Y mnepeknaganbKoMy TPOCKTI PpO3TISNAETbCS TOHSTTS TOMOHIMIB Ta airo3id, IXHsA
kiacudikaiisi Ta ocoOJIMBOCTI MepeKIaay Ha yKpaiHCbKYy MOBY. BHCBITIIOIOTBCS OCOOIHBI pUCH
TOTIOHIMIB SIK reorpadiYHUX KOMIIOHEHTIB, IO 0a3yI0ThCS B ICTOPIi, @ TAKOXK iXHsI (PYHKIIIA SIK JKEpe
MPOCTOPOBOI AaBTEHTHUYHOCTI Ta (OpMyBaHHS 1IEHTUYHOCTI B HEXYAOXKHIM JiTepaTypi Ta
aBTobiorpadisx. Memyap Kapna bapara ta ykpaiHChKUI TIepeKia MICTATh KijbKa TOIOHIMIB, sIKi
JEMOHCTPYIOTh, K Ha3BU Miclib Y JIOHAOHI NepeKIafaloThCs YKPaiHCHKOK MOBOIO 31 CTHIIICTUYHHM
Ta reorpaiyHUM peanizMOM. AU031i BUKOHYIOTH (DYHKIIO 1HTEPTEKCTyalbHUX 3B S3KIB, SKi
BUHHUKAIOTh 13 3araJlbHOTO KyJIbTYPHOTO YCBIJIOMJIEHHS TEKCTIB, MOAINA Ta ocobucrocteil. Y poborTi
BUCBITJIIOIOTBCS  OCOONMBOCTI  Kiacudikamii  amro3id. Y Memyapax TMpHCYTHI aimio3ii, sKi
JIEMOHCTPYIOTb, SIK IIOCHJIAaHHS Ha 3aralbHOB1I0M1 0COOMCTI MOJIIT 3 )KUTTS aBTOPA, JIITepaTypHi TBOPH
Ta OpPHUTAHCHKY MY3WYHY CIAIIMHY TEepeKIaJaroThCsl YKPAaiHCHKOIO MOBOIO 3 JIOTPUMaHHIM
IHTePTEKCTYaJIbHOI Ta KYJIbTYPHOI aBTEHTUYHOCTI.

Knrwowuoei cnosa. mononivu, ano3ii, monoHimia Awuenii, ycmaeneHuil eKeiganeHm,
«Hixkyouwmniu Memyap»
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Introduction

Toponyms are significant in the study of language and literature as well as in human history.
Because they convey not only geographical reference but also cultural, historical, and intertextual
layers—often representing a nation's collective memory, identity, and artistic legacy; their
interpretation presents a unique challenge. On the other hand, allusions are just as significant in literary
analysis. Because they rely on oblique allusions to other texts, events, individuals, or cultural artefacts,
their identification presents a unique challenge since it necessitates that the reader and the author have
a common body of knowledge. The material chosen for this research is a memoir text by Carl Barat
(from The Libertines), which is rich in London toponyms and deeply rooted in the city's cultural
geography as well as allusions.

The relevance of this study lies in the difficulties of deciphering allusions and toponyms,
which show how language precision, cultural awareness, and historical authenticity interact. While
readers and academics rely on identifying allusions to completely comprehend literary texts, many
countries and communities rely on toponyms to preserve their local and national identity. Maintaining
toponyms' meaning, purpose, and cultural resonance requires an understanding of how to evaluate
them and spot allusions in other languages and cultures.

The aim of this study is to analyze the techniques used in translating toponyms and allusions
and to explore the challenges associated with rendering their linguistic and cultural complexities in
target languages.

To achieve this aim, the research pursues the following objectives:

1. To categorize translation methods of toponyms and allusions.

2. To fixate at the frequency with which these methods are used in practice.

3. To determine the difficulties translators encounter when translating toponyms and
allusions while maintaining lexical and cultural nuances

The data source for this research is the autobiography Threepenny Memoir by Carl Barat (32
pages) and Ukrainian translation ‘Hixyaumauit Memyap® done by Veronika Testeshnikova (72,797
characters).

The structure of the thesis paper is organised as follows: an introduction, a theoretical section
that discusses the origins, classifications, and significance of toponyms and allusion, a practical
section that examines translation techniques and their applications, a conclusion that summarizes the
findings, references, and an appendix that includes illustrative examples.



Chapter 1
THREEPENNY MEMOIR BY C. BARAT - K. BAPAT, HIKYJIUIIIHIFI MEMYAP

SOURCE LANGUAGE

TARGET LANGUAGE

Raising the Colours

3aifiMaroyn 3HaMeHa

The room looked like the cover of the Sgt. Pepper
album come to life: the great and the good, the
infamous, the notorious and the inane all gathered
under an opulent domed roof, lit up in blushes of
colour, celebrating another year for the NME
Awards. A dense bass guitar made the soles of my
feet tingle as the room rubbernecked at a Stetson
that was cutting a determined swathe towards the
plush, red stairs Peter and | were standing on.
Diminutive, and lit like she had her own spotlight,
the lady beneath the cowboy hat tilted high on her
head gave us a winning smile, before leaning
towards us.

Kimnuara Bursinana sik ookmaauaka «Sgt. Pepper» ysiu:
IeHlaJbH1 Ta HalIimnmi, 0e34ecHi, CKaHJaJbHI Ta
HICEHITHI MEPCOHAXH 310paluch pa3oM ijl pO3KIITHUM
KYIIOJIOTIOIIOHMM JaXOM 31 CTOOApPBHUM OCBIYCHHSIM,
100 BIJICBITKYBATH Y€PrOBY HATOPOJHY LIEPEMOHIIO Bi
«NME». ¥V nigomBax BiJjIyHyBajia IOTy»Ha Oac-ritapa,
MOKH yC1 B KIMHATI1 JII3JIU 0 KOBOOMCHKOT IIJISAIIH, sIKa
pinTydo mpoOuBaIachk 10 YePBOHUX, OKCAMUTOBHUX
CXOJIMHOK, Jie cTosuin Mu 3 [liTepoM. MiHiaTiopHa Ta
HI0M OCBITJIEHA BJIACHUM IMPOKEKTOPOM >KIHOYKA IT1]T
KpHUCaMU BHCOKO-HATATHYTHM KaIeII0XOM, ICKPaBO
MOCMIXHYJIAaCh, MICJIs YOTO HAXUJIUIAch J0 HAC.

‘Hello, The Strokes,’ she purred warmly before
disappearing towards the door behind us.

— IIpugit, The Strokes, — nmpoBopkoTaia BOHa Miciis
YOro 3HUKJIA 33 JBEpHMa 3a HAIlIMMU CIIMHAMHU.

It was our first ever NME Awards ceremony and
Madonna had just confirmed that it wasn’t our year

Ile 6yna namma cama nepia riepemonis Big «NME» ta
MaioHHa TUTBKH TIATBEPpIMJIA 10 J1ajli OyIe ripiie.

%k %k %

Looking back at The Libertines is like catching
flashes of sunlight between buildings as you race
by on a train. An old film reel where the spools are
weathered and worn, leaving empty frames on the

%k k %

CnoramyBatu «The Libertines» - 11e ik BUIOBIIOBaTH
MJISIBI IPOMEH1 COHIIS, ITOKH TH MYHMII TOB3 OyAiBENb y
notsry. Ctapa KIHOIUTIBKA Ha OOIIIapraHuX KOTYIIKAX —
He Bci Kajipu 30epernuches. OOIudds TO 3HUKAIOTh, TO




screen. Faces disappear and reappear, sights
crackle and fade as we aimlessly walk the streets of
an ever-changing London, pub-crawling,
minesweeping — secretly topping up our drinks
from half-full glasses left unattended by their
owners. We dream of Albion and the high skies
above the low ceiling of our basement flat.

3'SIBJISIIOTHCSI, KAPTHHKH PO3MHUBAIOTHCS 1 3HUKAIOTh, 1 MU
0€31IbHO OJIYKAEMO BYJIHIISIMA HECKIHUEHHO
MirmmuBoro JlomoHa, 00xoasuu mabw, i1 IyMOK
MepeTMBAIOYH 3 3a0yTHUX HAIMMBIOPOKHIX CTaKaHIB,
3aJIMIIIeH] 0€3 JoNTsay, Y Haill. Mu MpieMo mpo
Anb010H Ta MUpoKe HeOO HaJ TICHOIO CTEJeI0 HaIlol
ITOKOJIbHOI KBapTHPH.

Sometimes there’s no noise and sometimes that’s
all there is.

[HOMI IIIyMy HeMae, a 1HO/II IITyM — €JIUHE, 1110 MOYKHA
MOYYTH.

It’s 2003 and we’re about to go on stage. Gary and
John are warming up, | can hear the thrum of the
bass, the ricochet of the snare. Peter takes my hand
and, barely acknowledging the rest of the band:
‘Just you and me, we can do this without them.
You have to believe.” He’s almost in tears as he
says it. Gary and John find something to stare at on
the floor. My stomach turns over. Peter starts in
again: ‘Something’s going to happen tonight’, and I
envisage some sort of imminent meltdown on
stage. It’s the equivalent of your girlfriend telling
you that she needs a serious talk with you that
evening: you know it’s never going to be good
news. Then, nothing happens. Peter plays a
storming set; he’s all over the stage, heralding the
crowd, grinning at us three. Bumping chests, we
collide at the centre of the stage, and to an onlooker
it would seem like there was nowhere else we’d
rather be.

Ile 2003 pik, 1 MH OCh-OCh BUIJEMO Ha cLeny. ['epi Ta
JI>KOH HanamToBYIOTHCS, S UyIO T'yI1HHA Oaca, BIUTyHHS
Masoro 6apabana. Ilitep 6epe MeHe 3a pyKy 1 HaBITh HE
3BEPTAOYM yBaru Ha 1HIMX: « T1JIbKK TH 1 51, MU
3MOKeMO I1e 3po0uTH 1 6€3 HuX. To61 MOTPIOHO BIpUTH
Ka)ke BIH 3 cJIbo3aMu Ha ovax. ['epi 1 JIDKOH BTymmuncs B
nijpiory. Mene nynuts. [litep po3nounHae 3HOBY:
“IIlock cTaHeThCst yHOU1”, 1 B MOTH YSIBl BUHUKAE
KapTUHA SKOiCh HEeMHUHYY01 KaTacTpodu Ha cueni. Le sk
KOJIM TBOS JIIBUMHA Ka)Ke, [0 X04Ye CEPHO3HO
MOTOBOPUTH 3 TOOOIO, 1 TH 3HAEIIL, 1€ HE OyJIe HIYO0TO
xopoiuoro. OgHak HI40To He Bia0yBaeThes. [liTep
BUKJIAJA€THCS HA MOBHY, OIrae mo CIieH1, PO3Matoe
nyOJIiKy, TOCMIXAa€ThCSl HAM TPHOM. MU 31IITOBXYEMOCS
IpyJAbMU B LEHTP1 CIIEHH, 1 31 CTOPOHH MOXKE 3/1aTUCH,
110 Kpale MicCIis JJisl HaC HeMae.




When we were performing, | used to worry about
being found out, that I didn’t deserve to be on that
stage. I’d swap glances with John and Gary and
we’d get on with it, we’d buckle down as we
always did. But then there was this other part of me
that knew how lucky we were, that knew we
gelled, and how lucky we were that, without trying,
me and Peter had a chemistry; we fitted together
completely — which made it all the more difficult
when he tried to wrench it all apart. | can see those
lights, feel the sweat gather at the small of my
back. I’ve never been happier, I’ve never been
more angry, never more fulfilled or let down. The
Libertines heightened my insecurities, made me
feel like I was king of the world, realized my
dreams and dashed my hopes. We were that kind of
band.

[Tix yac BUCTYIIIB 51 IOCTIMHO OOSIBCS, IO MEHE
CHIAMAIOTh, IO 51 HE 3aCTyTOBYIO OyTH Ha CIieHi. AJe s
6u neperasHyBcs 3 Jxonom 1 ['epi, Mu B3sutncs 6 110
crpaBH, 5K 3aBxau. [IpoTte Oyna if iHIIa YacTHHA MEHE,
sKa pO3yMLuia, IK HaM MOIIaCTHIIO, 1110 MU TaK A00pe
JaiHAIM, 1 IK HaM MOIIaCTHIIO, 1110, HABITh HE
HaMarar4uck, My 3 [liTepom Maau MK cO000 XiMIIO;
MU 1JIeaJIbHO MIIXOAMIA OJTHE OJHOMY, 110 POOHUIIO BCE
Habararo ripiie, KOJId BiH HaMaraBcsi BCE 3BECTH
HaHiBellb. S moci 6ady 111 codiTu, BIAUyBarO MIT Ha
nosicHuIll. Hio MeHe Tak He pajyBaio Ta THIBAJIO;
3acMyuyBasio Ta Timmio. «The Libertines»
MIJKPECTIOBAIA MOT CYMHIBH, 1aJld MEH1 BITUYTTsl, HIOU
y MEHE LI MHUpP B JOJIOH], Ta po30min Moi Mpii. Mu
OyJiu came TaKUM T'ypTOM.

X %k %

Before The Libertines, before the madness and the
money, before the room started filling up with
people we didn’t know, Peter and I would
romanticize about Albion. I don’t even know when
we first started saying it. It was something that,
many years ago, Peter and I, if we were trying to
motivate the other to do something, we’d say: ‘Do
it for the Albion’, and it would work. It would spur
us into action even if it did sound as if we were
talking about West Brom. Most people wouldn’t

%k %k %

Jo «The Libertines», 1o rpoiieii Ta OCIIKSTHHUIITBA,
nepeI TUM, SIK KiMHaTa 3a0ujiacs JTI0AbMH, TKHX MU HE
3Hany, [litep 1 1 pomanTuzyBasiu Anp0ioH. HaBiTe He
nam'sitato sk 1e novyanocO. barato pokiB Tomy, KoJiu
KOMYCh 3 Hac OpakyBayio MoTHBallii, Mu 3 [litepom
Ka3aJu OJUH OJTHOMY: «3po0u 11e 11t ATB010HY», 1 11€
npairroBaio. Ile mroBxano Hac 10 Jii, HABITh AKIIO
3By4aso Tak, HiOU My TOBOPUIIH PO GyTOOIBHUMN KITyO
«Bect-bpomBiu Anb0i0H.» BiabIIICTE JIF0/I€H HABITH HE
HaMaraJiuch 00JIArOPOJUTH II€: MPSIMO OU CKa3aiu, 110




even have bothered to dress it up: they’d just have
told you they had goals, but we imagined ourselves
on a voyage sailing through choppy waters, on a
ship called the Albion looking for Arcadia. That
might sound vaguely nonsensical or highfalutin to
other people, but as far as I’'m concerned that’s the
voyage I’m on. If you are going to set sail, then
you have to give your vessel a name, and my good
ship’s called the Albion. For the sake of home and
hope and glory, let’s sail to Arcadia, an unfettered
place with no constraints and infinite hope. That’s
the destination. We held Albion and Arcadia close,
twisted it into our own philosophy; we changed and
mutated it along the way. It was our own personal
mythology, our idiosyncratic, romantic ideal. It
was the Greek myths with England at their heart:
Homer and Blake.

MAarOTh IiTi; AJie MU ySIBIISTU cebe B MaHIPIBIIi,
TUITMBYYH OYpXJIMBUMH BOJAaMH Ha KOpabii iIMEHOBAaHOTO
«AnpOion» y momrykax Apkafii. s iHmux e Moxe
3maTucs Jenio 0e3ray3auM adbo madoCHUM, ajie XTO Ou
10 HE TOBOPUB — 1€ Miil UIsAX. SKIo BU Xo4eTe
yCTUTHUCS HA MOPE, BaM MOTP1IOHO HA3BATU CBOE CYJIHO,
1 Miii BipHUI KOpaOelslb Ha3UBA€EThCA «AJBO10HY. 3apaau
0aTHKIBIIMHM, HAJIIi Ta CJIaBH, BI3bMEMO KypC Ha
ApkaJiito, BUIbHE MicIie 6€3 00MEeKEeHb 1 3 0€3MEKHOI0
Hajiero. Croau MU i ipsamyeMo. Ab010H Ta ApKaiiro
MU TpUMaJH OJIU3bKO 10 Ceplis, BILTITAIOUH iX Y BJIACHY
¢1nocodiro: My epenucyBaiy ii mo uwsxy. To Oyna
Hailla ocoducTa Mi(osorisi, HaIl CBOEPIAHUH,
pPOMaHTUYHMM 171eal. ['perpKi Miu 3 aHTIIIHCHKUM
cepueM: ['omep Ta brelk.

The whole idea of Albion has got tangled up over
the years, but the important thing was that Peter
and | met in the middle with it; we chimed with
that ideal. I truly believe that we’re still on that
boat — at the very opposite ends of it right now, but
still stuck on the same fucking sea.

3a 11 poku i7est Ap010HY €TI0 YCKIIaIHUIaCs, IPOTe
HaWBaXIUBIIIUM OyJio Te, o [litep 1 s 3Haxoaumucs B
IIbOMY TTUTAHHIO Ha OJIHIN XBWJI1; MU MOIISIN TIeH
imean. S nmpo Bipro, 110 0CI INIUBEMO Ha OJTHOMY
YOBHI — IIOMPaB/Ia, KOXKEH Ha CBOEMY Kparo, ajie BCe XK B
OJIHOMY CPaHOMY MOPI.

%k %k %

I’ve lived in London since the summer of 1996,
when | moved up to study drama at Brunel
University. [ wasn’t particularly popular in
Whitchurch, near Basingstoke, where | grew up. |

%k k %

A xuBy y Jlongoni 3 mita 1996 poky, 3 TUX mip, K 5
nepeixaB CIoAM, 00 MOCTYNUTH Ha TeaTpaibHUM B
VYuiBepcuret bpynens. Tam, ae s Bupic, y YiTdepul,
01151 Bel3iHrcTOyKYy, s He OYB JyXKe MOMYJISIPHUM,;




was something of a ghost, felt straitjacketed there,
and had to move away. Some people pick their
point of the compass and stick to it; all | ever
wanted to be was at the heart of the action.

CKUJABCs Ha MPUBUJA Ta OyB HIOM BTUCHYTHH B PaMKH,
OTO, MyCHB niepeixaru. Jleski oOuparoTh CBiif
HAMpPsIMOK Ta TPUMAIOTh KypC — @ BCE 1[0 XOTIB s, 1€
OyTu y camiii TyIi.

Richmond, though, seemed very far from that. It’s
where I lived for most of my two short years at
Brunel, hunkered down in the student halls on
campus. | met Peter there, which was important in
itself, but campus life also allowed me to plug into
London’s social scene and student life meant I had
money in my pocket — a ludicrous notion for most
students now — as well as all the time in the world
to spend it. | was always annoyed that my
Richmond halls didn’t have a London postcode —
they were in TW1, on the other side of the river —
so | ended up moving with a friend to Sheen, in the
first of many moves towards the heart of London.
Sheen was SW14, | think, and we had a little old
house next to Richmond Park, into which we used
to creep at night and steal wood to burn in our
fireplace, ambling back through the darkness
weighed down with piles of wood. We’d cycle into
Richmond together on my bike, the two of us
careering along, one of us on the crossbar like the
scene from Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid,
‘Raindrops Keep Fallin® On My Head’ running
through my head, going way too fast, two miles
there and two miles back. We thrived on the bright

Ak BusBmiIOCh, Piumon OyB yke Aanexko Bij 11boro. B
OCHOBHOMY S IPOXKMBAB CaMe TaM IIiJl 4ac MOiX
KOPOTKHUX JIBOX POKiB B bpyHeri, 3auaiBmuch y
rypToxuTKy. Came tam s 3yctpis [litepa, mo camo o
co01 0yJI0 BaXJIMBUM MOMEHTOM. AJl€ CTYIEHTChKE
KUTTS TAJI0 MEHI IIIAHC BHUKHYTHU B CBITCHKE KHUTTS
JIoH1I0HY Ta MaTu HEMaJy CyMy B KapMaHi, — L0
3BYUUTh HEPEATICTHYHO JJIs1 OUIBIIOCTI CTYICHTIB 3apa3
— Ta LIy BIYHICTb 100 1i moTpatuTu. MeHe 3aBxau
JpaTyBaJo, IO MOMITOBUI KO/ y TYPTOKUTKY HE OyB
Jlonnoncekuii, T06To TW1, a six y TBikeHremi mno Ty
cTtopony piuku. Tomy s 3'ixaBcs 3 gpyrom y [luni, onun
3 0araTbox IMEepei3aiB 3 HAMPSIMOM B caMme CepIie
Jlonpona. [TomrroBuii koa Tam OyB, 3gaeThest, SW14, Ta
y Hac OyB MajeHbKHit oM 0151 Piumona-Ilapky B sikmii
MU TIPOOHpaAIMCh BHOY1 Ta TATJIM JPOBA HA HAIl KaMiH —
MOBEPTAJIMCh HA3a/l B TEMPSBI JISTKUM XOJIOM, 3
BKpaJCHUMH CTOTIKaMu epeBa. Ha Moemy Benocumeni
MU MYaJIHACS B PIYMOHT, TOKH XTOCh OJIMH MYCHB CHJIITH
Ha pami, sik B «byu Keccinai i Canaenc Kiny», «Raindrops
Keep Fallin’ On My Head» - kpyTutbcs y MEHE B
T'OJIOBI; JIB1 MWJII Ty ¥ Ha3ad. Mu npouBiTaIu B
MICBKOMY MEPEXTIMBOMY KOJIOPUTI LIEHTPAIbHOTO
JloH0HY, Ta KOKHHUM pa3 MU iXajau A0JI0OMY Ha 9-omy




lights of central London, and every trip home from
town was spent on the number 9 bus, which would
inevitably see us waking up in Kingston, the end of
the line, bodies contorted and mouths drooling,
faces pressed up against the glass, Richmond some
miles back. Kingston’s a very unforgiving place at
seven in the morning. The driver would never let us
stay on board the bus, even though there were
never any other buses there and it would always be
the next to depart. We’d stand for twenty minutes,
bleary-eyed in the freezing cold, until he allowed
us back on for the return journey — at which point
we’d fall asleep again and wake up in fucking
town. Sometimes it felt endless.

aBTOOYCl, IO 03HAYAJIO, [0 MU IPOKUHEMOCH Y
KinrcToni - Ha OCTaHHIH 3yMUHII, TEPEKPYUCHUMH, 3
PO33sIBUM POTaMHU, TPUTUCHYTUMH IO BIKHA OOJIMIYSIMH,
naBHoO mnpoixasiu Piumona. O cromiii panky Kinrcron
ay’ke 06e3xkamicHUM J1s 3alxmkux. Bomiit aBTroOyca
Ha3aJl HIKOJIM HE MyCKaB HAC BCEPEAMHY, X04a THIINX
MapHIpyToK He O0yJ10, Ta BCE OJTHO MOTPIOHO OYJI0 CKOPO
B1J1 DK/KaTh. Mu yekanu 20 XBUJIMH 3acraHl y
CTpAIlIEHHOMY XOJIO/II IOKHU BiH HE JJO3BOJIMB HAM
3a0paTucs B cepeIMHy Ta MPOJOBKUTH HAIll 3BOPOTHIHN
MOJIOPOXK — MICJISl YOO MU OU BiZIpasy e 3HOBY
3aCHYJIM Ta ONMHUIIUCH B €0eHsX. HiOu Bce mo kpyry.

