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			Song 5 – Demonstrations 

			Tea pulled out the lengthened coat-hanger from his jacket, leaned against the car and pushed the rod into the gap between door and window. He jimmied the lock and after a few seconds heard the click. With a quick glance over his shoulder he climbed into the car and began hot-wiring. Moments later the engine roared to life. Tea smiled. Delighted with his own cunning, he put the car in gear and drove the short distance to Burt’s house. 

			Why Burt hadn’t just borrowed the money the band needed from Mummy and Daddy was beyond Tea. Burt’s house was massive. They had to have millions in the bank. What was a few grand to them? Tea had had enough of car boot sales and car-washing marathons. It was degrading washing other people’s cars. All they had raised was seventy-nine quid, not even a tenth of what they needed to get the demos cut at London’s famous Dean Street studios. Tea had questioned the need for a demo in the first place but Burt said that without one there was no way they’d get a record label to a gig and subsequently get signed for a million pounds. Tea had decided to accelerate the progress.

			Tea pulled into Burt’s driveway and came to a stuttering stop. He left the engine running and got out of the car. 

			“There’s at least four hundred quid,” he mumbled happily as he walked around the car, stroking it with his palm.

			Burt appeared at the front door of his huge house. “What’s that?” he asked, pointing to the car. 

			He was wearing the most outlandish ensemble Tea had ever seen. 

			“Is that a crop top?” Tea asked with a frown.

			“I’m sunbathing in the garden.”

			“In women’s underwear?” 

			“It’s not women’s underwear. These are bullet hole jean shorts from Dolce and Gabbana,” he said defensively, “and this T-shirt is Louis Vuitton. Anyway, stop changing the subject… What the fuck is that?”

			“It’s music,” Tea said with a proud smile, patting the car’s roof.

			Burt walked down the marble steps and cocked his head in confusion. Tea stared in horror at his band-mate’s feet.

			“What are they?”

			“You know perfectly well what they are, Tea. They’re flip-flops.” 

			“Yeh, but what are they doing on your feet? They look well gay!” 

			“What do you mean, ‘it’s music’?” Burt said, ignoring the comment. 

			“I’m going to sell it and we are going to use the money for the demo.” Tea paused. “That’s why it’s music.”

			“Where did you get it from?”

			“A mate gave it to me.”

			Before Tea could stop him Burt dashed across the gravel and dived into the car’s open door. He righted himself, opened the glove compartment and rifled through the booklets, files and loose papers. Tea looked on in shock.

			“D.I. Ramsey?” Burt exclaimed, holding up the piece of paper he had been looking for.

			“Yeh, my mate Mrs Ramsey. She’s great!” Tea replied, quick as a flash.

			“What’s her first name?” 

			Tea looked flummoxed.“Dora,” he blurted.

			Burt returned the documents to the glove compartment, got out of the car and slammed the door. “Isn’t Dora your mum’s name?” he asked sternly, stepping into Tea’s personal space. “You nicked it!” 

			“So I nicked it! Who cares? We need a demo more than Dora Ramsey needs a car.”

			“Take it back!”

			“Fuck you!” Tea replied. “I didn’t go to all the trouble of nicking it just to take it back. Who died and made you king?”

			“Take it back or you’re out of the band.” Burt took another step forwards, close enough for Tea to get a powerful whiff of cologne. He held his ground, returning the singer’s stare defiantly.

			“I’m serious, take it back now or you’re out of the band!”

			Tea broke the stare, exhaled slowly and nodded. “OK, but you better come up with a plan to get the money, Burt. I’m not cleaning no more cars.” He turned, got back into the car and drove away, wheel-spinning his way out of the drive. 

			Tea drove steadily towards the estate, simmering with anger. The band was everything to him. How dare Burt threaten to take it away? What right did he have? Burt would pay for that.

			Five minutes of quiet rage passed before he reached the shabby entrance to the estate. He drove up the heavily potholed one way street. The six-storey, 1950s red-brick flats rose up on either side, suffocating the street below. Tea spotted his uncle, standing on his usual corner smoking a joint. Tea tried to duck and hide but it was too late. 

			Tea loved and respected his Uncle. Frank was the estate’s Mr Fix It and he had come in useful on more than one occasion. Not so long ago Tea and his mum had been burgled. The robbers had taken everything of any value from the tiny flat. Tea had gone to see Uncle Frank. He’d gone mental, made one phone call and within half an hour the house contents had been returned to Frank’s doorstep. 

			Uncle Frank stepped into the road and put a hand up. Tea stopped. Frankie the Hat was dressed in his usual black leather knee-length coat, a black shiny shirt and fake alligator cowboy boots, his long greased hair straggling out from under his trademark trilby. Frank got into the passenger side.

			“Drive to the garage and don’t say a bleeding word.”

			Tea complied. A minute later he pulled up outside his Uncle’s heavily graffitied garage.  

			Frank relit his joint and passed it to his nephew. “Going for a drive, Michael?” he asked.

			Tea remained silent. 

			“What if I told Dora about your flash new motor?” He gave Tea’s knee a squeeze until he squirmed in pain. “You reckon she’d be best pleased?”

			“I know you’ve nicked cars, Uncle Frank. Everyone knows you nicked cars and much worse besides.”

			Frank studied his nephew with cold black eyes. “This ain’t what I want for you, boy!” Tea met his serious gaze. “And I fucking sure as shit know it ain’t what your mother wants for you neither.”

			Tea dropped his head. “Unc, I need money. I asked Mum but she didn’t have nothin’. So I improvised. I thought you’d be proud of me.” 

			“Proud? Proud you might turn out like that shit fuck of a father?” he hissed. Tea shrunk back in his seat and Frank’s voice softened. “Look, I don’t want you to have the life me or your old man have. Always looking over your shoulder. I love you’re in this rock band. I want you to have a straight and narrow life. Get out of this shit bucket,” he gestured outside. 

			“I did what I had to. We need dough for a demo. It’s going so well Unc, we’ve done two gigs round Burt’s gaff and we just keep getting better. Everyone’s lovin’ it large style. We’ve gotta take the next step.” 

			Frank reached inside the leather jacket and pulled out a thick roll of notes. “How much you need, boy?”

			Tea shook his head. “I can’t take that money.”	

			“Why not? It wasn’t earnt fair or square. It either goes on a work of art or half a key of coke. Your choice.” Frank grinned. 

			“Well at least take the motor?”

			“Nah, I’ll tell you what I’m doing with this. I’m taking it back and putting it exactly where you found it. You’ve nicked an unsellable!”

			“What do you mean?” 

			“I’m not telling ya. But trust me, trying to sell this would get me nicked.”

			“Why? You got to tell me.”

			“Because it’s old bill, Michael. You’ve gone and stolen an unmarked car.” Frank let out a snort of laughter before controlling himself and looking back at his distraught nephew.

			“I’m an even bigger fuck up than my dad,” Tea moaned quietly.

			“Don’t ever say that,” Frank said, pulling Tea toward him so he could feel his uncle’s stale breath on his face. “You’re a much bigger fuck up than your old man. He never would have nicked no Babylon car.”

			Tea smiled broadly and his uncle chuckled. Soon both were in fits of laughter. 

			* * *

			Burt – 9th April

			Since I’ve been in the band the fanjeeta is literally attacking me, like an army of rabid beavers. I could have sworn that Bex was gonna love me all night long after my performance on stage the other night. It was so fucking good we did it again on the Sunday night. I had the crowd eating out of my hand. What’s the bloody matter with that girl? She should be gagging for it! I was wearing my best clobber. Is she actually a lunatic? #checklisttime 

			1. I’m the best looking kid in school. 

			2. I’m in a rock band (which is exactly what she wanted in the first place).

			3. I did an amazing gig that everybody went absolutely mental for.

			 I had the big talk with Egg the Omelette about his shitty clothes the other week. I’m not going in to record our first ever demo with a kid that looks like some kind of Goth Geek hybrid. I know he writes the songs but he’s letting the side down. I’ve read all the rock‘n’roll books and seen all the rockumentaries. Bands don’t work as a democracy and I’m the obvious leader. 

			Rule 1. A band needs an image.
Rule 2. That image needs to be the Desert Kings image because that’s what’s in at the moment. 

			Anyway it back-fired coz Bex said that she would take Egg shopping and they didn’t need me to come – “we’d be more comfortable without you there,” she said, whatever that’s supposed to mean. Now all I have to do is convince Tea to shed his rapper’s outfit for skinny jeans and cool shoes. No chance. 

			I am exasperated about what to do with the demo. We really need the money. I refuse to ask my folks like the lads keep suggesting. No fucking way. 

			* * *

			Burt let himself in, routinely checked his reflection in the hallway mirror and made his way to the kitchen. Millie was busy beside the eight burner range cooker; her red plastic-framed glasses steamed up as she opened the oven door. 