Peter’s sister Amy-Jo Doherty was the only person
at Brunel | really felt a connection with during my
short time studying there. From my vantage point
in Whitchurch I’d imagined that, when going to
London to university, I’d take rooms, and there’d
be a succession of characters who’d process
through my digs wearing bottle-green tweeds and
carrying armfuls of leather-bound books tied with
packing string — I think in my head | was going to
Oxford circa 1930 in an Evelyn Waugh novel.
What | actually found were people with golf clubs
and Best of 1994 dance CDs. Amy-Jo was the one
person | met there who seemed engaged with the
sort of things | was looking for. We became best
friends and she’d often tell me fantastic stories

Cectpa IliTepa, Eitmi-IIxo0 JloepTi, OyJiia equHOIO
TroauHOI0 B BpyHeni, 3 sIKOro 4 cripaB/il BIIUYB 3B 430K,
3a TOM KOPOTKHUH Yac, 110 1 TaM HaB4YaBCs. 3 MOET
OTJISIIOBOT TOUKH y YiTuepui, 1 BUTajaaB cooi, 1o
HaBuaTucs B JIOHJIOHI 11e 0O3HAYAJIO 110 51 O 3aCETUBCS B
anmapTamMeHTH, Ta MEHe 0 OTOYyBaJia HU3Ka MEPCOHAKEH,
SK1 01 Tiepebiraiam yepe3 MO€ THI30 B TBIJIOBHX,
TUTSIIIIKOBO-3EJICHUX KOCTIOMax 3 00EpEeMKOM KHUT B
MIKIPSHUX TATITYpPKaXx, MepeB’ s3aHuX HKyToM. HoMyCh
s 1yMaB, 1110 51 30uparcs B Oxcdopa 1930 poky B
kHkI [BaiH Bo. Hacipassi, TaM Memikamu CTyI€HTH 3
KJTFOIIIKaMHU 11715 ToJibdy Ta AUCcKU «Xith 1994y, Eiimi-
Jlxo0 Oyra eIMHOIO JIFOJIUHOLO, SIKY 51 3yCTPIB TaM, 1110
3HaJIacs Ha peyax, siki s mykas. [liciig Toro sik Mu ctanu
HaWKpalIMMH APY3sIMH, BOHA YaCTO PO3IOBIa1a MEHI

10



about Peter, an aspiring poet who was a year
younger than her and still lived in the sticks. When
he finally came up to visit, she asked me to look
after him while she went to an evening class. He
wasn’t really as I expected: very tall and wearing a
kind of plastic jacket, looking quite ‘street’ — but
then he’s always courageous with his outfits. The
family resemblance was more than incredible. I’d
heard a lot of good things about him, and he was
interested in me because his big sister used to come
home and talk about the new world of university,
and particularly about this friend she’d met.

mipo [litepa, amOiTHOTO MOETa, BCHOTO HA PiK
MOJIO/IILIOTO 32 Hel, AKHif 1oci *UB B TymuHl. Ko BiH
HapEITI MpUixaB B TOCTI, BOHA MOMPOCHIIa MEHE
CJIIIMTH 32 HUM IOKU BOHA B HeT OyJia mapa Ha Ipyrii
3MiHi. Bin B3arani OyB He TaKUM SIK s YSBJISIB :© JTyKe
BUCOKHUH, B AKUNCH 1e0(PaHOBIN KYPTIIi, 3aTaJIOM JTyKe
«MIIIKYBaTO» - ajie XOpoOpOCTI B MO0 MOJTHHUX
pileHHsX He OpakyBasno. Bonu Oynu sk 1Bi Kparuti
BOJU. Sl 4yB 6arato rapHoro npo HbOro, Ta BiH TAKOXK
OyB 3aIlikaBJIeHUI MHOIO 00 Horo cTapia cectpa
MOBEPTAIACH JOJAOMY 3 PO3MOBLASIMU PO 1M 4y JOBUI
HOBHI1 MHpP YHIBEPCHUTETY, 30CEPEIKYIOUNCHh Ha OTHOMY
JPYTOBI, SIKOTO BOHA 3yCTpiJa.

Straight away we began to talk about music. He
was a massive Morrissey and Smiths fan, and his
sister had asked me to write down the tablature to
‘This Charming Man’, but I didn’t know anything
about The Smiths, and I’d transcribed ‘Charmless
Man’ by Blur, instead. He didn’t play guitar very
well, so | showed him a few things, and he played
me his one song, ‘The Long Song’, which lived up
to its name. | had some songs with terrible lyrics,
and we started doing musical things together; we
bonded over music very quickly. That first night,
too, we had an argument over the meaning of a
word. I can’t even remember what the word was
now, but, finally, it felt as if | was getting the
intellectual stimulation I’d been searching for and

Mu Bigpa3y nodanu 00roBoproBaTd My3uKy. Bin OyB
Benrue3HuM (panarom Moppicci Ta « The Smithsy, Ta
Horo cecTpa monpocusia MEHe BUMIMCATH TaOYJSATYpy 10
«This Charming Many, ane s Hidoro He 3HaB 1mpo «The
Smiths» Ta 3amicts nporo sumnucas «Charmless Man»
Big «Blur». Ha ritapi BiH rpaB He AyXe, aje BUPILIUB
MOKa3aTH MEH1 OJIHY 31 CBOIX MCEHb 3 HA3BOIO, SKa il
crpaBji nmacyBaina - «JloBra micHs». Y MeHe TakoxkK OyJu
JEK1IbKA MCEHb 3 JKAXJUBOIO JIIPUKOIO, Ta MU MOYATTU
3alMaTUCh MY3UKOIO Pa30M; CamMe 4epe3 1€ MU 3HAWIILIA
CHUIBHUM 3B’s130K. Takoxk B Ty e Mepliy Hid MU
MIOCBAPWIIMCH Yepe3 3HAUCHHS SKOTOCh, SIKOTO s BKE HE
MOXKY 3rajlaTH, cJoBa. Sl HapeuITi BiA4yB Ty
IHTEJIEKTyaJIbHY CTUMYJISLIIIO, SIKY 51 O4IKYBaB BiJl
yHiBepcuteTy. [Iy1st MmeHe 11e OyB IIacIMBUIl MOMEHT.
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had been expecting from university. For me, it was
a joyful moment.

We began to meet up every time he came to town.
He lived and breathed London — he’d go to charity
shops and buy massive shoes and corduroy
trousers, Kitsch tea sets and Chris Barber vinyls,
and he had a certificate to show he’d climbed the
Monument — and just loved to draw it all in, for all
the right reasons. | found that very charming. | was
learning things from him, too, although I wouldn’t
have readily admitted it. | was performing the role
of the older, experienced guy, and I’d try to play it
like he was the little’un nipping at my feet. But in
reality Peter knew a lot about the world | wanted to
know. He’d read and read, and searched for authors
to inspire him, and, by helping this passion come
alive in me, helped me become more the person |
wanted to be. He only made the trip to London
every once in a while, so things progressed slowly.
We’d said from the very beginning that we wanted
to start a band, and kept on repeating it but to little
effect. Amy would get him on the phone when we
were out at night, drunk, and he’d say, ‘What about
this band, then?’ That was all it was for a while —
good intentions and drunken promises. It must have
been a couple of years after we first met that we
finally sat down properly, at my house. We wrote a
song that became ‘The Good Old Days’ that first

Mu ctanu 3ycTpiyaTucs KOXKHUN pa3 KOJIH BiH
NpHUikK/KaB B rocTl. Bin xuB Ta quxaB JIoHAIOHOM —
XOJIUB 0 CEKOH-XEH/IaM Ta MOKYIaB BEJIETCHChKE
B3YyTT, BEJILBETORI IIITAHU, KITYEB1 YaiiHI CEpBi3H,
BiHLIOBI M1aTiBkU Kpica bap6epa, a mie BiH 3a0paBcs Ha
MoHyMeHT, Ta MaB BIATIOBIIHUM cepTU(dIKaT, IKUM BiH
XU3yBaBCs MPU KOKHIA HaroJi. MeHi 31aBajioch 1€
ny’ke yapiBHUM. Takok, 1 4OMyCh BUUBCS BiJ] HOTO,
X04a sl He Te 1110 OW BIIEBHEHO BU3HABCS B I[bOMY. Y
MeHe OyJia poJib CTapIlIoro, J0CBIIYEHOr0 XJIOMIIs, Ta
IMOBOJMB ceOe Tak HIOM TO BiH IIIMIHTANCT, SKHI 3aBaXKae
i Horamu. Hacnipasai ITitep 3HaB mpo cBiT 06arato
TOTO, 1110 51 XOTiB 3HaTH. BiH unTaB 06€3 3ynuHKH Ta
IIyKaB aBTOPIB, sIKi OM HOro HAIUXHYJIH, Ta Yepe3 T€ 110
BiH 3apOJIMB I[}0 MPiIO B MEHi, 11 JOIIOMOTIJIO ME€H1 CTaTH
JIIOJTMHOIO, SIKOIO 1 3aBX M XOTiB OyTu. B JIoH10H BiH
IPUDKIKAB Yac BiJl 9acy, OTOXK MPOIIEC MIIIOB K MOKpE
TOPUTH. 3 MEPIINX JHIB MU MOTOJUINCH HA CTBOPEHHI
T'YpTy, Ta BCE TOBOPHJIM MPO II€ aJie HIYOro HE POOHIIH.
EiimM1 A3BOHMIIA IOMy BHOYI1, KOJIM MU OyJIU 11’ sIH1 Ta BIH
rosopuB «I1lo Tam 3 rypTom?». biiari Hamipu Ta XMUITBHI
OOIITHKY — 11€ BCe 110 Y Hac Oyuo. Tiabku uepes napy
POKIB MM HApEeUITI 3yCTPUIMCH Ta CUIM 3a JALJIO.
Hitinepiioi Howi My Hanmmcanu Te, 1o craio « The Good
Old Days» (Crapi Jloopi Yacu), pa3om 3 iHIIHMHU
MICHSMH, Ta 5 TTaM’ATal0 SIK MU CUJUIH Ta JTUBUIUCH
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night, along with quite a few others, and |
remember us sitting there, staring at each other in
silence as the clock ticked towards dawn, searching
for the right words. We were trying to find a line
for the middle eight, and he’d tell you differently
but I’m absolutely sure it was me who came up
with it. Finally, we had: ‘A list of things we said
we’d do tomorrow.” We’ve argued since about
whose line it was, but that seemed to be a moment
when everything slotted into place, and it was quite
a forerunner of things to come.

OJIMH Ha OJTHOTO B MOBHIH THIII, TTIOKU BYJIHIISI TEMHLIA,
B TIOIITyKaX BIpHUX CJIiB. MU HaMaraiuch BUTalaTU
PAIOK A0 OpiKY 1, X04a BiH T€ 3MepedyBaTuMe, 5
TOYHO 3HAI0, 110 MPUAYMaB ii came s1. Hapemri, y Hac
0yB : «Cnucok OOISIHOK Ha 3aBTpa.» 3 TUX P MU
CBApWJIKCh 1100 aBTOPCTBA I[I€T CTPOUKH, aJI€ 31A€ThCS
10 11e OYB MOMEHT JIe yC€ 3JIMBAJIOCh B OJIHE, Ta 1€ OYB
TIJIBKU TTOYATOK.

k %k 3k

London, its streets and neighbourhoods, litter my
lyrics, and I can always find some part of it to suit
my mood. | first felt plugged in to the city at a
place called the Foundry on Old Street. They’re
knocking it down now to build a grand hotel or
something, to cash in on the area’s cool Shoreditch
surgically removing its own heart — but Peter used
to run a night there called Arcadia, a performance
poetry thing, which he used to revel in. I’d come
along and play the piano very badly, but it was art
so the quality of the performance didn’t really
matter. We’d get free Guinness and we’d host a
raffle to make money. | think the most auspicious
prize we gave away was half a gram of speed and a
Charles Manson record, but it always made us a
couple of bob for a few beers and a fine breakfast.

k %k %

JIoH[1I0H — OTO BYJIMIISIMU Ta palilOHAMU PSICHIIOTH MOi
IICHI, Ta s 3aBXKJIM MOXKY 3HANTH KyTOYOK 1] OY/ib-

SKUM CBIi HAacTpii. Sl Brepiie neperHsIBCS I[IM MICTOM Y

na6i «Foundry» wa Ong Ctpit. Moro 3apa3 3HOCSTH,
100 noOyAyBaTH SIKUHCh TPaHI-TOTENb, 3paXKyI0Un
nuBOBWXKHIN yacTuHi [llopaiTyua 3a rporiri, XipypriaHo
BUpi3ar04M co0i cepie — ane, [lirep panimie Tam
IPOBOJUB BEUEPHI IOy «ApKaishy, IPUCBIUEHE
nepdopMaHCy 1moe3ii, B IKUX BiH paoBaB. S mpuxoauB
3a KOMIMAaHIIo Ta Ay>Ke MOraHo MiAIrpyBaB Ha M1aHIHO,
ase 1e OyJI0 MUCTENTBO, OTOX SKICTh CAMOTO BUCTYITY
He BpaxoByeThesa. Ham maBanu ninty ['iHHECYy 3aapMma,
Ta MU OM POBOMIIN JIOTEPEIO 100 3apOOUTH TPOIIIL.
MeHi 31a€ThCsl, HAMBUT1THIIIAN MIPU3, 0 MU BUIAIIH,
Oynu miB rpamy (eny Ta miatiBky Yapib3a MeHcoHa,
IPOTE 11€ 3aBXKIU 3a0e3MeuyBajo HaM KUTbKa IIMIIIHTIB
Ha TTMBO Ta YyJOBHI CHIIAHOK.

13



London really began for me, though, in Camden
and Soho. I have such a strong image of Camden
from those days, entrancing but horrific, edgy and
dark and hilarious, at least partly thanks to some of
the characters who made up the Camden
contingent. Irish Paul was in a band called The
Samaritans and was the kind of legend that my
Camden was made of. He was part of our
schooling, older than us, as was Essex Tom and
another guy called Max. They were the big boys,
the older brothers, and when they spoke you
pricked up your ears and listened. | was always a
bit cautious around them, though, as they’d drink,
fuck and fight whoever or whatever they could
find. We’d be walking down the street and Max
would have this really demonic look in his eye,
then pause, apologize, and leg it up Parkway to
knock seven bells out of a couple of students who
were being lairy and drunk. Then he’d come back
again and resume the conversation as if nothing
had happened. Essex Tom | remember from his
run-in with John Hassall’s girlfriend, a girl called
Jenny who’d had a boob job and therefore instantly
became known as Jenny with the Big Knackers on
Holloway Road. It wasn’t always poetry and lofty
ideals with The Libertines. Anyway, one day we
were all sat around in a pub and Tom took John’s
camera from the table and went to the toilets to

[To-cnpasxxapomy JloHm0H nposiBisiBes Ha KameHi Ta
Coxo, six Ha MeHe. 3 Tux qHiB KaMmaeH BupasHy KapTHHY
y MEHE B TOJIOBI : 3a4apOBYIOUYUH, ajie MOTOPOIIHUH,
Oe31epeMOHHUHN, TAEMHUYIN aJie MOTIIIHUMN;
SIkHaliMeHIIl JKYI0UU JESKUM MepCcoHa)xaM skl Tam
Mmemkanu. Taki gerenau sk Ipaanaens [om, sskuit OyB y
rypti «The Samaritansy, sik erJIMHKA BUOY/I0BYBaJIH
miii Kamzen. Bin OyB crapiie 3a Hac, Ta BUXOBYBaB Hac,
sk 1 Tom Eccekchkuii Ta xJonens Ha iM’ 1 Makc. Bonu
OyJiM HAIIMMH CTapUIMMU OpaTUsSAMHU, Ta KOJIU BOHHU TeOe
MTOCBSAIIATN TH BIIKPHBAB ByXa Ta ciiyxaB. S Tpimkm ix
ocTepirascs, 00 KOJIM BOHU MUJIU, TO YATUISIUCH Ta
OWJIM KOYKHOTO XTO NaB Ha o4l. MU HIIUIM NIPSIMO Ta y
Makca Ha ovax OyB 11¥ IEMOHIYHUI TOTJIsA]T, BIH OU
3yNUHUBCS, BUOAYMBCs Ta morHas 10 [lapkyeit mo06
BUyOUCUTH SKUXOCH TYYHUX, IT’THUX CTYy/IeHTiB. [ToTiM
BiH OM TTOBEPHYBCsI, Ta pO3MOBa OU MPOIOBKUIIACH HIOU
HIYOTO HE CTaNOCh. Sl B OCHOBHOMY am’sitato Toma
Eccekcbkoro yepes 3B°5130K 3 JIiBUMHOIO J[)kKOoHa
lNaccanna — Tta, siky yci HazuBanu ['pynacra [[xeHH1 Ha
INomnoyeit Poya. «The Libertinesy ue 3aBxau Oyiu
TUIBKH TIPO MOE3110 Ta 3apo3yMuTnii i1eanu. OTOox,
OJIHOTO pa3y BCs KOMMaHIs cujaiia y nadi, Ta Tom B3sB
TenedoH J>KoHa Ta MilIoB B TyaseT, 00 3HITH CBIl
YJIeH — YJIeH, X0Uy JI0JIaTH, 3 IBHUM 3ajioMoM. Tenedon
MOTIM MonaB y pyku J[oHa, Ta yepe3 AesKuil yac J10
I'pynacra [Ixenni Ha ['omioyeit Poya, Ta BoHa Bii3Hajia
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film his dick — a dick, moreover, with a notorious
kink in it. John took the camera home without
realizing and, later, Jenny with the Big Knackers
on Holloway Road stumbled across it and
recognized Tom from the footage. I think her
relationship with John was doomed from thereon
in,

Toma mo BimeomaTepiairy. 3Ma€ThCs, 3 TOTO MOMEHTY ii
BIJHOCUHH 3 J[>)KOHOM ITIIIUIK Ha CITaJ.

Irish Paul, on the other hand, had a Dickensian air
about him, and | remember when he invited all of
his mates to a celebratory dinner one night at the
Mango Room in Camden just after it had opened.
‘My ship’s come in,” he told the assembled
company. ‘You’ve stuck with me through the lean
times, each sorted me out when I’ve needed it, so
now it’s your turn. I’'m going to treat you all to a
night out. Tuck in, fill your boots.’

3 iamoi croponwu, Ipnanaens [lox MaB y co61 110Ch Bij
JlikkeHca, Ta s mam’sITaro, sIK BiH 3alIPOCUB YCIX CBOIX
Jpy3iB 110 CBIXKO-BiAKpuTUX «Mango Roomy y KampeHi.
«Miii yac HacTaB,» TOBOPUTH BiH 310paHuM. «Bu He
3aJIMIIAIN MEHE Y CKPYTHI MOMEHTH, KOKHUH 3 Bac
BTPYYaBCsl KOJIU 51 [bOTO NOTpeOyBaB, OTOXK, 3apa3 Balla
yepra. Ycs HiY JiJIs BCIX Bac 3a Miid paxyHok. Cigaiire,
4acTyuTecs J0CX04y.»

| felt touched, a real part of his gang, the inner
circle, and we had a great evening. Then, at the end
of an incredible meal, just as the bill was presented,
Irish Paul got up: ‘I hope you’ve got your running
shoes on, you boys,’ he said, then he ran straight
out of the restaurant and away down the street into
the night. There was a significant pause and then
all hell broke loose as we all bolted for the door. It
was like the rush to get on the last helicopter out of
Saigon.

MeHe 11e TOpKHYJI0: 51 OyB PO YaCTUHOIO HOTO
KyOJ1a, By3bKOTO KOJIa, Ta I1e OyB MpEeKpacHUi Bedip.
[Ticns cxBagbHOTO 001y, TI€T &K CEKYHAM SIK YEK
3’sIBUBCS Ha cToui, To Ipmanaens [1on BcTas:
«CrnojiBaroch, BU MPUUIIUIM B KPOCIBKAX,» MICHS YOTO
BUOIT 3 pecTOpaHy BHHM3 MO BYJIMIII TA 3HUK Y HIY.
[Iponynana 3Ha4yHa naysa, miciis AKoi yci 31pBaJIuCh 3
JIAHIFOTa Ta MU IMIOHECIIUCH J10 IBepen. Ak 110
OCTAHHBOTO JIiTaka 3 B’eTHamy.
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There was another Paul, Rock Paul, an American,
who’d been a fixture at the Good Mixer through all
the different crowds and bands who came and
went. He just sat up at the bar, watched them come
and watched them go, and drank. One night, we
were all in there, about to embark on a session, and
Rock Paul walked in looking utterly stricken. ‘I’ve
had some really bad news,’ he said, and it fell very
quiet, the only noise the clicking of balls on the
pool table behind us. ‘I’m terminally ill with
cancer.” We were shattered. All I could think about
was an empty stool, another face fading from the
scene, and the Mixer, Camden, London,
everywhere being the poorer for it. It got very sad,
and slow, and we started to exchange stories, buy
drinks for the fellow, reminisce about the good
times we’d had and the good times we’d dedicate
to his memory when he’d gone. At the end of the
night, we were all mellow and drunk, giving hugs
and saying goodbyes, and Rock Paul, on his way
out, admitted he’d made the whole thing up. That
he just wanted us to buy drinks for him. We were
horrified and dumbfounded, but slightly in awe that
he’d play the cancer card just to get free drinks.
Passing him in the doorway, Welsh Paul gave him
a level look that suggested he’d best not try that
again, but I think that even he admired the gall of
it. Cancer in exchange for a few drinks: how do
you meter that out?

bys me onun [loun, I[lon-pokep, amepukaHensp,
noCTiHMIA BiBiqyBad mada «Good Mixer» skuit
MPOCTO CHUJIB, TUBUBCS SIK JIFOAH Ta TYPTH 3’ SABJISFOTHCS
Ta 3HUKAIOTH Ta UB. OTHOTO BEeYOpa, KOJM MH BCi OyiH
B TOMY 11a01 Ta OyJId TOTOBI po3movaTH AisTH, To 1o
POKep MIiIIMIIOB JI0 HAC, AOCOJIFOTHO HIAKUN. «Y MEHe
’KaxXJIMB1 HOBUHM,)» TOBOPUTH BiH, Ta HaCTaJIa
a0COJIIOTHA THUIIIA; TUTBKK MOXKHA OYJIO IOYYTH SIK
CTYKalOTh OLTBAPAHI KyJIbKHU. «S cMepTensHo XBopuit; B
MeHe pak.» Mu Oynu y Biguai. Bee npo 110 s mir
JyMaTH L€ MOPOXKHIN CTIIEIb, YePrOoBe 3HUKHEHHS - 3
«Good Mixer», Kamaena, JlongoHa, BCIoAu 3HUKAIH
KoJpopu. HacTpiil BllaB, Ta KOXHA XBUIJIMHA
B1/IUyBaJIach JIOBIIIE, Ta MU MOYATIU JUTUTUCH 1ICTOPISIMU
Ta KyIlyBaTH MOMY HallMTKH, 3raJlyBajy 3a TapHUM 4ac
K1 MU TIPOBEJIM Pa3oM, Ta MOTOMHI T'apH1 CIIOTau sKi
MU 01 Haz0aJIl B HOro 4ecTh KOJIU Moro He craHe. [
KIHEIb JTHS, PO3M'SIKJIl Ta 11’ siH1, 001iManucs Ta
npomanucs noku [lon pokep Ha BUX011 313HABC 1110 BiH
yce BurajiaB. Bin mpocTo XOTiB XaJISIBHOT BUITUBKH. Y
’Kaxy MU OCTOBIIUIH, aJi€ B SIKUWUCh Mipi, MU OYyJTH
Bpa)keH1 THIM 1110 BIH HaOpeXaB Mpo paK TUIbKHU 32
Oe3komToBHI Hanoi. Yensckuit I1o1, Sk BiH 3acTaB HOro
y ABEPSX, 3UPKHYB Ha HHOTO TakK, 1110 0YyJIO 3p03yMIJIO —
Kpaille O1IbII TaK HE pOOUTH, ajie MEH1 3/1a€ThCsl, HABITh
BiH OLIIHUB 1110 Oe3copomHicTh. HabpexaTtu mpo pak, abu
HaOyxaTuCs 3a Uy>KUI paXyHOK — HeaOuske
Haxa0CTBO.
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That was the Camden that made us, formed The
Libertines, but the centre of my world, the heart of
Albion, was undoubtedly Waterloo. It was where
the city first came into sharp relief for me when |
was fifteen, where, with a few friends, | came
blinking into the light as we descended from the
train for the first time. We were country bumpkins
at their most inoffensive and wide-eyed, innocence
personified in Jim Morrison T-shirts and old
German army boots. It felt like the whole world
was watching us as we slunk into dodgy bars in
Soho, tentatively asking for that first drink then
suddenly cocksure when they served us. We
trawled the illegal twenty-four hour joints along the
back of Archer Street and felt as if we were in a
film, though the magic waned briefly for me when
| walked into a toilet and saw someone jacking up
as he leant against a tiled wall. I was equally
freaked out and awed. From a distance, London
had always been faded glamour and drinking
underage; coming face to face with hard drugs in a
sleazy bar was all | could have hoped for, a
ridiculous notion that really does lend weight to the
phrase ‘Be careful what you wish for’. At fifteen
the rush was almost physical. The three of us then
went to a peep show in Soho with about three quid
between us, and squeezed into a single booth, the
smell of cleaning fluid making our noses wrinkle
and our eyes red. Then, as our tingling anticipation

k* %k %

Lle — KampaeH, sikuii ctBopuB Hac, chopmyBaB «The
Libertines». Ae IeHTpOM MOT'O BCECBITY, K 1 cepliemM
Anr0Oiony O0yB, Oe3cyMHiBHO, Batepnoo. Came Tam s
BIIEpIIIC YCBIJIOMUB 1€ MICTO KOJIX MEHI1 OyJ10

I’ ITHAALATE Ta MU 3 APY3SIMH CITYCKQJIUCh C MTOTATY.
Mu — cibChbKa HEBUHHICTH 3 IIUPOKUMH OYMMa HasBY,
y ¢pytOonkax 3/>xumom MoppicoHOM Ta cTapum
HIMEILKUMU OepIsiMU. 371aBajiOCh, III0 HA HAC OyJu o4l
yCIX MPOXO0KHUX KOJIM MU IIPOKPAIAIUCh B TEMHI Oapu
Coxo, nepenskaHi 3aMOBJISTM NIEPILI HAIO1, Ta MUXaTl
KOJIM HaM iX BignaBanu. [IpoGpasmmce yepes yci
HeJIeraJibHI, 11J10/1000B1 3a01railJiiBKU BIIPOIOBK Apuep
Crpit; Bee 1ie BimuyBanoch Tak, HiOUTo Mu y (isibmi, He
JUBJISTYMCH HA T€ 1[0 Maris TPIIIKYA MOThMSHLIA, KOJIH I
3aMIII0B B TyaJIeT Ta MOOAYMB SIK XTOCh BCTaBIIsAE COO1
TOJIKY B PYKY, CIIMHOIO JI0 KaXeJbHOi CTIHU. MeHe 1e
OJIHOYACHO BIIJISIKYBAJIO 1 MpUBaOIIIOBaAIO. 3/1alIeKy
3/1aBaJIOCh 110 icThHA JIOHIOHY — BTpadyeHUil riiamMmyp Ta
MAJIOJIITHE T’ STHCTBO; HATKHYTHCS Ha Ba)KKi HAPKOTHUKH
OJIVH Ha OJIUH B MEP30THOMY Oapi 11e OyJio Bce, 110
TUIBKH XOTIB — 1]1€4, IKa CBOEI0 a0CYPAHICTIO TIIbKU
nonomarae ¢pasi «Mpiit 06epexHo.» IloTsar maiixke
cTaB (pI3UYHUM B I’ ATHAALATE. MU MK 10 TiN-1oy*,
yTPbOX BII3JIM B OJIHY KaOlHKY; 3amax XiMIKaTiB BHUi/laB
HaM 04l TaK, [0 MU HE MOTJIM CHOITH 31 CHOKIMHUMU
oOnmuyusimu. B ouikyBaHHI, BKPUTI CHPOTaMH, IITUPMa
[iAHSIACh, 3IMILIAI0YH epe] HaMU IyCTy KIMHATY 31
CTApUHHUM BEJIOCUIICSIOM, MIAIEPTUM TiJ] CTiHY. Bun
OPOYKHEU1 Maike po3ciIablisB ... MOTIM, IIIOCh
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built, the screen slid up to reveal an empty room
with an old bike propped up against the wall. The
emptiness was almost a relief ... and then
something moved in the corner, a woman you
could best describe as tatty, reading a paperback,
with part of Spider-Man tattooed across her face.
She stood up, her book still hanging from one
hand, and gyrated momentarily before us. Then the
screen came down, and | think we were all secretly
pleased it did. Strangely, | was glad the moment
wasn’t sexy. My dream of London was of decaying
beauty and a brittle, tawdry sheen of glamour. | had
wanted to see the workings beneath the surface and
that afternoon in Soho they couldn’t have been
more visible.

JIBUHYJIOCH y KyTKY - XKIHKA, SKY TUTBKH MOYKHA OTICATH
Ak ‘OyBana’, sika YMTajla 3HOLIEHY KHUXKKY, 3
taTytoBaHHsaM Jlronunu [laByka Ha Ha miB oOnyysi. Bee
I1[e TPUMAIOYH KHUKKY, BOHA ITiTHSJIACh, T
NOKpY>Kuiachk nepea Hamu. [1oTiM mypmMa 3HOBY
OMYCTHJIACh Ta, 3/IA€THCS, 1110 MU yC1 OyJIM pajii 1o 11e
3akiH4YMJIOCh. Ha muBo, s 3pajiB 1110 MOMEHT He OYB
eporuaHUM. Miit Midiunuii JIoHIOH cKIagaBcs 3
BIJDKUTOI KpacH Ta TEHAITHOTO, ITIOKa3HOTO OJIUCKY
MIUKY. S XOTIB M06a4uuTH 110 BiA0YBAETHCS 3a CIICHOIO,
1 Toro Beyopa B Coxo y MeHe OyB m1aHC TOOAYUTH BCE
K €

*[Tin-mroy (anr. Peep Show) — epotnune moy 3
SJIEMEHTaMU AT Ty BaHHS

k %k Xk

After | dropped out of Brunel and Peter came to
town, we set sail together around London, moving
from squat to flat, to mates’ houses and then back
again. Peter found the first important place:
DeLaney Mansions, 360 Camden Road. Our
landlord was just like Del Boy, had Del Boy been
Greek and fond of shell suits and gaudy chains
heavy enough to sink him if he fell in the Thames.
It was a sixties bedsit that time forgot. The front
door didn’t work, so we had to exit and enter via
the window, which we half heartedly secured with
a bicycle chain. Not that we had anything worth

k %k %k

[Ticnst Toro, sIK 5 MIIIOB 3 YHIBEPCUTETY, a [litep
nepeixas g0 JIonpoHy, MU TAHSIM TIapyca, Ta
MaHJpPyBaJId IO MICTY, BiJl CKBOTY™ 10 KBapTUPH, OTIM
NOKWJIM Y JIpY3iB 1 3HOBY 10 Kpyry. [liTep 3Haiios
came nepie nam’ satae Micue : [ineitni Menmns, 360
Kampen Poya. Hamr opennionasens OyB Bukananuii Jlen
boii 3 moy «Only Fools and Horses», sikou Jlen Boii 6yB
IPEKOM Ta HOCUB PI3HOKOJIHOPOBI OJIIMITINKY 3
MOMITE3HUMH JIAHIFO)KKaMH, HACTIIbKU BaXKKUMHU, 1110
BiH OM MOTOHYB, ynasuii B Tem3y. Bxiani 1sepi He
IpAaLOBAIM, OTKE, MU BXOJIMJIM Ta BUXOJUIN Yepes
BIKHO, Ha sKe "1 Taao4uky" HaBIIIAIU BEJIOCUTIEIHUN
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stealing. We had so little, in fact, that we shared a
mattress on the floor and a kitchenette, and that
was it. We had two cyberpunks for upstairs
neighbours, a couple who looked like characters
from a William Gibson novel: plastic straws in
their hair, huge shoes, multiple unappealing
piercings. They practically lived on speed. He was
a computer programmer (ironic, given that he
looked like he belonged in Tron ) from
Philadelphia; she was an Israeli, quite mad, and
with a rather strange sideline. People would pay
her cash to go into their houses and beat them up,
which | found both creepy and enterprising. The
cyberpunks would clomp around above our heads
all day, but if we made the slightest sound on our
acoustic guitars they’d start screaming and banging
the floor. One night a brick came through the
window. We looked out through the jagged hole
and it was the Israeli, screaming in at us, shouting,
‘Fuck you!”

nauuor. He te mo 6u y Hac Oymo 110 Kkpactu. Y Hac
OyJI0 HACTUTBKHM TIOPO’KHBO, €MHE HAIIIe MAWHO TIE -
Marparl Ha miji031 Ta KyXoHbKa — Bce . Hamri cycian
3HU3Y Oy siKich "kiOepraHku', 0 HAYe BTEKIIH 31
CTOPIHOK KHUT YinbsiMa ['10coHa; 3 TIIACTUKOBUMU
TpyOOUKaMu B BOJIOCCSX, TIrAHTCHbKUMU YO0OTaMH Ta
KYIIOI0 CTPhOMHUX MIPCiHTiB. BoHU M0 akTy Kuiau Ha
deni. Xnomneup 0yB 3 Pinaaensdii, Ta npairoBan

KOMIT FOTEPHUM MIPOrpamicToM (JIy’ke IPOHIYHO,
BPaxOBYIOUHU T€ IO BiH BUTJISAE SIK IEPCOHAXK 3
¢inemy "Tpor")

a 1iBYMHA OyJa CKaXEHOIO 13paiIbTAHKOIO 1 MaJia IKYCh
TUBHY XanTypy. KimleHTH miatunu il TOTiBKOO, 1100
BOHA MpHixaja J0 HUX Ta MOOwIIa, Mo sl MCHE
3By4aJIO 1 OTHIHO, 1 TOJKOBO. KibepmaHnku Moriu
TylaTy HaJl HAMH CKIJIKU XOTLIH, ajie SIKIIO Bl HaC
JIOJIMHAB X04 OJIWH 3BYK TiTapH, TO BOHU KPUYaJIX Ta
CTyKaJM 1o miio3i. OQHoro pa3y, HaMm MpuseTiIa
IIETJIMHA y BIKHO BHOY1. MU BUTJISIHYJIH Y TIoIepOJieHe
BIKHO, Ta MOOAYMIIN 13paiNbTAHKY, Ta BEpelaia Ha Hac:
3aibanu!

*CKBOT — MOKUHYTE MPUMIIIECHHS Y SIKOMY KUBYTh
CKBOTEPH, JIFO/IH, SIKi HEMTPABOBIACHO 3aCEIUINCH JI0
MOKUHYTOTO OyJIMHKY.

We called the police, the first and only time we
ever called them, I think. But nothing much could
be done about it and the upshot was that we had a

31aeThes, B IEPUIMI Ta OCTAHHIN pa3 3a Hallle KUTTH,
MU HOI3BOHUIIM B MOJIIIIO. AJI€ T1 HIYOTr'O 3aIll0ISITH HE
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broken window for the next four months. It was
winter, naturally.

3MOTJIH, 1 3PEIITOI0 HACTYIHI YOTHPH MICSII MU KUJIH 3
po30uTHUM BiKHOM. B3uMKy, 3BiCHO.

We then moved along Camden Road to number
236, where Peter sweet talked a family who had
bought a big house there who we helped move in.
The house was a mix of old bedsits and small flats
and sat atop a huge basement. The basement was a
real mess, but you could see the potential in it, and
they gave it to us to live in while they made the
place into a home. So we had this glorious
subterranean Victorian expanse with a garden, and
a grand old toilet cistern; it reminded me of ringing
a church bell every time | pulled the heavy chain to
flush it. That was where we began to forge our
legend, where we started throwing impromptu gigs
and parties. We’d flyer Camden and invite people
back there and play for them, revelling in the
randomness and the unexpected that this brought.
At the first ever gig there, we’d decorated the place
with lots of candles, and Peter had been to visit his
parents in Germany and come back with lots of
beer and cigarettes, which we’d put out for people.
Everyone sat expectantly around, waiting for us to
begin and, as soon as we played the first chord, all
the lights went out. We had to ask around for a
pound for the meter, but got things going again
eventually and it turned into a very long,
debauched party. Irish Paul shagged someone in

Mu nepeixanu nani no Kamaen Poyn, Terep mo
OynuHKY 1117 HoMepoM 236, HemogaBHo 11ei BETUKUN
OYJIMHOK KYIIUJIU CYC1/IU, SIKUM MU JIOITOMOTJIH
nepeBe3Tu pedi, Tox [liTep yMOBUB iX AaTh HaM TaM
noxxutH. [loBepX BeneTeHChKOro MiJBaly, caMm OyINMHOK
CKJIaJIaBCA 31 CTApUX OJTHOKIMHATHHUX CTY/iM Ta
MajieHbKHX KBapTup. [1igBan OyB y kaxJIMBOMY CTaHi,
ajie 3 MNOTEHIIAJIOM, Ta BOHU JJO3BOJIMIIA HaM KUTH Tam,
MOKY BOHU TpaItoBaIu HaJ OyIUHKOM. Y Hac OyB
IMKAPHUHI T1J3€MHHUM BIKTOP1aHCHKUIA MPOCTIP 3 CaJIOM
Ta HEUMOBIPHUM CTapHM TyaJE€THUM OAUKOM — KOXKHUI
pa3 KOJIM 5 TATHYB 32 TSOKKUAW JJAHIIOT, 11100 3MUTH,
OyJI0 BIAYYTTS WIO 5 3aIyCKaB IEPKOBHI A3BOHU. B
IIbOMY MICIIi MU MIOYaJIM BUKOBYBATH HalTy Mi(oJIOTiIO,
TYT MOYaJIM 3aKUAATH KOHLUEPTU Ta BEUIPKU
ekcrpomMToM. Mu po3Bimainu ¢aaepy Mo ycboMy
Kampueny, Ta 3anpouryBanu Tyau J0I€H, BUCTYAIN
JUTSI HUX Ta PO3KBITAIM B a0Cyp/ii Ta B HOTO MPABOBIPHIi
HenependauyBaHocTi. Ha camomMy mepiiiomy KOHIIEpT,
MU IPUKPACHIIH IT1/IBAJI CBIYKAMHU Ta, MICIIs MOJA0POXKI
1o ponunu B Himewuuny, IliTep npusi3 kyny nuBa Ta
CUTapeT, Kl MM BUCTaBUJIM Ha XaJsBy. YCl CUIH,
YEeKar4M MOKU MU HapelITi MOYHEMO, Ta MEPIINA aKop/]
HE BCTUT 301I'TH 31 CTPYH SIK BAMKHYJIH CBITJI0. Ham
BUUILMIIOCH MPOCUTH Yy ayIUTOPii QYHT HA
nepeoIIaTHUM JIIYMIBHUK, 3 TOPEM MOI0JIaM MU 3HOBY
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the bathroom, which at the time we thought was
particularly impressive, and that first night created
the template for all the gigs there to come. The
locust swarm would descend, we’d play, and
they’d leave us, sometimes days later, with only
debris and hazy recollections to show for it. The
flat would be wrecked, but we’d be happy. Later,
after we were signed, the so-called ‘guerrilla’ gigs
would take over the mantle. They came about
because, by that time, the internet was becoming a
force in everyone’s lives, and we were knocked
sideways by the way you could post ‘Gig tomorrow
night’ on a forum somewhere and, as if by magic,
people would turn up. The guerrilla gigs were
chaotic and disorganized because there was no time
to sort anything out, and precious little money, too,
but the fact that people would turn up was a real
buzz. They were a continuation of the impromptu
gigs at 236 Camden Road, in the same mi casa es
su casa spirit. They were about anyone being able
to reach out and touch the people in the pictures on
their wall, the musicians they were listening to at
the time, about pushing all the boundaries, seeing
how far that was possible. It was the best fun
imaginable, and everyone was invited.