			“Those new frames are cool,” Burt said, throwing his car keys down. 

			Millie turned and smiled. “Thanks. The blue ones died in an incident involving a skipping rope and a football today. Ten per cent my fault, ninety per cent Stella’s.” 

			Burt grinned. “What’s for dinner?” 

			“Ham Tagliatelli from M & S. Get us two plates, will you.” 

			“Yep, any news from the home front?”

			“Mum said she will try and come back for a couple of days in a few weeks,” she said over her shoulder. “Oh, I found your wallet!”

			“Where?” 

			“On the living room coffee table in plain view. Only a tool wouldn’t have spotted it.”

			“Hey!” Burt frowned. “Where did you learn that?”

			“From you!” she said, grabbing the oven gloves. “I paid Linda. She said you owed her more but I’m sure my maths is right. I was a bit confused.”

			Burt coughed. “Yeh, yeh. I do owe her, don’t worry, I’ll sort it.”

			“I know you pay Linda to roll you spliffs. I’m not dumb.” 

			Millie placed a plate of pasta in front of her brother and joined him at the eagle-wood dining table. 

			Burt flushed. “How do you know?” 

			“Your laptop!”

			Burt choked on his pasta. “What?”

			“You leave your laptop open all the time.”

			“Mills, that’s personal shit in there!” He paused. “It’s too old for you. I’ve told you before!” 

			Millie shrugged and twizzled a fork full of pasta before letting it all drop onto the plate. “You need money for the demo, don’t you? Like, you really need money?” Before Burt could say anything she got up from the table, scraped a stool over to the utility shelves and climbed on top. She strained and stretched to reach the uppermost shelf – finally laying her hands on a small biscuit tin, she climbed back down and returned to the table.

			“I want you to have it.” She handed her brother the colourful container. Burt wanted to laugh.

			He opened the tin and almost choked on his mouthful of pasta.

			“Where the hell did you get all this money?”

			“Been saving it! It’s my pocket money,” she told him. “Twenty pound a week for nearly two years. I think there’s about £700 in there.”

			“Is that all you get?”

			“Yes, I’m nine.” 

			“Well, I can’t take this, Mills. It wouldn’t be right!”

			“Yes it would. What am I going to spend it on? I’ve got all the Star Wars Lego I need right now. I want you to have it. To do the demo.” 

			Burt studied his sister for a long time before answering. “Ok, but I’m going to pay you back ten times over when we are famous.”

			“Sounds like a plan!”

			* * *

			Egg – 12th April

			I’m going on a shopping trip with Bex tomorrow, just me and her. I cannot wait. I just hope Burt doesn’t turn up and do his usual thing of letching all over her. I can tell Bex doesn’t like it. Why can’t he just get the message? She’s not interested in superficial things like money and good looks.

			* * *

			“Thing about image is it’s totally changeable. Nothing can’t get sorted. We can sort out your bowl cut, glasses, spots and dodgy all-black outfit,” Bex told Egg as they paced down Oxford Street. “We could even dye your ginger hair. But I don’t think you should, coz I like it!”

			“What’s wrong with all black?” 

			“Nothing wrong with a bit of black if you wearing it with style!” she replied before diving into a shop. 

			Egg was struggling hugely with the reality of being outside school, at a weekend, on a shopping trip, with Bex. He kept wondering whether it was all an elaborate joke; that he would arrive at Oxford Circus tube and find a crowd waiting for him, pointing and laughing, with George screaming ‘You didn’t think this was for real did you!?’ But it was real and anyway, Egg trusted Bex. Today they could finally talk, if his nerve held. He could find out about her and they could make a connection. Throughout her time watching them rehearse she had appeared nothing other than genuine. She was everything he’d hoped she would be all those times he’d watched her from across the canteen. Walking next to her, being able to turn and look at her all of the time was incredible; her thick sweet smelling hair and sparkling green eyes. He felt the heat in his cheeks subside with every minute in her smiling, relaxed company.

			Bex flew through the store, flicking at clothes on rails, letting out the occasional tut or picking an item up for a closer look. 

			“What about this?” she said, holding a jean shirt up against him.

			Egg nodded. “As long as it fits in with Burt’s image idea.”

			He glanced around the cool, dark shop with its distinctive smell. It was so alien to him. He wished he had worn cooler clothes, but he didn’t have any. 