B3SUTMCS 10 CIIPaBH, Ta BOHA MIEPETBOPHIIOCH HA JTykKe
JOBTY, po3mycHy Beuipky. [pnangens [lon 3acanus
KOMYCh B TyaJI€Ti, 1110, Ha Tii 4ac, MU BBAXKAIIU AyXKe
Bpa)KarouuM, Ta L4 Mepiia Hid CTBOPUIIA MA0IO0H A
yCIX HacTynarwouux KoHieptiB. Komu piit capanu
CITyCKaBCsl JI0 HAC, MM JIJIsl HUX TpaJikd — Ta BOHU
YXOJIUJIH, 1HO1, Yepe3 ACKUIbKa JHIB; 3aIUIIUBIITN
micis cebe TUTbKHM pyiHU Ta MyTHI crioraau. Ksaptupa
OyJa 3pyliHOBaHa, ajie MU Oy 1macausi. [Ticns Toro sk
MU YKJIQJIA KOHTPAKT 3 JIEHOI0M, TO TaK Ha3BaHi
«TapTU3aHCHKI KOHIEPTH» 3a0paju BCIO HaIly yBary.
Bonwu 3’saBunuce yepes Te, 10 IHTEPHET MO TPOXY
3’SBIISIBCS B KUTTSIX JIIOZICH, Ta HaC 30KMBajo 3
MAHTEJIUKY, 1110 MOKHA OYyJIO 3aIIOCTUTH AEeCh Ha PopyMi
«Kon1epr 3aBTpa BBeUep1» Ta, HE3PO3YMLJIO 3BIJIKH,
HapoJ NpUXOAUB. XaOTUYHICTh Ta Oe37aja
«MapTU3aHCHKUX» KOHIEPTIB BIJ3HAYAIOTHCS OpakoM
4yacy Ha HaJaJPKeHHsI, Ta TAKOXK MTyCTUMH TaMaHIISIMH,
ajie Te, HaC pajlyBaB Tii (PAKT, 110 JFOAM 3’ SIBJISUTHCS.
ExcnipomtHi koHtepTr Ha 236 Kamaen Poyn
POIOBKYBAJIMCH 3 JIEBI30M «Mi Casa es Su casa» (Mik
JIIM — TBIH JIIM). Ix CYTHICTb CKJIaJaach 3 TOTO, IO YCi
MOTJIM TOPKHYTHUCS JIFOJIeH 3 MJIAaKaTiB, 10 My3UKaHTIB
SAKUX BOHM CITyXajii, B pyHHYBaHHI CTIH — TaK HACKUJIbKU
JTAJIeKO MOYKHA 3aiiTu 3 M. Bce 11e Oyio Becelniie Hix
MOHa c001 YSIBUTH, Ta BC1 OYJIM 3ampoOIIeHi.

Remarkably, the family upstairs at 236 Camden
Road looked on us as some kind of novelty. They

Ha nuBo, cim’, sika uia 3BepXy, CpHiiMalia Hac K
CyBeHIpHUH roanHHUK. IM Oys0 Galigyske, HaBITh KOJIU
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never batted an eyelid even when we serenaded up
to seventy people at a time below them. Then we
hit upon the idea of sub-letting the space under the
stairwell to a French conceptual artist who we
charged twenty pounds a week. He was happy there
in our basement. And so was I, for a while.

MU 3aBUBAJIU JJI HATOBITY JI0 ciMaecsT jroei. [lotim
HaM NpUHIIUIA TeHiadbHa 1/1ed BiIaTi B CyOOpeH Iy
MICII€ TTiJT cXoaMu (PpaHITy3bKOMY KOHIICTITYaTbHOMY
XyJnoXKHUKY. bpanu mu 3 Hporo 20 ¢yHTIB 32 THXKICHb.
ﬁ0My y’Ke Mo100a710Ch B HaIoMy mifBaji. Ta MeHi
TaKOX, ajie HeJIOBTO.

| was always much happier on Camden Road than |
was later, living on the top floor of a townhouse in
Holloway, which, looking back, was an exercise in
making myself feel edgy. Some nights I even slept
in a cage, in the spare room of a prostitute we’d
made friends with, a woman we’ll call Natasha.
Natasha worked from home, | suppose you could
say; she ran it as a sort of brothel and, when she
wasn’t working, she hung around Camden a lot, a
face at our shows. Someone said she knew one of
the guys in Blur, but I don’t know. What I do know
was we needed somewhere to sleep, and she had
the space, so we took her up on her offer, despite
its pitfalls. Natasha looked like a beautiful
fourteen-year-old boy: skinny, emaciated and
striking, and she was an enigma. She thought it
would age her being outside too long, took cabs
everywhere, and wouldn’t leave the house without
applying sun block — a very paranoid girl, and quite
lonely as far as | could tell. The bedroom | was
allocated had a big iron cage in it, halfway between
an outsize birdcage and a medieval torture device,

Meni Habarato OibIne mogodanocs Ha Kamaen Poyg,
HIK HAa OCTaHHBOMY TIOBEPCi B TayH Xay3i Ha [oioyeid,
JIe MU KWJTU TIOTIM, Ta, SIK 51 pO3yMito 3apa3s, e Oyna
cripoba BiquyTH cede "He TakuM, sk yci". [noxl, s
HaBITh CMAaB Yy KIITIIl, y TOCThOBIN KIMHATI IPOCTUTYTKHU
Ha 1M’s1, ckaxkimo, HaTamra. Mo)xHa cka3aTu, o BOHA
npairoBaia 3 1oMy; B Hei OyB cBoepiiHUil OOpenb, Ta
B BUILHUI yac BoHa Oiykana no KamueHny — 1 yacto
3'IBJIsLIACA HAa HAIIMX KOHIEpTax. [lech s movyB, 110
BOHA 3Ha€ Korock 3 «Blury, ane st He BeBHEHHU 111010
JIOCTOBIPHOCTI 11i€1 iHpopMarlii. Ase, HaM OyJ10
NnOTPiOHO JIeCh CIaTh - BOHA 3aIllpONOHyBaia, Ta MU
noroguyinck. Hataina Buriisigana sik BpOoIMuBUA
YOTUPHAAMATAPIYHUIN XJIOMMUHKK : KICTJISIBA, BUCHAKEHA
Ta Bpakaroye rapHa; BoHa Oyja TaeMHHIICI0. BBaxkana,
10 0araro 4yacy Ha BYJIMII PUBEJIE IO CTApIHHS, TOMY
i371171a BCIOAM Ha TaKCl Ta HE BUXOJMIIA 3 IoMY 0e3
COHIIE3aXMCHOTO KpeMy — SIK MEHi 371aBajioch, BOHa OyJia
Jy’Ke MapaHoifajibHa Ta caMOTHs AiBurHa. KiMHara,
Ky MEHI1 BIJJaJId, Maja BEJIMKY 3a113HY KIITKY, I10Ch
MDK rabapUTHOIO KIIITKOO JIJISl ITAIIKK Ta
CEPENHBOBIYHUM 3HAPSIISIM TOPTYP, B SIKAM S 4ACTO
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which | often ended up sleeping in. | think her
clients used to spend their hours in there paying to
suffer, but it afforded me a degree of security |
enjoyed. Natasha was our drummer for a few
hours; we liked the notion, but she really couldn’t
drum.

3acuHaB. [i KJIi€HTypa MIaTHIa FPOmIi MO0 CHITH TaMm
TOJMHAMH 3apajyl ‘CTpakJaHb’ — MEHI1 BOHA HAaBaJlo
npueMHe BiT9yTTs 3axucty. Ha kinbka ronun Hatama
HaBiTh MOOYJIa HAIIO OapabaHIIHUIICI0 — MU Oy HE
IIPOTH, aJie TPaTH BOHA BMiJIa HE TyXKe.

When she had a client, Peter and | would sit in the
next room holding pellet guns and talk in gruff
voices so that, through the wall, one might think
that she had muscle to look after her in case a client
freaked out. As a thank-you she’d usually take us
to the café across the road and feed us, which
seemed a fair exchange. Peter and | used to spy on
her and her clients, sometimes, crawling quietly
around on our knees to peep through the keyhole. |
remember seeing her with a Hassidic Jew and,
surprisingly, the drummer from a band we knew.
Not at the same time, of course. We sat back
dumbfounded when we caught sight of him on the
other side of the door

Konu 1o Hei xTock npuxoaus, s ta [litep xoBanuce y
CyCiHIN KIMHATI1 3 THEBMAaTUYHHUMH TIICTOJICTAMU B
pyKax Ta po3MOBJISUUIM IpyOMMH rojiocaMu, 300pakaroun
OXOpOHLIB, Y BUIMIAJKy HEAJEKBATHUX KIIIEHTIB. 3a 1€
BOHA IPUIroIlajia Hac B Kade HApOTH AOMa —
cIpaBeUIUBUI po3MiH. [HOMI1, MU IS 32 HEIO Ta
il KJIIEHTaMH — MIJKPaJal0urCch HAa Kapaykax Ta
JUBUJIMCH Yepe3 3aMKOBY HIUIMHY. [TaM’siTaro sk mu 1i
1mo0aymIIM 3 XacUJ0M Ta, HECIIOAIBAHO, 3
OapabaHlIKOM 3HaiioMoro TypTy. He onHovacHo,
3BICHO. SIK TIJTLKM MU HOTO IMOOAYMIIN Yepe3
MPOIIUIMHY, MU BIATIOB3JIM Ta OYMaHIJIH.

However, the boarding arrangement couldn’t, and
didn’t, last. A few months in, Peter found a new
girlfriend, which Natasha didn’t like at all. She
could be quite possessive and paranoid, and she
used to have these fits and attacks that she seemed
totally convinced by, but which we never quite
fully believed in. We used to take her to hospital

[Ipore, 111 yMOBU NPOKUBAaHHA HE MOTJIM OYTH, Ta il HE
Oy, TpuBasiuMu. Yepes nekisibka micsuis [liTep moyan
3ycTpiuaTucs 3 JIBUMHOM, Ta HaTari nie qyxe He
noao0anock. Yepes 11 peBHUBICTh Ta MapaHOiNATbHICTh
CTAaBAIUCh ICTEPUKH Ta O1MKH, B K1 BOHA, 3a€ThCA,
IUPO Bipuia, a MU — HE Tyke. Mu npuBoawM ii 10
JiKapHi Ta BOHa Opasa ce0e B pyKHu Ta Oy’KyBajia —
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and she’d always rally and make a recovery, a little
miracle every time. She claimed to be able to see
auras around people, and know high-ups in
government, clients, she said, who were in
positions of terrible power. One night she left a
note to say goodbye and perched out on the
window ledge feigning a suicide attempt. There
was another suicide note pinned on the door one
day when we got back from somewhere, and we
ran into the kitchen where she had her head in the
electric oven. I’'m not sure she enjoyed the sound of
our laughter, and I don’t think we were laughing
because we thought the situation funny.
Fundamentally, we were pretty scared of her. In the
end I took the coward’s way out and fled to
Manchester in the middle of the night. Peter had
already gone, and | was getting the fear alone in my
cage. Someone told me Natasha has since moved to
Ireland, but if ever I’'m on the Holloway Road I

still tread lightly.

KOXKHUH pa3 sk Mmaris. Bona BBakaa 1o Moxe 6auntu
aypH JIIOJIEH, Ta CTBEPIKYBaIa, o 3HAE BEPXIBKY
ypany, Lo nesxi i1 kiieHTH OynM HAIEHI BETUYE3HOIO
Bia010. O/HI€T HOYl BOHA 3AJIMIIIIIA TIPOIIATBHY
3alUCKY Ta CTUpYaja Ha MJIBIKOHHI y (ajbIInBii
cpobu camoryocTBa. Ille onHa nepeacmepTHa 3anucka
HAC 3acTajia Ha JABepAX KOJIM MU MPUUIIUIN T0JA0OMY, Ta
KOJIM MM 3a01TJIM Ha KyXHIO TO MOOA4YMIIM 110 BOHA
3aCyHyJ1a roJIOBY B €JIEKTPUUHY 1yXOBKYy. He
BIIEBHEHUH 1110 HAII CMiX OYJIO MPUEMHO YyTH, Ta s HE
JyMaro 10 MU CMISUTUCH Yepe3 KyMeaHicTh cuTyartii. [1o
CyTi, BOHA Hac Jsikayia. B KiHIl KIHIIB, 5, K CIIPaBXKHII
0o4ry3, 30ir B Manuecrep nocepen Houi. [litep mene
OTIEpPEIMB Ta MIIIOB MEPIIUM, B CII1J] YOTO MO1 CAMOTHI
HOYI B KJITI[l CTAJIM HECIIOKIMHUMH. XTOCH CKa3as IO 3
Toro yacy Harama nepeixana go Ipmanaii, ajie Ha
lNonmnoyeit Poyn s moci 6orocs 3a3upatu.

k %k %

They were lazy days on the whole, though, and
when there was no wind to fill our sails Peter and |
would drift in slow circles, becalmed, waiting for
the currents to bear us away. After we left
Holloway, we moved to Dalston, where Peter had a
room and | was sort of squatting. Also there was
Don, whose place it was, who was eccentric at best,

%k %k %

B Hac OyB 1 BIANIOYMHOK, ajne Bce-Taku Ilitep Ta 51, 0e3
MOy THOTO BITPY y HAIIUX Mapycax, KPyKUIUCh Ha
MICII Y IITHJI, YEKAIOUX Ha MOBITPSHY TEYilO 1110
HarnpaBuTh Hac. [licis nepeizay 3 ['omnmoyBeit mu
nepeixanu o Jancrony, ne [litep xus, a 1 OyB 3a
koMmraHir. Takox Tam xuB Jlon, 60 11e Oyna ioro
KBapTHUpPA, BIH, M SIKO KOKY4H, OYB EKCIICHTPUIHUM, Ta
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and another guy, Mad Mick, who lived up to his
name and was always hanging around. Nothing
much moved on those long hot days, cars hummed
in and out of sight, and we lay listlessly in sunlit
windows trying to feel the world turn. Downstairs
there were a couple of French girls who spent their
spare time attempting to make ketamine out of
rose-water that they’d bought at the chemist.
They’d spend afternoons boiling all sorts of
ingredients in rose-water, because one night at a
club someone had given them a bum tip that that
was how you made the stuff, but they were having
about as much luck with that as most alchemists
have conjuring up gold. Mad Mick was from
Brooklyn, and I liked him. He was quiet and self-
contained, but a lunatic with it, and it was as if he
lived in the shadows: you’d only see him at very
strange times, like six in the morning at Dalston
Kingsland train station when he really lived over in
Kentish Town. We’d always meet him at the most
odd, out-of-the way places with the oddest people.
We’d show up at a random squat party in Deptford
and he’d be there. I was in a Jobcentre in Hackney
once in an interminable wait to see someone and |
suggested we start breakdancing and, without
another word, he did. He was a damn good
breakdancer, and it made the surly staff feel
uncomfortable, which was a bonus.

=M Xonens — Masaanii MK, 11 pi3BUCHKO JaJIn
HOMy HE MPOCTO Tak Ta BiH 3aBxkau OyB mopyd. B 11
CIOKIHI, CITIEKOTHI JTHI MaiKe HIY0ro He BiI0yBajIoCh —
T'YJIIHHSI MAIlIH 3BYYajio BJOBXK JOPOTH IMOKH MH
JIIHUBO JIEXKaJIM Ha COHIII ITiJ] BIKHOM, HAaMaralo4HCh
BIIUYTH SIK 3eMJid ine mia Hamu. Cyciay 3HU3Y, ABI
dbpaHIlyKE€HKH, YBECh CBOOITHUN Yac HaMarajiuch
IPUTOTYBATH KETaMIH 3 allT€YHOT TPOSHIOBOI BOJIH.
Bonwu xuany Bce 1m0 3HaNIIUIM B BOAY Ta BapwIH ii, 00
XTOCh B KJIy0Ol HAKMHYB JIAIITy Ha ByXa, [0 caMe TaK
KETaMIH 1 TOTYIOTb, ajieé B HUX BUXOJIUJIO SIK B XIMIKiB
MPUTOTYBATH MIMAT 30J10Ta. Masunuii Mik poaoM 3
Bbpyxkiiny, Ta MeH1 BiH ogo0aBcs. B Tuxwii Ta
3aMKHYTHI 00pa3 104aBajioch OOXKEBIUIS, Ta
3/1aBaJIOCh, HIOMTO BIH JKHMBE Y TEMPSIBL: HA HHOTO
MOHa 0YyJIO HAIITOBXHYTUCH TIJIbKU B HAMIMBHIIII1
MOMEHTH, HAIPUKJIA]T O IIOCTiH PaHKy B METPO Ha
Kinrcnenn y Jancroni, koiu BiH xuB y Kentim Tayw.
Mu 3aB/11 HATUKAJIUCh HA HHOTO TITHKH B aHOMAJIbHUX
MICIISX 3 HE3PO3YMUIUMU JIOJbMU. 3a3upHeEll, OyBao,
JI0 TIEPIIOI-JIIIIIOT BEUIpKH B 3aKUHYTOMY OYIMHKY B
Hentdopai — a BiH yxe i Tam. S OyB y neHTpi
3alHATOCTI Ha XaKHI, Ta IMOKH S HECKIHYEHHO YEKaB Ha
KOT'OCh, 0YyJIO HYJTHO, I 3aIIPOITIOHYBAaB CTAHIIOBATH
Opeiik — 1 BiH ofjpa3y >k MOroAuBcs. | B HLOro
BHUXOJIWJIO JTy’KE€ TapHO, Ta, OUYECBHJIHO, HATPYKYBAJIO
CYBOPHUX POOITHHUKIB, 110 TUIBKU HIILIIO OOHYCOM.
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During those early days we got a gig in a nursing
home in East Ham because our drummer at the
time knew one of the nurses there and we’d been
promised £50 if we did this gig for the old people.
So we trooped down and were confronted by a
room of very fragile and vulnerable old people, the
kind of old people, shockingly old, you don’t see
on the street any more because they can’t really get
around. | feel quite bad about it now. About the
most suitable song in our repertoire was a cover of
‘Anything But Love’, the old jazz standard, and we
tried to be quiet, but we weren’t especially good at
that, and there were a lot of fingers in ears and a lot
of confusion. People kept getting up and walking
around, as if they weren’t quite sure what was
going on, or where the door was. One of the
patients there was called Margie, and she took
rather a shine to us; the poor lady had alcoholic
dementia and kept asking if we’d brought a pint
with us. We persisted, though, and by the end of
our set a few people seemed into it. Then a couple
of nurses came in and quietly drew a curtain around
one of the beds. It transpired that its occupant had
died during our performance of ‘Music When The
Lights Go Out’. It was a pretty incomprehensible
moment for us, but the nurses took it entirely in
their stride. It might sound cold, but | suppose
that’s just how it is in a hospice. It was terribly
tragic, but what a pertinent song to go out on.
There are, | imagine, worse ways to go.

B Ti 1Hi HaM aicTanock 3irpaty y OyAWHKY IS JTITHIX
mrozeit B Ier-T'emi, amxe mencecTpa, sIKy 3HaB Halll
TOMINIHINA OapabaHmuk, moobimsuta Ham 50 QyHTIB 3a
BUCTYTI niepe noxxkuiaumu. [TokipHo qoOpammcey Tyau,
HaC 3yCTPUIM HEeMi4H1, HEHMOBIPHO CTapi NMEHCIOHEPH,
TaKi, IKMX BXKE€ Ha BYJIHMII HE 1M0Oa4uIl, 00 BOHU HE T
1110 OU B CTaH1 NepeOupaTUCh KyIUCh. 3rayouH 11e BCe
3apa3, MEHE IyIIUTh MPOBUHA. 3 HAIIIOTO perepTyapy
M1IXOJIUB TIJIBKU MEPECIIIB CTAPOI IXKA30BOI KIIACUKHU
«Anything But Lovey, Harni cripoOu rpaTH THXEHBKO
OyJii MapHUMHU (B HAC HE JTy>KE€ BUXOJMIIO), TOXK
CHAHTEJIMYEHI CTapl MO3aTUKAIM NalbIsIMU Byxa. Bonu
BCTaBaJIM Ta OpPOAMIIA B KOHTYKEHOMY CTaH1, HIOM HE
PO3YyMIIOYH IO BiAOYBAETHCSA Ta HE MOTJIU 3HANTH
nsepi. OnHiM namnienTi, Map/ku, MU NPUIAIA 10
nymd. bigHa xKiHKa cTpaXkaaia Bl aJIKOTOJIbHOT
JIEMEHIIII, Ta IIOCTIMHO MUTAaJa, UM B3SIJIM MU 3 COO0I0
BUIUBKY. B pe3ynbTari CTOSHHS Ha CBOEMY Ta
BIIEPTOCTI, ITiJT KIHEIIb CETY JCSIKUM, 3/1a€ThCH,
cnono6anock. Tosl mpuiILIK apa MececTep Ta THXO
3aKpWIN IITOPY HABKOJIO JikKa. BUsIBUIOCH, TOKK MU
rpaiu «Music When The Lights Go Out» na Tomy
JKKY XTOCh TTomep. Hac 11ie 1oBosi 306eHTex o, a
MeJICeCTpU NMpUUMaIIH 1€ SIK HaJlexkHe. MaOyTh BOHO U
3BYYHTh KOPCTOKO, ajie CKOPIIII 3a BCE, OCh TaKa BOHA
poGota B rocrici. Lle, 3BicHO, 0yJi0 Ay*e TparidyHo,
pUHAWMHI, JIFOAUHA X0U MocayXaja nepes cMepTIo
rapHy nicHto. Lle, ranaro, He HaWTrIpIIKM BapiaHT
BIJIXO/Y B 3aCBITH.
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To add to the surreal turn that the day had taken,
before the gig we’d told Mad Mick that he could be
our manager. We didn’t really want him to be, and
of course there wasn’t a job because we didn’t
really need a manager back then, but it was just a
cool thing to tell people none the less. We’d said to
Mick that if he ran to the gig from Dalston then the
job was his. As we left the hospice after this
terrible confusion, just as we were driving off, we
saw Mick at the end of the road, huffing and
puffing. He had just arrived, had run all the way,
but there wasn’t room in the car to give him a lift
back so we had to leave him there. | remember
looking in the rear-view mirror and there was Mad
Mick, confused and red-faced, sweating in his
jeans, getting smaller and smaller until he was only
a speck.

AOu onatu 1ie OAMH PiBEHb CIOPY JAO €l cUTyarlii —
mepe UM KOHIIEPTOM MU Tipu3Hadmm Masaanoro Mika
HAIIMM MEHeDKepoM. Mu He Tyske Topiid OaskaHHsIM,
Ta BaKaHCis OyJia He CIIpaBkHs, 00 HaM MEHEIKEp He
nyxe OyB MOTpi0eH, aje MU MOYyBaIUCS KpyTeIuKaMu
KOJIM TOBOPUJIU JIFOJISIM IIO B HAaC € MeHekep. OToX,
MU cKazayii MiKy 1110 BiH MOXke OyTH HaIlluM
MEHEKEPOM, SIKIIO JOOKUTH A0 IMaHCIOHATY Bi
Hancrony. Konu My Bxxe WIIUIK TICHISI BCOTO LIBOTO
abcypay, My mobaurim Mika Baaui, BiH OIT 10 HacC
3JIEKy, CHITHIINN, 3aXCKaHUM

. Bin ipo0ir yBech wLiif UIsX Ta TIIIbKH J0OpaBcs, aje B
MalllkH1 He OyJI0 MICIS JI1 HbOTO, TOMY HaM
MPUUIIIOCH 3AJIMIIUTH WOTO0. S maM’sATaro sSIK CUIIyeT
Masunoro Mika, po3ry0i1eHoro Ta 4epBOHOIO,
MOBUIBHO 3MEHIITYBaBCA B 3€PKAJI0 33 JHHOTO BHILY
TIOKH HE 3HHK.

Gigs like that were clearly not going to pay, so |
had a series of other, mostly crap, jobs that |
sometimes enjoyed but mostly resented. Waterloo
had been my gateway to the world, but the
altogether less lovely Hammersmith was my
gateway to the world of work. The temp agency
there saw something in me that I’'m not all too sure
| saw in myself, dispatching me across London to
push paper around like a clerk in the background in
an Ealing comedy. For a while, | was at the BBC,
and | looked out over west London from my office

OueBHIHO, TaKe A1JI0 HE IJIATUTh, OTXKE 1 OyB BUMYIIICH
IpaIoBaTH Ha YKaxXJIMBUX ITIIPOOOTKAX, sIK1 B ICSAKI
MOMEHTH MOKHA OyJIO TepIIiTH, ajie OUTIIICTh Yacy 5 ixX
HeHaBUIMB. BaTepnoo BikpuB MeHi oul, ajie
I'emMepemiT, sikuit mo1006aBcst MEH1 HabaraTo MEHIIe,
BIIKPUB MEHI IUIAX 10 mpartli. KajgpoBe areHTcTBO
THMYacOBOi poOOTH 0auniIo B MEHI T€, 110 5 caM B cO01
He Aye 0auuB, Ta BIANPABUIIM MEHE MepeKIagaTH
naripii uepe3 yBech JIOHIOH, K 01CHHUN TIAHKTOH Y
AKOMYCh MaJIOOIOP)KETHOMY cepiatii. SIKuiich yac s
npaiioBaB B BBC, ta BikHo odicis Television Centre
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at Television Centre, a network of endless corridors
and boxy rooms that held about as much charm as
pleurisy. | was twenty-one, and an easily distracted
employee at best. The wages were criminal and,
feeling hard done by, I spent my days roaming the
corridors wearing a suit and a trilby, which wasn’t
really done back then, and flirting with random
BBC employees, ambitious girls who really didn’t
care if I lived or died, though the hat piqued their
interest. | was a purchase ledger clerk, which mean
paying the BBC employees, though I can’t quite
remember ever paying anyone or not. At the same
time, | was performing in the house band at a place
called Jazz After Dark on Greek Street in Soho.
The four of us played for four hours a night for the
princely sum of £20 (between us, not each) and a
bottle of beer apiece. Which, considering that none
of us could actually play jazz, was probably fair
enough. My undoing was oversleeping one
morning after a gig and missing my shift. The BBC
drafted in another temp to do my job, a temp who
accomplished, | was reliably informed, my whole
eight hours’ work in the first five minutes of the
day. It was fair to say that they were on to me.

BUXOIWJIN Ha 3axigHuil JIoHA0H, 11e OyB 1a0ipuHT 3
HECKIHYCHHUMH KOPHUIOPAMH Ta KBaIPATHUMHU
KiMHATaMHu, SIKi BAOWIIN SIK ITHEBMOHIs. MeHi Oyo
JBAJIISATH OJIMH, Ta, SKIIO BBIYJIMBO TOBOPUTH, I OyB
TPIIIKK pO3ryOJieHui. 3apriiaTHs OyJia Mi3epHa, TOMY
Ha 3HaK MPOTECTY S MPOCTO HUISIBCS LIJIUMU JHIMU TI0
odicy B KOCTIOMI Ta TpuJIO1, III0 HE JIy»Ke OYyJIo B MO/I1, Ta
JUIIHYB J10 aMOiniiauX niByat B BBC, ski it okom Ou He
MOPTHYJIU AKOH s 3aBTpa MOMeEp, ajie nuisina
npuBepTaa o0 cede yBary. S BiilOBIAB 3a KypHaI
3aKymiBeJb, TOOTO S BIANOBIIAB 3a 3apIUIATHIO, alie
IITUPO HE TIaM’ ITAl0 YM S TUIATUB KOMYCh. [lapanensHo
«Jazz After Dark» na Coxo 3poOmiIi Hac MOCTIHHUM
rypTOM. 3a YOTUPH TOAMHU BOHH TUIATHIIN HAM
Y4OTUPHOM HeuyBaHi rpouii, 20 GyHTIB — HE KO)KHOMY, a
Ha BCIX, Ta M0 UL THBa. BpaxoByrouu Te, 110 HIXTO
3 Hac HE BMIB TpaTH JIka3, TO Iie OyJIo CrpaBeIuBO.
Most ipoBHHa OyJia B TOMY, IO TICJIsI BUCTYITY 5
npocras cBoro 3MiHy. BBC Bukimkanu iHmmit kaap
SIKUH 3aMIHHB MEHE, Ta, MCHI1 JTy>KE BBIUJIMBO
MOBIJIOMUJIH, IO BiH BIIOPaBCs 3 poOOTOI0, SKY 5 pOOIIIO
BICIM TOJIMH 3a TEPII I’ ITh XBUJIMH POOOYOTO JTHS.
Ou4eBuIHO, BOHU IIOCH IT1/103PIOBAIIH.

After that, I worked at Cobb’s Hall in
Hammersmith, which wasn’t a place for a suit or
trilby. I was on the front desk, or the front line as |
came to think of it, for a building full of social

Jlani st mpartoBaB TaMm, Jie KOCTIOM Ta Tpijio1 Oyiu
Henopeuni - Kooc "ot B 'ammepcemiTi. S cuaiB Ha
peueniii, 4u, Ajie MEHi1 11e MICII€ CKUJIAJIOCS Ha JIHII0
0OMOBHUX /il — a 3a CHMHOIO KyIla COIMpaIliBHUKIB. B

28



workers. A lot of their clients were mental health
patients, a good portion of them schizophrenics,
who came in to get their injections to offset their
psychosis. I won’t pretend to understand what went
on in the clinic or what disorders some of the
people were struggling with, but | was pretty much
the first face they saw when they came in. So | had
people who were overdue their injections, very
interesting people, very angry people, some telling
me they’re the Son of God and they need to kill
me, and there’s no security. Just me sitting there in
splendid isolation. I had a little black alarm cord
that, when you pulled it, made a sound that I can
only describe as inoffensive, and that was my only
protection. All for £5 an hour. | never got hurt,
although came close to it, but there was an
Impreciseness to their plans, so when they loomed
up it wasn’t too difficult to get out of the way. In
quieter moments | used to go through the computer
system and see who was on file. | found a few
people I knew.

OCHOBHOMY BOHH BO3WJIUCH 3 MEHTAJILHO XBOPUMH,
OUTBLIICTH 3 SIKUX OyJIM MM30(PPEHIKH, 10 TPUXOIUIH
Ha TpoiTaKTUYHI YKOJIK abu 3amodirtu cuxo3am. He
yZIaBaTUMYy, 110 PO3YMiB, Ha III0 CaM€ BOHU XBOPLJIH, aje
KOJIM BOHM 3aXOJIMJIH, TO MEPIIUM Oaumnid MEHE.
[Ipuxoaunu mro1u, SKUM JIaBHO Bxke Tpeda 0yIio
3pOOUTH TOM YKOJI, Ty Ke IIKaB1 JIFOJIH, Ty>Ke 3711 JTFOJIH,
JIEXTO HaBITh Ka3aB, 1110 BiH CuH boxkuit 1 MycuTh MeHE
BOUTH. A 0XOpoHU TaM He OyJio. TIbKY 51 B PO3KIIIHIN
1307111111 B3arasni OyB ManeHbKUN TPEBOXKHUM JIPIT, alie
KOJIM MI0T0 TSIHEII TO BIH BUJA€ 3BYK, IKUH MOKHA
TIJIbKH HAa3BaTU HECTPAILHUM - OCh 1 BECh M1l 3aXHUCT. |
e 3a 5 QpyHTIB 3a roguHy. Sl BUNIIOB IIJIMH, HE
JUBJISYUCH HA AedKi cpobu; Ix Hamipu Gpakysanu
MJIaHy, Ta KOJHM XTOCh 3aMaxyBaBCsl — YKJIOHUTHUCH
OyJio He ckianHo. Konu yce 3artixarno, s Jia3uB y

KOMIT FOTEpPHIM CUCTEMI Ta MIATIIAIAB Y COUCKH XBOPHX.
1 3HalIIOB TaM JIeKUIbKa 3HAMOMUX.

Far more pleasant were the three years | spent off
and on as an usher in London’s theatres. The job
excited me if only because it let me in on the
periphery of the glittering world I’d imagined
London to be. | was still outside its walls, but |
could finally see in at the windows. Before | moved
to London, I’d get home from a day trip to the

[IpamroBaru KarneapaIrnHEPOM B JIOHIOHCBKUX TeaTpax
OyJsio Habarato kpaie. Ls podora Bigunnuna meHi
JBEp1 A0 CaMOro Kpaedky riaamypHoro JloHiona,
IpUHAIMHI TOMY MEH1 TaM nojobanock. Beepenuny
[[LOTO CBITY 51 HE MOTPAIUB, aj€ X04 y BIKHO
nigauBuTucs Mir. [lepen hbopmanbuum nepeizaom, y
MeHe OyiM OJIHOJieHH]I Buia3ku y Becr-Enp, Ta 51
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West End, turn on the TV and there was the city
again, and it seemed fantastic to me that I’d been
somewhere that was on the box, that it actually
existed. When I moved there, I’d go back to places
again and again, and remember standing in the
cobbled square in Covent Garden early one
morning with a light mist on the streets and no one
around. I fancied I heard the flower market starting
up across the way, blooms brought on trestle tables.
| imagined Oscar Wilde, the comings and goings of
My Fair Lady, | romanticized it out of all
proportion and it took me a long time to realize that
it was a modern-day tourist trap. When | was
working at the theatres | used to go down to the
Piazza in my lunch hours and watch the
performers, and I’d see people in sleeping bags
waiting to perform for the tourists and people a
little too drunk for lunchtime, and | realized that
the only place that the romantic Covent Garden
lived on in was in the hearts of people like me.
And, little by little, the lustre faded. The world
inside the theatre, however, still held some magic,
and | particularly liked working at the Old Vic. It
was near my spiritual home of Waterloo — the
portal to this new world for a country boy like me —
and | loved its tradition and its history; it signified
something and felt real to me. | had one pair of
blue trousers and a horrible matching waistcoat that
| wore for all my theatre work; the trousers were a
pair of flares that were so worn that they shone.

MOBEpTaBCA JOJIOMY, BMUKaB TeleBi3op, Ta JIonaon OyB
i TaM, Ta MEHI 371aBaJIOCh MOCh 13 poy haHTACTUKH, TS
1o 51 OyB y MicCTi sike noka3yBaiu Ha Th, Te, 1o BoHO
B3araji icHyBaio. Komu s mepeixaB, To MOCTIHHO XOIUB
B OfH1 1 Te xk cami Micii; [Tam’sitaro, Ha OpyKiBIIlL B
Kosent-I'apzieH crosiun Ha CBITaHKY CEpel JIETKOTo
TyMaHy Ha CaMOTI. 3/1aBaJIOCh OyJI0 YyTHO, SIK CBIKHIA
PO3KBIT HAKPUBAJIM HAa CTOJIM HA 1HIIOMY KiHIII pUHKY. S
ysBisiB Ockapa Yaitnpaa, BiaTBopeHHs «Most HapiBHa
Jleni», 1 poMaHTHU3YBaB 11e OE3MEkKHO, Ta O MEHE HE
JOXOJIMIIO, 1110 II€ CyYacHa TypucTUyHa mactka. [1ig yac
MpaneBJallTyBaHHs y TeaTpax, B 001/1HI IEPEPBU 5
CITyCKaBCsl J10 TUIONI], CIIOCTEPIraB 3a BYJIMUHUMHU
apTUCTaMH, Ta 0AYUB JIIOJIEH B CIIAJTLHUX MIIIKaX
YEKaOTh Ha CBOIO YEPT'y BHCTYIIATH, JIFOACH SIKi B
NOJIyICHb BKe OyJIH MiJl IPayCcoM, Ta s 3p03yMIB IO
noetu3oBaHuii KoBeHT-I"ap/ieH iCHY€E TUIBKHU B CEpIIsX
TakuXx 5K s1. [ToBoi ickpa 301ska. Marist BcecBiTy
TeaTpy, BCE TaKH, MPOJIOBKYBajla MEHE MaHUTH,
0co0JIMBO MeH1 OYJ10 10 BO100M mparfroBaTu B « O
Bix». Bin 3HaxoauBcs 61151 MO€ET My3H: CTaHIT|
Barepnoo — mopTan y HOBHi1 BCECBIT JIsl CLIIbCHKOTO
XJIOMIIS — MUHYJIE Ta 3BHYai IbOTO MICIISI 3aXOILTIOBAIIN
MEHE; BOHO MaJI0 3HAYCHHS Ta 37]aBaJIOCh MEHI
cipaxHIM. Konu s npaitoBaB B pi3HUX TeaTpax, s
HOCHB €JIMHI OpPIOKH sIK1 B MEHE OYJIM - B KOMIUICKTI 31
CTpAITHUM KUJIETOM; IITaHU Oy PO3KIIBOIICHI, Ta 10
OsicKy 3aHolieHi. MeHi OyJo Hizie iX mpaTv, TOMy BOHH
HIKOJIM HE MHTI, Ta OJTHOTO pazy y MeHe OyJia paHa Ha
HO31 SIKY 5 IOCTIMHO YecaB, Ta B KiHIIl KiHI[IB BOHA
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They never got washed because | had nowhere to
wash them, and at one point | had impetigo on my
legs that I couldn’t help rubbing, and the trousers
eventually blended with the scab. But those
trousers carried me through, from my initial days
among shadowy aisles pointing patrons to their
seats to the day our Rough Trade deal finally
allowed me to fold them neatly along their thinning
creases and put them away for good.

3MUIIACh 31 IITaHAMU. AJIE BOHU CITYKHJIM MEH1 BIPHOIO
Ci1yk0010 3 pyTUMEHTApHUX JTHIB y TEMHUX KOPUAOPaxX
7ie sl yKa3yBaB JIIOJSIM 1X MiCLisl, 0 JAHSI, KOJIM KOHTPAKT
3 «Rough Trade» no3BoauB MeHi aKypaTHO CKJIACTH iX
10 KBOJIUM KpasiM, Ta CXOBaTH HA3aBXK/IH.

That might make everything sound very
purposeful, but the truth was that | didn’t have any
sense of where we were going while | was at the
Old Vic, though Peter and | were increasingly
inseparable and working more and more intensely
on our lyrics. Peter was always very optimistic but
somehow — and this is probably indicative of the
insecurities that would dog me all the way through
my performing career — I never thought I’d make it
in a band. For me, it was an impenetrable world,
and playing in front of a small audience was
already intimidating enough. Peter’s attitude was
different: We can do this, you can be that. He was
full of faith, life and vitality, and that sustained me;
it was a real part of the magic of the time. Peter
surprised me at work at the Old Vic one night,
when we were meant to be rehearsing but I’d taken
the paying job instead. Separate worlds music and
theatre — colliding momentarily, almost causing

[le Moke nmpo3ByyaTH, TaK HIOM HA TOPU3OHTAX OYB
SIKWWUCH TUTaH, alie, MOKH s mpaifoBaB y "Onx Bik",
HAaCIMpaB/i I'eTh HE 3HAB, KyJU MU MPSIMY€EMO, XO0Ua MU 3
[Titepom nenani OuIbLIE Yacy IPOBOJUIMN Pa3oM, Ta i
cTanu OlIplIe NpanoBaTy Hajd micHaMu. Y Ilitepa
NOTJISIAN 3aBKM OYyJIM ONITUMICTHYHI, ajieé MEH1
3/1aBAJIOCh — 1110, 371A€ThCSI O3HAKA OJTHOTO 3 KOMIUICKCIB
SK1 TIEPECITiTyBajIl MEHE YCIO MOIO apTUCTUYHY Kap €py
— B MEHE HIKOJIM HEe BUUIILIO O OyTH B TypTi. s MmeHe
11e OyB HEJIOCTYIIHIM MUp, Ta BUCTYMATH MEPe]] KyITKOIO
nrofiedt Bxke OyJio 3aHaaTo cTpaiHo. [liTep ctaBUBCS 10
IIbOTO I10 1HIIOMY : B Hac Bce Buiize, B TeOe Bce BHitC.
XoJs4a Bi/IJIaHICTh, )KBaBICTh Ta EHEPrisl — 1€ MEHE
n110ap0pIOBAJIO, 1€ 0YJI0 YaCTUHKOI Marii. OHoro
BEUOpa, KOJIM MU JOMOBHUJIMCH MTPAKTUKYBATHUCh aJle 5
00paB poOOTY, 3a Ky IJIATUIIN X0U SKICh I'POIIIi, TO
[Titep 3aBitaB g0 «Onx Bik». J[Ba MpOTHIEKHUX CBITH —
MY3HKa Ta TeaTp, MOMEHTAJILHO 31TKHYJIMCh Ta MOYaiu
koHKypyBaTH. [1ix yac BimanyBanus Mapcens Mapco s,
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one to spin helplessly out of orbit. | was in my
trusty trousers, probably gleaming in the theatre
lights, serving a platter of vol-au-vents as part of a
reception for Marcel Marceau. It was an after-show
as far as | can remember — as much as great mime
artists have after-shows, anyway. Then Peter just
appeared, lumbering into sight, red-faced with tears
in his eyes. I can’t imagine what the guests must
have thought as a stranger button-holed one of the
waiters, and the quiet of the theatre bar is shattered
as he screams: ‘What are you doing here? Can’t
you see these people are cunts? We’re meant to be
writing songs!’

y CBOiX BIpHHUX OpIOKax, BiAOIMCKYIOUH yCl TeaTpalibHi
BOTHI, I0JIaBaB TapuIKy BosioBaHiB. Lle cranock mijg yac
adTenari, 31a€ThCs, MPUHANMHI Take, SIKe MPOBOIATH
BUJaTHI MiMu. Panitom Ha oui momaB He3rpabuwmii [Titep
— YBech po3naniiyivii i B cnpo3ax. HaBiTh ysiBUTH He
MOKY TIPO IO TOCTI AyMaJH SIK PUXO0bKO 3a0HUB Y KyT
OJTHOTO 3 OiIIaHTIB Ta PpO30OUB THIITY T€aTPaJbHOI
CTOJIOBOIO 3 KpUKamH Ha Bce ropiio — Lo tu Tyt
pobui? ToO1 110, HEe BUJIHO, 1110 BC1 TyT Myaaku? Ham
e TOTPIOHO MUCATH TTiCHI!

The room screeched to a halt, a hundred heads
turning towards us, now centre stage in the
encroaching silence. I was livid. How | kept my job
there is still a mystery.

KiMHara 3aBMepiia Ta COTHS TOJ1iB MTOBEPHYJIUCH JI0 HAC
— IEHTPY YBaru B HapocTtarouuii tuii. 5 OyB
po3mtoueHui. Jloci He po3yMito, SIK MEHE He 3BUIbHIIIN

As well as the Old Vic, | did stints at the Aldwych,
the Apollo and the Lyric. Ushering is a funny job,
mostly populated by hopeful actors and musicians,
a lot of whom fall by the wayside and get stuck in
that routine. The 1dea is that it’ll subsidize your
earnings and allow you to pursue your dreams
during the daylight hours, but the reality is that you
all end up going to the same cliquey bars after the
show, spend all your money and then sleep all day.
Many people get stuck in that for years. It wasn’t

Oxpim «Omna Bik» s Takoxk MpairoBaB y Tearpax
«OnnBiuy, «Anomno» ta «Jlipukay. Taka mocazaa sik
KaneabAUHEDP AyKe JUBHA, HEIO 3/1€01IbII 3aliMatOThCS
MOYATKIBLI — aKTOPHU Ta MY3UKAHTH K1 B OJJMH MOMEHT
3/1al0ThCS Ta 3aCTPSIOTh B OyAeHHOCTI. OpUTiHAIBHUM
3alyM — MOKH JTHEM TH 3alIMa€IICsl CBOEIO MPIEIO, TO
BEYOPOM TOOI POl KararTh B KapMaH, aJie B
peanbHOCTI MiCIA MOy BCl WIYTh MO TUM CaMHUM Oapam
Ta TOTIM BIJICUTIAIOTHCS MU JeHb. Jy»xke 6arato
JIIOJICH TOTIaIaf0Th B MACTKH Ii€i pytuHu. He Bce Oyto
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entirely without merit: | got to meet Harold Pinter
and Michael Gambon, an impressive man who
seemed to have a glow about him. | even had a
chance to speak with him too, and he gave me
some advice.

0e3 mepenar, s 3yctpiB ['aponbaa [TinTepa Ta Maiikiia
["amOona, octanHiii 6yB epeKTHUM, 10 OUi HE
BiBeenl. MeHi nepenano MoroBOPUTH 3 HUM OJIUH Ha
OJIVH, Ta BIH IPOCBITHB MEHE.

‘What is your purpose?’ he asked.

—S$Ika B TeOe MeTa? — BiH CIIUTAB.

| mumbled something about going to drama school,
breaking into acting— I was still very young and
shy — and he looked me directly in the eye and
said: ‘Don’t worry about that bullshit, just lie. I got
an agent on the strength of saying | did this thing at
the Old Vic and it was a total lie.” He was quite
encouraging, and pleasingly unprincipled, too, as
far as | could tell.

A mock npoOypMOTIB IIPO TeaTpalibHUM, TPOOWBAHHS B
akTopcTBO — S OyB 1y’Ke IOHMM Ta HEBIIEBHEHUN. BiH
MOJMBUBCS MEHI IIPSIMO B 04l Ta cka3aB «HaBiTh He
XBUJIIOWCA yepe3 11 AypHULll — npocTto Opemn. B mene
areHT 3’ SIBUBCSI OCHOBHOMY Uepe3 Te, 1110 51 KOJIUCh
CKa3as, 1110 BUCTyMaB B «Omny Bik» Ta 11e moBHa
OpexHs.» Sk s mo6auus, BiH OYB 100poIiEM Ta, Ha
TUBO, 0€3 MPUHIINITIB.

X %k %

For a short while we called the band The Strand,
principally because, during my breaks as an usher
at the Aldwych Theatre | used to walk up and down
the Strand wondering when it was | would be
randomly offered a part in a film or even to be
scouted to be a model. Those were the kind of
dumb things I’d sometimes do. London for me
back then was limitless, and | was naive and silly. |
just assumed that there was a chance anyone could
make it, get lucky. Funnily enough, it never
happened like that, but the band name stuck for a

X %k %

Jlesikuii yac Hau rypt HasuBaBcs « The Strand» B
OCHOBHOMY 4epe3 Te, [0 Ha MepeKypax, MmijJ 4yac poooTu
y «OnnBiuy, s TuHABCA 1o CTpeHAy Ta TyMaB KOJIU XKe
710 MEHE M1y Th Ta 3alPONOHYIOTh 3HATUCH Y (PLIbMI
abo cratu MozesuT0. TakuM 17110TU3MOM $ 3aiiMaBcs. B
Tiit yac JIOHZ0H 1711 MeHe OyB MICTOM O€3KIHEUHUX
MOJKJIMBOCTEN — a 51 OyB HAiBHUM Ta TIynuM. MeHi
3/1aBaJIOCh 110 OYyJIb KOMY MOKE€ IOCMIXHYTHUCS
doptyHna. Ha nuBo, 31 MHOIO HIYOTO TAaKOTO HE CTaJIOCh,
ajie Ha3Ba MPWIKILIA — OJJHA 3 AEKUIBKOX >KaXJIMBHUX
Has3B sIKi MU nepexunu, pazom 3 «The Cricketers» ta
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period, one of our many awful names, along with
The Cricketers and The Sallys. Then | suggested
The Libertines: we’d had a well-thumbed copy of
the Marquis de Sade’s Lusts of the Libertines
floating around the band for as long as I could
remember. That name was, briefly, rejected, though
I can’t imagine why: none of us was particularly
enamoured with the idea of being called The Sallys
or The Strand.

«The Sallys». B pemrri pemr st BKUHYB Ha3By «The
Libertines», 6o kaura Mapkiza ae Canma «Lusts of the
Libertines» 3aBxxau mepexoamiia Mo pykam y rypti. Mos
i7est Oynia BIIKUHYTA Ha JACSIKUH Yac, HE3pO3yM1JIOo YOMY,
00 HiKOMY 3 Hac He nmogobamuchk « The Sallysy uu «The
Strand».

Later, by utter coincidence, we found out that the
Sex Pistols used to be called The Strand. | met
Glenn Matlock backstage when we supported them
at Crystal Palace and the only conversation | could
think of, while he’s sitting there drinking herbal tea
and | was drunk and looking for drugs, was to tell
him that my band used to be called The Strand, too.
It must have sounded like a complete lie, the sort of
thing you’d make up just to cosy up to him, to let
him know that you really knew all about the
Pistols. I felt a ridiculous need to make
conversation because | was a fan, and really wanted
to talk to the Sex Pistols. He, meanwhile, simply
regarded me quietly over his tea. It was at a
football stadium, and so we were standing in our
dressing room, trying not to worry too much and
just enjoy it, and the Pistols were in the room next
door. | could hear John Lydon saying, and | think
he was talking about Keith Flint, ‘I was doing that,

Sex Pistols Takox panime HazuBanuch « The Strand»,
10 MU BUHANIIA a0COIIOTHO BUNaakoBo. Komu mu
Buctynanm nepen Humu B «Crystal Palace» st HarkayBcst
Ha I 'mena Matioka Ha OCKCTEHIX1, BIH CHIIB Ta ITUB
TpaB’SIHUM Yaii, Ta €AMHA TeMa JJIsl PO3MOBH, JI13J1a MEHI
B TOJIOBY IMOKH s OyB I’ THUM Ta Hamarascs 3p03yMITH
JIe 3HaWTHU HAPKOTHUKH, 1€ TE 10 MIl TYPT TEX KOJIUChH
HasuBaBcs « The Strand». 3Byuano, MaOyTh, SIK MOBHA
OpexHs o0 MITU3aTHCS 0 HBOTO, HIOM TH OaraTo
3HAEII PO HUX. Alle 51 cripaBii OyB paHaTOM, Ta ax
JTyckaB BiJl OakaHHs moroBoputH 3 Sex Pistols. Bin
CIOKIWHO co01 cu/iB Ta MUB cBiil yaii. Konnept OyB y
(GyTOO0IBHOMY CTA10HI, TA MU CTOSUIM Y CBOIM TpUMEpII1
— HaMaraJjimch He XBWIIOBAaTHUCS — Ta Sex Pistols Oynu B
cyciaHii kiMHati. Byno uytHo sik J[xon JliHnoH cka3as,
3naeTbes po Kita diminra (The Prodigy) «Ile mos piy,
y MeHe Oyia 115 3a4icKa JBaUATh POKIB TOMY, XUTPHA
riBHIOK». Hac abconoTHO 3mamaiio BiJ CMIXy, Ta MU
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I had that haircut twenty years ago, cheeky sod.’
That made us roll about with laughter, deliriously
happy just to be a part of it, to be that close to the
inner circle.

Oynu Ha ChOMOMY HeO1 "epes Te, 0 MU Oy HaCTLIbKA
OJM3bKI 10 HUX, 1110 M IIPOCTO OYyIIN PSIIOM.

Even though we were playing in front of all the Sex
Pistols’ gear, the stage was a vast expanse. It was a
magnificent day, perfect for a festival, and the
crowd was made up of families and lots of blokes
in their late thirties and forties, out for the day
reliving their youth. Punk pomp with pushchairs.
We had our matching red army jackets on in the
blisteringly hot sun, and we tried to get them going,
but they all started to sing ‘Yellow Submarine’ at
us, | think on account of our jackets. That just fired
us up, so we ripped off our tunics to expose skinny
bare flesh, this pasty punk flesh, which for reasons
I’ve yet to fathom always goes down a treat.
Suddenly they seemed to be on our side. Fear and
adrenalin meant that we were going mental,
fucking giving it as hard as we could and we really,
really meant it. I think that came across, and our
enthusiasm was reciprocated by a very partisan
audience. They were there for one band and we
weren’t that band. Later on | remember reading
Steven Wells’ review of the gig and I think we got
a quick mention, which I was pleased about. The
Sex Pistols are a pretty hard band to support.

Cuena Oya MacMBHOIO, HaBITh BPaxOBYIOUH Te, IO 32
HamH OyB yBech aHTypax SeX Pistols. [lexs OyB
11eanbHUM 1711 (pecTUBalIs, B HATOBII OyJH ¢iM’1 Ta
KyIa TPUALSTH-COPOKAIITHIX YOJIOBIKIB, 1110 MIParHyjIu
puranaTd Mool poku. [TaHku 3 momMmamMu Ha
KoJisIcKax. Koau My BHMIIUIA HA CLIEHY Y CBOIX
YEPBOHUX MYHAMPAX Ha MEKy4e COHIIE MU CIIPOOYBaIH
X 0KMBHTH, ajie BOHM mo4aju criBatu «Yellow
Submarine» - yepe3 mynaupw, 31a€Tbes. Lle Tinbku
M1JIJTAJIO MaJIKBA, Ta MU 31pBaju 3 ce0e OsT, OTOJIMBIITN
XYJIOpJIsiBi, O/l TiJIa MAHKIB — 1I€ TPIOK, SIKUW BU3UBAE
3aXBaT Ta HIKOJIM HE TIEPECTaE MPaIfoBaTH; YoMy, s 1OC1
HE MOXY 3p03yMiTH. Ternep BoHHu OyiIu Ha HaITH
ctopoHi. CTpax Ta aJpeHalliH 3MyIIIyBaB HAC IpaTu
HIOMTO MM 00>KEBIJIBbHI, BIAJIA BCE, 110 MOTJIH 0O
nivicHo poounu 1o aoouiu. e Oyio 3po3ymino HaBITH
Takii aHaTUIHIN MyOITiIi 0 BIATIOBLIM Ha HAII
eHTy31a3M. BoHM nmpuiATIuIM MOAUBUATHCH HA OJIUH TYPT,
Ta 11e Oynu He Mu. CTiBeH YeJic HamucaB BIITYK Ha Mii
KOHIIEPT, Ta 3/1a€ThCS BiH 3rajlaB HAC y TEKCTI, 1110 MEHE
nopanyBaio. bytu y migcmisii «Sex Pistols» Henerka
pobora.
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Afterwards, | bumped into John Lydon and I asked
if he’d seen the show. ‘Libertines!” he said

[Ticas Buctymy s HatpanuB Ha Jl>xoHa JliHgoHa 1 ciuTaB
9M BiH 0a4HMB HAC HA CIICHI.
— Libertines! — cka3as BiH

‘Yes,” I replied

—Tak, — BIAMOBIB s

‘I don’t miss a trick,’ he said and shot off.

Bin BiamosiB — [1oB3 MeHe HIYOTO HE MPOXOJUTH, — Ta
IPOJICTIB MOMPH.

We were pretty much ordered to go to the after-
show party. | remember someone who might have
been Lydon’s minder pointing his finger at us and
shouting at us to do so. I’'m assuming that John
Lydon’s quite into drum and bass, because the
party was at a rough drum and bass place in
Wandsworth High Street, which | found a bit odd.
Peter took a chair from the Lydon group, and he’s a
massive Lydon fan so he was crestfallen when
Lydon said to him, ‘Hey, what are you doing?
Those chairs are for us; they’re our chairs. Be fair!’

[IpakTuHo My Oynu 3000B’s13aH1 UTH Ha adrenari.
XTOCh, € MOXKIJIMBICTH 1110 11¢ OyB nosinray JIinaoHa,
THKaB Ha HAC MaJbIIeM Ta KPUKHYB 1100 MU MIILIH.
CrnpaBeiTMBO NPUITYCTUTH T€, O JIIHIOHY
nogo0aeThes Apam-eHA-0eiic, 00 yBech Bk OyB y
npam-eH-0eiic kiy01 Ha YenacBopt Xai CTpit 3 He
Jy’Ke rapHoto penyTartieto. [litep mijiciB 10
BiJIOKpeMJIeHO1 rpyniku JliHoHa, 00 BiH HOro mera
¢danat, Ta B HHOT0 po30MII0Ch cepiie Koiu JIiHmoH
3BEepHYBCA J10 HbOTro «TH 1110 pobum? 11 cTiabii ams
Hac; Lle mami cTiaelil. 3Halau cob1 cBOI!»

The drink and fervour of the day had taken their
hold when | started asking Lydon if he could get us
any drugs. ‘I’m not your drug dealer,” he said, ‘but
| shall speak to the proprietor and see what I can
do.” Looking back, | doubt he did, and | must have
asked him another four times that night before he
took our manager to one side and said, ‘I am not
his drug dealer.’ I stopped asking him after that. At
least | hope | did.

AJIKOT0JIb Ta CIIEKA B3sUIM MEHE 3a FOJIOBY Ta s [I0YaB
npocutu JIiHAOHA JOCTaTH HAM HAPKOTUKH. «Sl Bam He
JUIIep,» CKa3aB BiH, «ajie s IOrOBOPIO 3 BIACHUKOM Ta
JI3HAIOCH 10 MOKHAa 3po0uTH». PeTpocnekTuBHo, 5
CYMHIBAIOCh 1110 HOMY OYJIO HE BCE OJIHO, T, 3AAEThCA, 5
NOMPOCUB B HHOTO 1 4 pa3u nepej TUM, K BIH BiJIBiB
HaIlIOr0 MEHEJKEpa Ha TE€T-a-TET, Ta CKa3zaB «f nomy He
nuiepy». binbIe s B HbOro Takoro He MpocuB. S
CIOJIIBAIOCh.
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I think if you’d said to us back when we lived on
the Camden Road that only a couple of years
hence, just a hop over the millennium, we’d be
supporting the Sex Pistols, | would have laughed
you out of town. On millennium eve, | was with
Johnny Borrell and his girlfriend, Jen, and we were
drunk. We’d left it too late to organize our evening,
we couldn’t get near any of the celebrations so —
and I’m still not sure how we hit on the idea — we
went down to the Kingsway underpass knowing
that it led directly to Waterloo Bridge. The crowds
were milling about as we disappeared into the
gaping darkness and clambered over the locked
gate. We stumbled along, for about half a mile, the
sound of London fading behind us, until we came
out right in the heart of the celebrations, the
Thames below us, the sky full of gassy sulphur. It
was exhilarating, euphoric. We walked into the
middle of it all with a bottle of Cava. Everyone had
been wondering for years where they were going to
be in 2000, and | was in the epicentre of my
universe: Waterloo.

k* %k %

SxOu HaMm ckazanu, konu Mu ki Ha Kamaen Poyg,
10 Yepe3 napy poKiB, OJTHOIO HOTOIO B HOBOMY
TUCSYOJIITTI, MU OyZeMO Ha po3irpiBi y «Sex Pistols»,
TO 51 OM TTOCMIsBCS BaM B oOsnyysi. Hanepenoani
HOBOT'O CTOJITTSA 31 MHOIO Oyiu J[>koHH1 boppenn Ta
rioro aiBumHa J[>xeH ta mu Oynu 1’ stHi. [1i3HO Oymo
MMOYMHATH OPraHi30BYBaTH CBOIO BEUIPKY, Ta HE MOTJIU
MIPUETHATUCS JI0 1HIIUX, TOMY — 5 OC1 HE 3HAIO K MU
JI0TyMaJIMCh JIO I[LOTO — IMIIIJIH TI0 TYHETI0 METPO
Kinrcyeit npsimytoun 1o mocta Batepioo. [loku rop0a
METYIINJIACh, MU 3HUKJIHN Y O€3TOHHY MITbMY Ta
nepedpanuck yepes3 BopoTa. 3BykH JIoHIO0HA cTUXaU 3a
HaMU TIOKW MU TUIEJIMCH ITiB MIJII HA 1HIIUN O1K TOKU MU
He BUHNUIM HaJl TeM3010 y CBIT — came ceplie CBsITa,
HiuHe He0o, cstoue cipkoro. 1ii MmomeHT OyB
3anmamMopowInBUid, eldopiitHuil. Mu ONMMHUIUCH B
IIEHTP1 MO1H 3 IUIAIIKOIO BUHA. Pokamu yci rajanu je
BOHU OyIyTh KOJIM HACTAHE HOBE CTOPIvYsl, Ta 51 OYB B
IIEHTpP1 CBOTO BCecBiTY — BaTepioo.

That moment seemed freighted with significance,
seemed to be one of the rare times | was in the right
place at the right time. Mostly, we’d just bob about,
drift through London like ghosts, talk about our
band and admire the city’s shape; it seemed

MoMeHT 37aBaBCs IIEPEIIOBHECHUM Ba)KJIMBICTIO, MOMEHT
pa3 Ha CTO POKIB, HIOUTO 51 OyB y MOTPIOHOMY MiCIIi Y
noTpiOHMI yac. 3a3Buyaii MU TuieHTaIUCs JIOHIOHOM,
Haye sIKICh MPUBU/IM, OOTOBOPIOBAIM HAIII TYPT Ta
J00YBAJIMCHh CHITYETOM MiCTa; TakKi JH1 OyJIu JUIsl HacC
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magical to us. Sitting outside pubs in Soho on long
summer evenings, climbing the park fence at
eleven at night in winter, that stillness among the
firs, grass crunching beneath your feet.

MmariuauMu. CuiTe 30BHI MabiB Coxo y BiYHI1 JITHI
BE4Opa, NepedrupaTuch y3UMKy uepes 3a00p y napk B
OJIMHAALSTH BEUOpa, 15 3aTUILHICTh SUTHH, HIENECT
TpaBH 1]l HOTaMHU.

Other times Peter and | would just work away, on
the peripheries of the scene, made all the more
aware of that fact by the near misses we had. One
night, | remember being elbowed in the ribs by
Liam Gallagher. I was in the Dublin Castle
innocently minesweeping drinks into my pint glass
at the time. I looked around. He was accompanied
by Mani from The Stone Roses and Finley Quaye;
you could almost hear the sound of a hundred
necks craning to get a better look at them all. Peter
approached Liam and said something to him which
I couldn’t make out, though Liam’s voice cut
across the room: ‘I’'m the Devil’s dick, me.” But
Liam didn’t mean anything by the accidental
elbow, graciously bought me a beer and then
politely declined to come back to our flat and have
a jam. I can fully understand that, now that I’ve so
frequently been on the receiving end of such
requests. It was impossible for me to understand,
then, that he was just a person in the pub enjoying a
drink with his friends. Not the rock star, not the
performer, just the Devil’s dick enjoying a pint.

B inmmit yac, s Ta I[itep mpartoBaau, mpoTe Ha
OKpaiHax LEHTPY MOJiH, Ta 1e TUTbKU pOOMIIO HAC
O1IBII CBIIOMUMHM HACKUJIBKH OJIM3BKO MU Ii110paIUCh.
Onun pa3 mene Jliam [Mannarep mToBXHYB JIKTEM Y
pebpa. S MupHO co01 10JMBAB B CBill CTaKaH 3 UyXHUX Y
«Dublin Castle». /Iunrocs HaBkoj0. 3 HUM Oy MaHi
31 «The Stone Roses» Ta ®@inni Kyei; Skmo XoTiiocs,
MOHa OyJI0 MOYYTH SIK COTHS LN 3BEPTAIOTHCS 1100
posnuBuTHUcs ix. [litep miaiimos no Jliama ta ckazaB
I0Ch HEPO34yTe, MpoTe royioc Jliama mporyHaB 1Mo
KiMHaTI: «1, B3arani-to, Benuka puda». LLIToBXHYB BiH
MEHE HEHaBMHCHO, YeMHO IPUTOCTUB MEHE MTUBOM, aJie
PUITH 10 HAC HA XaTy MOTPATH Ha TiTapi BBIWIMBO
BIJIMOBHUBCS. 3 THX Tip 5K 51 OyB Ha Horo miciri

HE3UYHUCJIEHY KUTbKICTh Pa3iB, sl IOBHICTIO HOTO PO3YMIIO.

AJne TOJIl MEHI B TOJIOBY HE BMIIIAIOCH 110 BiH OyB
IPOCTO JIFOAUHOIO Yy T1abi 3 Apy3samu. He pok 3ipka, He
apTHUCT, IPOCTO BEJIMKA prda 3 MHTOM MUBA.
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Another night, we liberated a moped on the
Kentish Town Road, a Honda Cub 90 propped up
outside the WKD Café, a dive full of indie kids
being scrunched by bouncers. WKD stood for
Wisdom, Knowledge and Destiny, which were
hardly abounding in there. It didn’t last long. The
moped had been sitting outside for a while,
obviously abandoned or dumped, and the third time
we walked past we decided to wheel it with us.
Down a backstreet, Peter was walking along and |
was sitting on it, sort of wheeling it along, and then
we got leapt upon. | remember this Kiwi man, a
sort of angry, apish figure waving a police badge at
us, the headlights of a car screaming up the road. It
was like something from The Sweeney. Scary stuff,
it jolted us out of our reverie and then some. We
were arrested and carted off down to the cells.
When they asked us what we did, | said | was an
actor and Peter said he was a poet. | think it was
then that they realized that we weren’t professional
criminals. The police officer at the desk was from
Liverpool so I instantly tried on my bad Scouse
accent, trying to impress upon her how Peter and |
weren’t vagrants — that we shared a house, that
there were lots of books in our toilet. A little too
Withnailian now that I think about it, but I couldn’t
stop myself. | asked her if she read on the toilet, or
did they call it the can in Liverpool? At the end of
it I think we kind of charmed them, but they still
banged us up in the cells anyway.

[le sxoich HOYI MU TIOIYTIAIIA MOTIC], IKHUI CTOSIB OLJIs
WKD Kade na Kenrim Tayn Poyx, s Honda Cub 90
criocTepiraia sik OXOPOHHUKH BUKUAAIOTH MiIPOCTal0ue
1H/11 TIOKOJTIHHSA 3 1i€i cyMHIBHOT 3a0iraitniBku. WKD —
o3nauae Wisdom (Mympicts), Knowledge
(O6i3Hanictp) Ta Destiny (Cyap0a) 110, B TaKOMY MicITi
Maie HEMOXKJIMBO 3HaTH. CB0OOAA HE TOBIO
nporpumaia. L{iif Mores KOHKpEeTHO MO30JIUB 04,
XTOCh HOro a00 BUKHMHYB a00 3a0yB, Ta K MU MPONIILIN
MIOB3 HBOT'O B TPETIH pa3, TO BUPIIIWIN B3STH HOTO 32
KOMIIaHi10. 5| C1B Ha HbOT'O Ta MOTPOIIKH iXaB, MOTIM Ha
HAC PI3KO HAKUHYJUCh. SKIHCh PO3IIOUYECHHUI,
MaBIonoI0OHUN HOBO3€EIAHAEIhL MaXaB HaM
MOTIIEHChKUM 3HAYKOM, (papu CIIMIIK YCIO T0POTY.
[Ipsimo sik B mosineicekoMy cepiaii. CTpax NOBEpHYB
Hac B pealibHICTh. Hac 3aapemtyBaiiv Ta BiABE3JIH 10
13o7aTopiB. Kosu B HaC criuTanu 3a Micle 3aifHATOCTI,
TO s CKa3aB 110 5 aKTop, a [liTep cka3as 110 BiH MOET.
3naeTbes, B 11 MOMEHT BOHHU 3pO3yMIJIH 1110 MU ,
HECITPaBIKHI 3JI0YMHII. BUSBUIOCH, 1110 TTOTiIEHChKa y
BIJUTUIKY poAOM 3 JIiBepInyIiro, OTOX s BiApazy
NIEPEMKHYBCS Ha CBIM HISIKUI JIIBEPITYJILCKUN aKIICHT Ta
BMOBIJISIB 1 MOBIPUTHU IO MU HE OOMXK1, MU KUBEMO B
OJTHOMY JIOMi, III0 Y HAC TyajieT 3a0UTUH KHUTAMHU.
3ByunTh sk cieHa 3 « Withnail & I», ane s Bxke 3aHanTo
JaJIeKO 3alIIoB 100 3ynuHATHCh. CIIUTaB Yd BOHA
YUTa€E B TyaJeTl, 4yd BOHU B JliBepmyJii Ha3uBaIM yHITa3
«cans»*? € manc 10 MU iX TPILIKK 3a100pUITH, ajie HaC
BCE€ OJTHO 3aKPWJIH B 130JITOPI.
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*Cans — CIIeHT JI0 «TyaJeT» B aHTJIHCHKIi MOBI,
BKJIFOYHO 3 perioHom JliBepmysi.

Once we’d stopped protesting our innocence, I
think we were charged with the theft of an
automobile. 1 still have the charge sheets
somewhere. | think we were both shocked when
they actually shut the cell doors on us. They had
small chalkboards outside the cells, and on the way
through we liberated the chalk next to the boards
through the little shutter in the door and Peter
wrote poetry on the walls. We left our mark as we
thought Libertines should. We were released the
next day with a caution; by all accounts the bike’s
owner was less than pleased that we’d liberated his
Honda.

Konu Mu 3aMoBYaiy miciist 3aXUCTy CBO€ET HEBUHHOCTI,
TO HAc OQILIHO 3BUHYBATHUIIN B KPATKIT
TPaHCIIOPTHOTO 3ac00y. B MeHe oci nech BalIIe€ThCs
11i 0OBUHYBaJILHUHN MTPOTOKOJI. B cTymopi, Mu He MOTJIH
MOBIPUTH 1110 MU JIIMCHO TIoMaiu 3a penriTky. Yepes
IPOWM y JIBEP1 MM 111€ 3BUTHHWIIM 3AJIUIIKH KPEHIH 1110
BaJsIach Ha MiII031 011 1305TOpY, [liTep Hanucas
BIpUI HA CTIHAX. SIK CIpaBkHI JIOEPTIHU — MU
3aJIMIIWIN CBIM cinija. Ha HacTynHUi 1eHb Hac
BIJIITYCTHJIM 3 TIOTIEPEKEHHSIM, Ta TIOYYJIU PO T€ 0
MPABOBJIACHUK MOTIEIa HE Ty’Ke Cro100a10Ch M0 MU
MOLYTIMJIM MOT0 XOHAY.

But we were Libertines: we liberated. That was
what we did. We always did know how to make
our own fun.

Aute, mo-iHIIIoMy Mu He Morud. Lle te, 1mo MoxkHa 0yJ1o
OUIKYyBaTH BiJ] Hac. MU 3aBxk/I1 3HAIH K ceOe
PO3BECEIUTH.
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Chapter 2
RENDERING TOPONYMS AND ALLUSION IN THE TRANSLATION OF
THREEPENNY MEMOIR BY C. BARAT

2.1 Notes on the author’s biography and the text’s style

Carl Ashley Raphael Barat (born 6™ of June 1978) is an English singer-songwriter, most
renowned for co-fronting band “The Libertines”, along with his other musical credentials. As a
founding father for British indie-sleaze, he and his writing partner brought more than the term entails.

The term itself was coined in 2021 to encapsulate the scene which emerged in the early
noughties (2000s), and it’s grimy, carefree music and aesthetic. The sound of indie sleaze across
borders united in particular ‘hedonism’, which prevailed in the music videos and the fashion of its
artists. (Georgia, 2024). Personalities such as French fashion designer Hedi Slimane drew inspirations
from the movement along with the band “The Libertines”, who were a cultural zeitgeist at the same
time. The disreputable essence of this era can be summed by a phrase ‘Meet me in the bathroom’ (The
Strokes), with an eponymous song to go with, written by another staple in the indie sleaze movement.

Defining the author simply as a part of this movement, would be undermining the cultural
impact he had on the scene. The most important part of this band was, and is, are myths, writing and
poetry. Studying drama in Brunel University, he longed for intellectual stimulation and so he finally
bonded with Peter Doherty over the love for literature, creating the long-withstanding legend of ship
‘Albion’ sailing to ‘Arcadia’ — a place for everything and everyone; Doherty explains in an early
interview “Just when you get really wound up, you turn a corner and you're somewhere else
completely.” then introduces the Aracdian dream - “You find an Arcadian glade — a glimpse of
paradise in the middle of it all. And that’s why you persevere.” And in that same interwiew Barat
claims to believe in ‘melody and hearts and minds.” (The Guardian, 2003)

Their debut album ‘Up the Bracket’ was recognized as an anthem for British youth; with that
album they established themselves as ‘one of the most exciting and frankly dangerous bands of their
era’ (CultureSonar, 2023)

The point of interest being the bands close connection with the fans, or the lack of borders. At
the time of early internet development, they were one of the first to use the web for connecting with
admirers, establishing communication. This helps us understand that the text of the autobiography is
written in a personal style, as if the author was holding a conversation with the reader, telling
anecdotes, instead of giving a manufactured feeling.

A review at the time of release of the book calls it an ‘ash-flecked, blocked nostril of a tale’,
truthfully claiming that the narrative, though autobiographical is ‘as much a story about London’ (The
Quietus Culture Countered, 2010)
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2.2 Toponyms and allusion: classifications and theoretical ways of translating

Coming from Greek, the term Toponym is a combination of tépos meaning ‘place’ and
onoma 'name’; They are the geographical names of any features: large, small, natural, man-made,
located on land or in water across the Earth, which form geographical names shaped by historical,
social and cultural factors. (Y mosenko 2019, c. 77) The root of this term is considered to be a branch
of Onomastics, which is the study of proper names.

The science of toponymy has evolved over a long period of time. Everywhere people lived,
people always gave names to different geographical features, rivers, lakes, forests, and their
settlements. People in the past were frequently compelled to relocate for a variety of reasons, and they
took note of the geographical names they encountered while travelling.

The study of geographical names is crucial for history, archaeology, ethnography, botany, and
zoology because once established, they last for centuries or even millennia and transmit information
from time immemorial. Additionally, place names are social in nature because they are given by
people who belong to particular social groups or who work occupations for eg. farmers, hunters,
herders. (Jlabinceka, €. 8) Van Langendonck’s statement also corresponds to this, where he claims
that they sometimes represent the character of the area or the person who gave them: Street names
may be used, just like patterns in language, architecture, religion, cuisine, and other social
components. A claim was also made that a lexeme which also functions as a common noun and
indicates the class to which the topographical entity belongs, e.g., street, field, forest, land, lake, sea,
ocean, mount (Van Langendonck 2007, c. 206)

Over millennia, toponyms evolved to reflect a variety of human endeavors. Many were
borrowed from other cultures, some developed gradually, and others were made for items. Layered
name systems were produced by ‘toponymic waves’ throughout history.

Despite the extinction of some source languages, the modern map of Great Britain
demonstrates this process. Latin, Norman-French, and North Germanic languages have influenced
British toponymy for centuries, creating a cohesive yet diverse system.

Although it is possible to reconstruct relative chronology, the precise dates of individual names
are still unknown. McDonald and Cresswell state that early settlement names were descriptive, but
toponyms lost their original meaning as a result of the extinction or irreversible change of many source
languages. For instance, the meanings of “Nottingham” - the settlement of Snot's tribe, “London” (the
town of Londino, and “Cambridge” - the bridge over the Cam, are no longer clear in modern English.
Thus, toponyms are “fossils” of language history. (McDonald and Cresswell 1999, c. 20)

The etymology of many short Old English words is unclear. Rivers and hills were named by
British tribes long before the Romans, but written records have not survived. Breton (Brythonic
branch), Welsh, and Cornish are not the same as Gaelic (Goidelic branch). When Anglo-Saxons drove
Celts to the south, west, and north in the fifth century BCE, Common Brittonic started to deteriorate.
Thus, toponyms whose etymology is unknown are probably descended from the Celts.

British toponyms, reflecting the history of settlement of different nations and tribes, have enough
proper names to distinguish which toponyms were ‘borrowed’ from each tribe. Most of the names are
of different Celtic origins, are summarized by Zhuk (2015, c. 223) and divided into subgroups they
are:

Of Celtic origin:

1) Britton: Malverns “bare hill ”, which are closely connected with Cumbric (McDonald and
Cresswell 1999, c. 124) that is described by K. Jackson (1954, c. 10) as a ‘Brittonic dialect’
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2) Welsh: Cardiff “fort on the River Taff”;

3) Pictish: Pitcarmick; In Scotland, there are more than 300 names that start with Pit- that can be
used to identify the central region where the Celtic-speaking Picts resided rather than the
region they ruled.

4) Gaelic: Douglas “black stream”.

Since the Roman occupation had little effect on geographical names, there are very few
toponyms that are exclusively Latin. UK has many Anglo-Saxon names; the Anglo-Saxon conquest
had a significant impact on the creation of geographical names: Oxford: “passing for the cattle”;
Liverpool: “pond with muddy water.” Scandinavian toponyms, such as Danish and Norman names
that demonstrate a significant Scandinavian influence on the history of British Isles settlement:
Haverbrack (where oats grew); A few Norse and Old English place-name components can be
confusing because they result in names that are strikingly like those with very different meanings or
suggest that a settlement has Scandinavian roots when this is untrue. (c.68) Compared to their
involvement to spoken English language, there are very few toponyms of Norman-French origin, for
e.g Ridgmont “hill crest”. (McDonald and Cresswell 1999, c. 85)

The etymology of many short Old English words is unclear. Rivers and hills were named by
British tribes long before the Romans, but written records have not survived. Breton ‘Brythonic
branch’, Welsh, and Cornish are not the same as Gaelic ‘Goidelic branch’ OKyxk, 2015, ¢. 223). When
Anglo-Saxons drove Celts to the south, west, and north in the fifth century BCE, Common Brittonic
started to deteriorate. Thus, toponyms whose etymology is unknown are probably descended from
the Celts.

As toponymy is a well-researched field, defining the subtypes would rid the discussion of
repetition and provide proper distinction of proper names; the list includes, but not limited to:

Urbanonyms - it comprises of all proper names that have been formed on the territory of a
certain settlement that has the characteristics of a town, (Zigo 1988, c. 11-15)

Oeconym (from Greek oikos ‘house’) - names of inhabited locations, such as houses, villages,
towns, or cities.

Hodonyms (from Greek hodés ‘road’) — are reffering to proper names of any street or road.
(Room, 1996) However, in the UK Traditionally, all the streets are referred to as “Street,” “Lane”,
“Court”, “Hill”, “Row,” or “Alley” rather than “Roads.” (Brown, 2016) For it appears that such word
wasn’t invented until most of the streets were named — which would be 16" century.

Under further exploration many more additional ‘-onym’s described by Room (1996), then
updated and corrected by Zgusta (1998) and Karpenko and Neklesova definitions will be used.

Karaban believes that translator should be familiar with the traditional Ukrainian equivalents
of common geographical names, which are frequently listed in translation dictionaries (2001 c. 427).
Translation dictionaries may not always have standard equivalents for less well-known geographical
names, or even any equivalents at all. In these situations, it is advised to employ a practical
transcription technique that incorporates transliteration components so that the original spelling of the
geographical name can be fairly accurately identified.

Transcoding — a method described by Korunets, which uses the target language's alphabet to
translate words from the source language into the target language. The following are the different
kinds of transcoding:

a) transcription — the letters in the target language match the sound form of the source
language.

b) transliteration — a word is expressed letter by letter in the original language. (Kopysers
2003, p. 99).
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One of the main methods of translation is transcription with the addition of a noun.

Several factors determine how street, avenue, and square names are translated. The
significance of the individual components that make up the name is the most crucial of these elements,
in addition to the established custom. Since many Ukrainians are familiar with the nouns “street,”
“avenue,” “road,” and “square,” the names of streets, avenues, roads, and squares may frequently be
simply transcribed or transliterated when used in context. (Kopysers 2003, c. 108)

The following methods match the techniques which are described by from Molina & Albir's
classification can be used to translate proper names, toponyms included:

1. Naturalized borrowing — This process is used to translate SL words into TL words and

modify them for standard pronunciation and morphology. (Molina & Albir 2002, p.510).

2. Calquing — a precise translation, either lexical or structural, of a foreign word or phrase,

e.g.,

3. Established equivalents — Using a term or phrase from the target language that

dictionaries have recognized as equivalent

Toponyms frequently serve as potent allusions, conveying literary, historical, or cultural
connotations that go well beyond their geographical definitions. When the author mentions of a
location it creates a structure of intertextual meaning and the assumption of a conversation going both
ways; a mutual understanding.

In order to ensure that the target-language reader can access the same level of cultural
resonance embedded in the source text, translators must acknowledge both the denotative function
and the allusive weight of such toponyms and different distinctive proper names.

Many definitions of the term allusion have been made, Abrams (1999) defines them as a
‘passing reference, without explicit identification, to a literary or historical person, place, or event, or
to another literary work or passage’ and Gray (1984, c. 14) explains allusions in a similar way, but
adds ‘A writer may allude to legends, historical facts or personages,” which makes his definition
distinguishable, and it continues in crucial matter ‘to other works of literature or even to
autobiographical details .

Two types of allusions defined by Kamyanets and Nekriach (2010, ¢. 52-55) and were summed
up by Vlasyuk and Demydenko (2021, c. 52): explicit and implicit. Explicit allusions which are
readily apparent because they are well-known. Implicit allusions are challenging to understand
because the reader must posess background knowledge.

For further developmnet those defenitions will be conjucnted with Lennon’s (2004 c.8)
abridgement of Coombs‘s (1984 c. 478) concept of a two-step process, which are interchanged by
aforementioned notions. He, then explains, that in the redear’s mind those steps are replaced by
recognition and inferencing. Some of the dedicated scientists consider allusions to be a branch of
intertextuality, thus helping to define such factors of the nature of allusions:

1) Because allusions offer a hint or direct indication of any literary, biblical, or historical fact,
they are inherently abstractive in character. 2) The usage of the allusion indicates the recipient's
familiarity with the specific fact or event; this fact may be both real and unreal; it may or may not
have been previously; it may belong to a particular language community, ethnos, or it may be
universal; 3) Because the author assumes that the reader has the same encyclopaedic knowledge and
experience as the author, an allusion cannot have a pretext (source). (SIpomesuu 2012, c. 119) They
are indissolubly linked to the cultural component that is real historic events, personalities, literary
works.
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Translators must have a deeper understanding of the culture of which the source language is
both the expression and the source material in order to translate the text with utmost authenticity.
Since it helps the reader comprehend the foreign culture, transmission of the original's figurative
elements is crucial.Finding an analogy for an author's allusion that can fully convey the semantic and
encyclopedic component of the allusive unit is just as important to the translator as maintaining and
transmitting the author's stylistic quirks. (Bmnactok, Jlemunenko, 2020, c. 157)

Translating allusions could make a translator face a variety of challenges, including both language
and cultural issues. One of the challenges that translators must address is the cultural significance of
allusions. For translation, the techniques explained by Molina & Albir will be added to use for work
with toponyms and allusions interchangibly.

1. Particularization — The usage of a more precise or concrete term.
2. Generalization — To employ a more neutral or general term.

3. Amplification — To provide information not included in the ST.

4. Omission — To remove a ST information item from the TT.

Toponyms and Allusions are thus a major theme in Carl Barat’s memoir, which is based on
the cultural geography of London and further traveling around England, and they are used frequently
throughout the text. The creation of semantic groups made it simpler to identify various lexical items
of urban origin within the text, separating them into their own categories.
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2.3 Rendering Toponyms and Allusion in ‘Threepenny Memoir’ by C. Barat

This section examines the translation of toponyms and allusions in Carl Barat's memoir.
Using the onomastic terminology discussed in the previous chapter; the examples show that
established equivalents and naturalised borrowing are the most common techniques for translating
London toponyms into Ukrainian meanwhile the most used techniques for working with allusions are
calque and amplification.

Towns and countries of England that appear rarer on our radars are not translated as often and
have not an established name to be called by in Ukrainian. Thus, a technique such as ‘naturalised
borrowing’ helps to translate them.

I've lived in London since the summer of 1996, when | moved up to study drama at Brunel
University. I wasn’t particularly popular in Whitchurch, near Basingstoke, where | grew up. (C.
Barat 2010 c. 11) — 4 orcusy y Jlonooni 3 nima 1996 poxy, 3 mux nip, sk 5 nepeixas cioou, wob
nocmynumu Ha meampanvHuti 6 Yuieepcumem bpyuens. Tam, Ode a eupic, y Yimuepui, 6ins
Beuzinzcmoyky, s ne 6ys oyoice nonyasipnum;— London, an oeconym of wide-spread knowledge, and
has an established equivalent used for centuries. both are lesser known oekonyms, and are rendered
using tradition-based transcription, in which the Ukrainian spelling adheres to established patterns
for rendering English urbanisms, therefore assuming the position of naturalized borrowing.

became known as Jenny with the Big Knackers on Holloway Road (C. Barat 2010 c. 14) —
ma, sy yci nazusanu I pyoacma [[icenni na Ionnoyeir Poyo — the translation of the urbanonym
took on a hybrid form because the generic element Road is rendered as ‘Poyo ’ borrowing, particularly
transcription, instead of being translated as ‘oopoea’.

After we left Holloway, we moved to Dalston, where Peter had a room and | was sort of
squatting. (C. Barat 2010 c. 11) [Ticnsa nepeizoy 3 I'onnoysei mu nepeixanu 0o Jancmony, oe [limep
acus, a s 0ys 3a komnanito. — as the hodonym does not appear to have a well-known traditional
translation, here naturalized borrowing is used via transliteration, adding a locative ‘-y’ for a full
natural transition. Translation for borough ‘ Holloway’—a hodonym, and the urbanonym ‘Holloway’
does not differ.

and leg it up Parkway (C. Barat 2010 c. 12) — ma noenae oo ITapkyeit — In order to conform
the English pronunciation to Ukrainian spelling conventions, Parkway as a street name is translated
via naturalised borrowing and transliteration in the second half of the hodonym.

We trawled the illegal twenty-four hour joints along the back of Archer Street and felt as if
we were in a film (C. Barat 2010 c. 12) — [lpobpaswuce uepes yci neneeanvhi, yinod0606i
3abieatiniexu enpooosic Apuep Cmpim; Bce ye giouysanoce mak, umioumo mu y ¢piremi — the
hodonym is rendered according to custom, keeping the original name in transliterated form while
omitting the Ukrainian word for ‘street’ in accordance with standard usage.

He was quiet and self-contained, but a lunatic with it, and it was as if he lived in the shadows:
you'd only see him at very strange times, like six in the morning at Dalston Kingsland train station
when he really lived over in Kentish Town. (C. Barat 2010 c. 20) — B muxuu ma 3amxuymuii 0opa3s
000a6anocy 00xcesinIsn, ma 30A6aloch, HIOUMO GIH JHcuge y MeMpssi: HA HbO20 MONCHA OYl0
HAWMOBXHYMUCL MINbKU 6 HAUOUBHIWI MOMEHMU, HANPUKIAO O WOCMIl PAHKY 6 Mempo Hd
Kinecneno y Jlancmoni, xonu 6in ocus y Kenmiw Tayn. — while translating the hodonym the
technique of naturalized borrowing was used to preserve the english compound structure of such
toponym. The urbanonyms ‘Dalston Kingsland ’ the elements reversed to fit Ukrainian syntax while
preserving both names through established equivalents, though to maintain clarity throughout the
text, descriptive translation was used instead of keeping pure established equivalent.

London is a well-researched city with thousands of years of history, hence the abundance of
established equivalents. Instead of using phonetic transcription, many British place names have
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established Ukrainian equivalents that adhere to historical naming conventions or traditional
transliteration patterns.

I think in my head | was going to Oxford circa 1930 in an Evelyn Waugh novel. (C. Barat 2010
c. 12) — Yomyco s oymas, wo 36upascs ¢ Oxcghopo 1930 poky 6 knuowcyi Ienin Bo — The translation
of the university city oeconym Oxford, which has been used in Ukrainian for centuries, is done in
accordance with a long-standing tradition and yields the fully naturalized form; thus — established
equivalent. Despite the esteemed explicitness of this allusion, it is implicit. The author is talking
about the happenings of ‘Brideshead Revisited’ by Evelyn Waugh. As the author keeps it a secret, in
the translation nothing but calque was used. Comparison to a cultural phenomenon is not something
that happened once, yet the means of translation are diffirent, for e.g. : ironic, given that he looked
like he belonged in Tron (C. Barat 2010 c. 17) — Oyoice iponiuno, 8paxosyiouu me wo 6iH 6Ucis0ae
sk nepconadc 3 ¢inemy "Tpon” — such allusion is explicit and it was translated through
amplification. In another situation : a couple who looked like characters from a William Gibson novel
(C. Barat 2010 ¢. 17) — wo naue emexau 3i cmopinok kuue Yinesama I'iocona — this exemplifies an
implicit allusion, purely for being less-well known from such crucial for culture examples like
previous one. Nevertheless, it was translated through calque.

Most people wouldn'’t even have bothered to dress it up: they’d just have told you they had
goals, but we imagined ourselves on a voyage sailing through choppy waters, on a ship called the
Albion looking for Arcadia. (C. Barat 2010 c. 11) — binvwicme nt00eii HA8imMb He HAMA2ANUCH
obnazopooumu ye. npsamo ou ckazauu, wo mMamos yiii, Aie mu yaeusanu cebe 8 MaHopisyi, nausyqu
bypxausuUMU 600aMu Ha KOpaoili imenosano2o «Anvbion» y nowykax Apkaoii. — the implicit nature
of this allusion, as well as toponym (oeconym followed by mythotoponym — a proper name
describing a mythological place (Kapnenko, Hekniecosa c. 58)), lies in understanding the mythology
of the author, history of England, Greek mythology and the poetic connotations and usage for both of
those places. It was transcoded by the means of established equivalents, particularly transcoding
in the first case and in accordance with the traditional Ukrainian form of this toponym, Albion, the
poetic name for Britain, is rendered as ‘Azv6ion,”, while the second was transliterated. In a different
example, but the centre of my world, the heart of Albion, was undoubtedly Waterloo (C. Barat 2010
c. 16) — Ane yenmpom moeo ececeimy, sx i cepyem Anvbiony 6ye, 6escymuieno, Bamepnoo —
Waterloo, not only an equivalent but an implicit allusion. The author, not including the mystification
of the place caused by mythology, has a musical release that shares the name with the toponym. The
reader has to assume the content is about the London station and borough Waterloo, and not the
mythical version made out of The Battle of Waterloo. In a different situation: it led directly to
Waterloo Bridge (C. Barat 2010 c. 11) — npsmyiouu 0o mocma Bamepnoo — this toponym now
represents a hodonym and is an example of same established equivalent and calque and has no
allusion whatsoever. In other cases the previous oeconym is used in a completely different way and
has no allusion at all : it did sound as if we were talking about West Brom (C. Barat 2010 c. 11) —
HIOU Mu 2osopuiu npo hymoonvruil kiyo «Becm-bpomeiu Anvoion.» — here is a clear example of
lesser known subdivision of toponyms, explained by Room (1996) — sympaisonym, from Greek
sympaiein 'to play together', meaning ‘name of a team or club in any sport'.

and I'm still not sure how we hit on the idea — we went down to the Kingsway underpass
knowing that it led directly to Waterloo Bridge. (C. Barat 2010 c. 26) — s doci He 3nat sk mu
000yManuch 00 Ybo2o — niuiiu no mynenio mempo Kinzcyeii npsmyouu 0o mocma Bamepnoo. — for
this urbanonym, the method of amplification was used to help with naturalized borrowing via
transcoding, for the unfamiliarity of the references where a direct borrowing would be unclear.

We’d cycle into Richmond together on my bike, the two of us careering along, one of us on
the crossbar like the scene from Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid, ‘Raindrops Keep Fallin’ On
My Head’ running through my head, going way too fast, two miles there and two miles back. (C. Barat
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2010 c. 12) — Ha moemy 6enocunedi mu muanucs 6 Piumono, noku xmocov 00un mycug cudimu Ha
pawmi, axk 6 «byu Keccioi i Canoenc Kio», «Raindrops Keep Fallin’ On My Head» - kxpymumuocs y
Mene 6 2010861, 061 muai myou i Hazao. — In accordance with the standard transliteration patterns for
English place names, hodonym of the London district Richmond has been translated into an
established equivalent using the Ukrainian phonetic adaptation. The explicit allusion of ‘Butch
Cassidy and the Sundance Kid, ‘Raindrops Keep Fallin’ On My Head’’ required nothing but calque
and established equivalents, maintaining the elements bereft of any changes as they are proper names
of cultural significance and what they are understood from context.

waking up in Kingston (C. Barat 2010 c¢. 12) — npokunemocs y Kinzcmoni. — In order to
conform to Ukrainian grammatical structure, the urbnonym Kingston is rendered using an
established equivalent in Ukrainian, where the locative case ending i’ is added while maintaining
the English pronunciation.

a place called the Foundry on Old Street (C. Barat 2010 c. 14) — y na6i «Foundry» na Ono
Cmpim — The pub name Foundry is borrowed as a non-translated proper name in this instance, while
the hodonym Old Street is translated using an established equivalent, which preserves the English
word order with Ukrainian adaptation.

Peter found the first important place: DeLaney Mansions, 360 Camden Road (C. Barat 2010
c. 16) — Ilimep 3naiiumos naiinepwe nam ’smue micye - [ineiani Menwmns, 360 Kamoen Poyo —
Several methods are used to translate the address: ‘DeLaney Mansions’ transliteration with
Ukrainian phonetic adaptation, and is borrowed, and ‘Camden road’ which uses established
equivalent and naturalized borrowing of ‘Road’ is used.

| was always much happier on Camden Road than | was later, living on the top floor of a
townhouse in Holloway, which, looking back, was an exercise in making myself feel edgy. (C. Barat
2010 c. 18) — Meni nabacamo 6invue nooobanocs na Kamoen Poyo, nidxic na ocmanHbomy nosepci 6
mayn xay3i na I'onnoyeii, 0e mu dcunu nomim, ma, 5K 5 po3ymiro 3apas, ye Oyna cnpoba 8iouymu
cebe "ne maxum, six yci”. — the translation of the urbanonym remains the same as previous mention,
keeping the transliteration, while ‘townhouse’ is referred to as ‘raynxays’ which is an established
equivalent where the English pronunciation is preserved while the locative case ending "-i" is added.
To be specific this could be considered as ecodomonym, from Greek domos ‘Aouse’. (Room 1996)

Peter takes my hand (C. Barat 2010 c¢. 10) — ITimep 6epe mene 3a pyky (...) — The author
rightfully assumes that by being interested in his book you already know who Peter is. In the same
category fits Gary and John are warming up, (C. Barat 2010 c. 10) — I'epi ma Jowcon
Hanawmosyiomscs, (...) — Those common names belong to his fellow members of the band, hence
the conclusion of implicit allusion. The translation assumes the same, so calque was used.

1 took the coward’s way out and fled to Manchester (C. Barat 2010 c. 19) — 5, six cnpasoichiil
bosieys, 30ic 6 Manuecmep — An established equivalent that adheres to traditional Ukrainian
transliteration patterns is represented by the city name Manchester

they all started to sing ‘Yellow Submarine’ at us, I think on account of our jackets. (C. Barat
2010 c. 25) — ane sonu nouanu cnisamu «Yellow Submarine» - uepez mynoupu, 30aemvcs. —
Amplification explains the assumed previous knowledge of the author of the song, it being ‘The
Beatles’, and their album ‘Sgz. Pepper’ which is known for the richness of colour and their military
jackets. This allusion is explicit.

I have such a strong image of Camden from those days (C. Barat 2010 c. 14) — 3 mux Onis
Kamoen supasny xapmuny y mene ¢ conosi — The established equivalent of the district name
Camden, which has become the standard Ukrainian form for this area of London.

The book shines when talking about famous and infamous, and in translation the treatment of
such mentions differ based on context and presumed previous knowledge of the supposed reader that
acquired the book. For example: | think he was talking about Keith Flint (C. Barat 2010 c. 25) —
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Howcon Jlinoon crazae, 30acmocsi npo Kima ®@ninma (The Prodigy) — this explicit allusion is
translated through amplification in the simplest way, as this person won't appear in the book again to
give further explanation. In another situation: On millennium eve, | was with Johnny Borrell (C. Barat
2010 c. 26) — Hanepeoooui nosozo cmonimms 3i mroio 6yau JIaconni Boppenn — such allusion is
implicit; though the name wouldn't appear again, the only technique used was calque. The mentioned
person is not only a front man of another band, but a personal acquaintance to the author, so limiting
him to one single thing would be to undermine the role of this person. Where it also had gone without
amplification is in this example: One night, | remember being elbowed in the ribs by Liam Gallagher
(C. Barat 2010 c. 26) — Ooun pa3 mene Jliam I'annazep wmosxuyes rikmem y peopa. — the allusion
is in fact explicit because of the level of fame of the person whose name it is; It is assumed that if the
reader knows the author, they are most likely to be aware of this individual. For the translation calque
was deployed.

At the first ever gig there, we’d decorated the place with lots of candles, and Peter had been
to visit his parents in Germany and come back with lots of beer and cigarettes, which we’d put out
for people. (C. Barat 2010 c. 17) — Ha camomy nepuiomy konyepmi, Mu npuKpacuiu nio8ai C8IUKamu
ma, nicis nodopodxci 0o poounu 6 Himeuwuuny, Ilimep npusiz kyny nusa ma cueapem, SKi Mu
sucmasuiu Ha xansey. — for translating the the technique used is established equivalent of the
country name Germany, which has no morphological resemblance to the original language. This is an
example of choronym (from Greek ya@pa ‘region’ or ‘country’) - which a linguistic term that
designates a proper name of an individual region or a country (Kaprenko, Hekiecoa c. 58)

During those early days we got a gig in a nursing home in East Ham because our drummer
at the time knew one of the nurses there and we’d been promised £50 if we did this gig for the old
people. (C. Barat 2010 c. 11) — B mi 0ni nam dicmanocs 3icpamu y OyOuHKy 0as aimuix mooei 6 Iem-
T'emi, adowce medcecmpa, AKy 3Ha8 Hawt mooiwnill bapadbanwux, nooobiysana nam 50 hynmie 3a eucmyn
nepeo nooxcunumu. — The established equivalent for hodonym East Ham is Iem-I'em, with the
generic directional element East rather being rendered with the help of transcoding.

1'd get home from a day trip to the West End, turn on the TV and there was the city again, and
it seemed fantastic to me that I'd been somewhere that was on the box, that it actually existed. (C.
Barat 2010 c. 22) — Ilepeo ¢popmanvrum nepeizoom, y mene 6yau o0nodenni sunazku y Becm-Eno,
ma s N08epmascs 0000My, emMuxKas menesgizop, ma Jlonoou 6ye il mam, ma meHi 30a8a0Cb WOCH i3
pooy hanmacmuku, me wo s 6y8 y micmi sike noxasysaiu na Th, me, wo 6ono 83aeani icHy8ano. —
The translation of West End is carried out through a well-known established equivalent.

When I moved there, 1'd go back to places again and again, and remember standing in the
cobbled square in Covent Garden early one morning with a light mist on the streets and no one
around. (C. Barat 2010 c. 22) — Ilam smato, na 6pyxisyi ¢ Kosenm-Iapoen cmosiuu na c8imamnxy
cepeo 1e2ko20 myMamy Ha camomi. 30a6anocy 0y10 YYmHO, K CGINHCULL PO3KEIM HAKPUBAIU HA CIMONIU
Ha inwomy xinyi punxy.— The traditional Ukrainian form for Covent Garden, London based
hodonym, is represented by the established equivalent.

After that, | worked at Cobb’s Hall in Hammersmith, which wasn'’t a place for a suit or trilby.
(C. Barat 2010 c. 22) — Jlani s npayrosas mam, oe kocmiom ma mpindi 6yau neoopeuni - Kooc I'onn
6 I'ammepcmimi. — though Cobb's Hall is transliterated as there are no previous traditions for
translating the urbanonym, while Hammersmith is translated as 'ammepcmimi via established
equivalent and locative case ending ‘i’

A little too Withnailian now that | think about it, but I couldn’t stop myself. (C. Barat 2010 c.
28) — 3eyuums sk cuena 3 «Withnail & 1y, ane 5 6dxice 3anaomo danexo 3aiuio8 wob 3yNUHAMUCD.
— What makes this allusion implicit, is the not only the required knowledge of the movie but also be
aware of the cultural and almost poetic implications by describing something as the conversion of a
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proper name of the main character of the movie. To maintain readability and understanding both
omission and amplification.

I used to walk up and down the Strand (C. Barat 2010 c. 24) — s munsiscs no Cmpendy — the
hodonym is translated by the established equivalent but to maintain the conversational style of the
autobiography the choice was made to omit the typical translation of similar hodonyms by not
including ‘eyruys’

a little old house next to Richmond Park (C. Barat 2010 c. 11) — y nac 6ye manenvkuii dom
oins Piumono-ITapky — The Ukrainian translation of the maintains the original sound structure while
translating the name in accordance with long-standing custom, therefore being an example of
established equivalent. This proper name is defined as urbanonym.

I was always annoyed that my Richmond halls didn’t have a London postcode — they were in
TW1, on the other side of the river (C. Barat 2010 c. 12) — Mene 3assicou Opamysano, uo noumosut
KOO y eypmodicumky He 0ye Jlonooncokuil, moomo TW1, a ak y Teikenzemi no my cmopouy piuku —
the implicitness alludes to previous geographical knowledge of locations of boroughs in London town
as well as source of obsolete information of postcodes, so it required amplification that was not
present in the original text.

He was a computer programmer (...) from Philadelphia (C. Barat 2010 c. 11) — Xuoneys 6ys
3 Dinadenvehii — The Ukrainian translation of the American oeconym Philadelphia is @iraoensgpis,
following the traditional rendering of this toponym, therefore using the established equivalent.

in the background in an Ealing comedy (C. Barat 2010 c. 21) — y saxomyco
manoodrodncemuomy cepiani. - this implicit allusion is rendered with the help of generalization and
omission, for explanation such cultural proper name would be superfluous and is easily replaced. In
a case where this could not be employed, for e.g.: Our landlord was just like Del Boy, (C. Barat 2010
¢. 16) — Haw openoooaseyv 6ys suxananui /len bou 3 woy «Only Fools and Horses», — It was
translated through amplification, for it cannot be interchanged. In this allusion, the assumption of
having the cultural knowledge of the media aspect is what makes it implicit.

| used to go down to the Piazza in my lunch hours and watch the performers (C. Barat 2010 c.
22) — 6 00i0HI nepepeu si CnyCKagcsi 00 NAOWL, cnocmepieas 3a eyauyHUMU apmucmamu. — This
urbanonym was translated through the help of generalization. The proper name was replaced with
a broader word.

In the SL text there are also present subtypes of toponyms that frequently appear throughout
the content and add to the essence. Musonym, described by Zigo, derived from Greek mousa 'muse'
are used to describe musical compositions. Despite not having strict rules around them, it is commonly
understood that for better communication with the audience those remain without any translation. In
the text appear: ‘Yellow Submarine '(p. 25), ‘Music When The Lights Go Out’ (p. 20), ‘Anything But
Love’(p. 20), ‘The Good Old Days’ (p. 13) ,*This Charming Man’(p. 13), ‘Charmless Man’ (p. 13)
with an exception of «The Good Old Days» (Cmapi /loopi Yacu) appearing in TL, where the context
required a calque way of translating for comprehension. Also, some musiconyms are present in the
original text, which are explained to be 'name of a musical group or orchestra’, for e.g.: ‘The
Strokes '(p. 9), ‘The Libertines’ (throughout the book), ‘The Cricketers’ (p. 24), ‘The Sallys'(p. 24),
‘Sex Pistols’(p. 24) and ‘The Stone Roses '(p. 26).

Adding to the terms of toponomy that do not require any translation there are ludiarionym,
explained by Karpenko and Neklesova, as a ‘proper name of an entertainment establishments ’ (2024,
p. 50), and appear often throughout the text. A certain percent of such proper names are translated via
established equivalents, mixing the types of transcoding, mostly for popular places that the reader may
already be aware of.

| particularly liked working at the Old Vic (C. Barat 2010 c. 22) — oco6augo meni 6yno 0o
6n0006u npayrosamu 8 «Ono Biky.
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| did stints at the Aldwych, the Apollo and the Lyric (C. Barat 2010 c. 24) — s maxkooc
npayrosas y meampax « Onoeiuy, «Anoino» ma «Jlipuxay.

Both examples are famous theatres in London, therefore there is an established way of
translating them.

Others require omission of any translation in order to maintain the comprehension of the
translation: we supported them at Crystal Palace (C. Barat 2010 c. 24) — Koau mu sucmynanu nepeo
numu ¢ «Crystal Palace».

Therefore, naturalised borrowing and established equivalents are most often used in
translations of toponyms whilst the translation of allusions is done mostly through amplification and
calque.
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Conclusions

Carl Barat's autobiography "Threepenny Memoir' lets the reader peek behind the scene of indie
sleaze UK royalty as the author reflects on his life in noughties (00s) London - recalling different
anecdotes connected with his childhood and musical career.

Self-described 'Londoner' the author's narrative is sprinkled throughout with different proper
names, some of them being toponyms while he's describing incidents happening in the city, or
allusions - adorning the text with poetic and cultural references to own mythology built around the
band.

The course paper's theoretical section demonstrated how toponyms and allusions, which have
deep roots in cultural, historical, geographical, and intertextual settings, are significant and complex
occurrences in linguistic and literary studies. They offer poetic, symbolic, sardonic, and identity-
forming expression in addition to geographical, navigational, and referential value because of their
roots in human settlement, migration, territorial organization, and shared knowledge of literature,
events, and characters. Researchers like Zgusta, Room, Zhuk, Podolskaya (for toponyms) and
Karpenko and Neklesova, Lennon, Vlasyuk and Devydenko (for allusions) have categorised these
phenomena along several aspects, highlighting their contextual flexibility and enduring significance.
The Ukrainian translation tradition has exemplified this complexity for generations. In transcoding,
calquing, and naturalised borrowing, translators use subtle tactics to represent toponyms and allusions
in accordance with linguistic and cultural conventions while keeping the source's historical, emotional,
and intertextual complexity. Scholars such as Korunets, Molina, and Albir give a robust foundation
for understanding these processes by emphasising the usage of proven equivalents as well as the
innovation required to adapt to new circumstances.

In the practical part the collected toponyms and allusions were analysed in order to determine
the frequency of each translation technique used while translating the terms. The revelation of the
study is that most used method of translation particularly for translating toponyms was established
equivalent taking account for 55%o, then followed by naturalised borrowing, representing 39% of
the cases researched. It is followed by such techniques as borrowing being responsible for 3.5% and
calque respecitvely 2.50% which were used less frequently. For allusions such technique as
amplification occupied most of the translated cases, showing 39% while omission followed behind
with 32%. The other terms were covered by calque which displayed 23% and last is generelazation,
responsible for 6%.

Translators encounter numerous obstacles, including balancing literal reference with cultural
resonance, retaining historical and emotional links with place names, and ensuring that allusions to
texts, events, or personalities are recognizable across cultural settings. To address these challenges,
translation processes must continue to improve, with a focus on toponyms as bridges between
languages and geographies, as well as allusions as bridges between texts, traditions, and collective
memory.
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Appendix

Translation techniques used in translating
toponyms in Threepenny Memoir

= Calque

= Borrowing

= Naturalized borrowing
= Established equivalents

39.00%
55.00%

___—=

Translation techniques used in translating
allusion in Threepenny Memoir

6.00%

39.00%
= Amplification
= Omission

= Calque

= Generelazation

|

3200%