			“It fits. Egg, you don’t have to do this for the band. You should do it for yourself! Looking good might make you feel happy, and being happy is what it’s all about, I reckon.”

			She shot off between the racks of dark clothes.

			“I thought getting married and having kids is what life was all about,” Egg replied, as Bex continued collecting items on her crooked arm. 

			She shot a glance back at him. “Egg! We’re fifteen! Right now the meaning of life is having a laugh. You can have kids when you’re thirty. You’re old before your time,” she teased, flashing him a smile. “Right, let’s try this gear on?” 

			She headed for the changing rooms.

			The heavily styled gatekeeper had tattoos, a quiff and what Egg considered to be an earnestly affected attitude. He counted the items, passed Bex a plastic card with the number eight on it and gave her an exaggerated wink. Bex ignored him and went up the tunnel.

			As Egg passed to follow, the tattooed man looked him up and down, shook his head and kissed his teeth. Before Egg could comprehend the contempt, Bex had rotated one hundred and eighty degrees and quick-stepped it back up the tunnel, her face stern and determined.

			“Did you just kiss your teeth at my friend?” she fired, her words like bullets. She leaned into the shop assistant’s face.

			“No!” the tattooed man replied, shifting awkwardly on his stool. 

			“Good! Because kissing your teeth doesn’t suit you. You need to learn some manners.”

			Egg watched as he crumbled before the Bex glare. She turned and strutted back down the tunnel. Egg scuttled after her. 

			“Right, go in there,” she demanded, pointing to one of the changing rooms. 

			“OK!” Egg answered, moving into the cubicle. Bex followed him in. 

			“What you doing?” Egg gasped. 

			“I’m keen to see your dick, Egg!” she replied seriously.

			Egg flushed in embarrassment. “Oh, yes. Well I…”

			Bex shook her head. “I was joking. I want to see what this shit looks like on you!” She paused and turned her back to him. “Look, I’ll stay with my back to you until you’re ready. OK?”

			She turned and faced the corner of the booth.

			Egg stared at her back in silence for a long moment. 

			“Did you tell that bloke he shouldn’t kiss his teeth because he’s white?” Egg eventually asked.

			“I didn’t say he couldn’t kiss his teeth because he’s white! I just said it didn’t suit him. My dad’s Jamaican and when he kisses his teeth you know about it. When that idiot kissed his teeth it sounded as if he was sucking a sweet.”

			“I thought you were South American?” 

			“My mother’s from Argentina.” 

			“So how come you look more Argentinian than black?” 

			“Fuck, Egg, I don’t know, it’s just the way it worked out! What does it matter? Just get undressed. We haven’t got all day.”

			Egg flushed and slowly began to unpick his shirt buttons. 

			“I’m very pale!” Egg warned.

			“That’s nice,” she replied. “I can’t see you anyway but I like pale.”

			“No, I mean it’s not a pretty sight.” 

			“Why are you so down on yourself all the time? So fucking what if you’ve got light skin. You’re a wicked person and a shit-hot songwriter. Why you gotta think on things that don’t matter. I’d rather not be saying this shit stuck in the corner of a changing cubicle, by the way.”

			He smiled awkwardly. “Why did you stick up for me?”

			“Because I’m sick of dickheads that think they’re ‘all dat’. What right has he to judge you just coz of the way you look?” She paused. “Look Egg, I know men look at me, fancy me, whatever and I could probably use that for evil like loads of girls do. But I use my powers to help mankind or … in this case, Egg-kind,” she laughed. 

			Egg laughed too, finally pulling on a pair of slim fit jeans and slipping a white crew-neck T-shirt over his head. “OK, I’m ready.” Bex turned round and Egg gave a gauche twirl. 	

			Was that a hint of surprise in her eyes, he wondered.

			“Wow, Egg looking good. I could actually quite fancy you like that.” 

			The heat returned to Egg’s cheeks.

			Bex smiled. “Come on, try on the rest. Those are keepers. 

			“I can’t afford even one of these items,” Egg replied, inspecting the price tag on the jeans. 

			“Don’t worry,” Bex said, sliding a card out from her back pocket, waving it and giving him a mischievous smirk. “I have it covered.” 

			“I can’t let you pay for it.” 

			“I’m not. Burt is,” she said, holding the card closer to his face.

			He read the name on the card. James Burt Windsor. Egg raised his eyebrows and pulled a face to her grin.

			“How did you get his card?”

			“Getting close to Burt is not a problem I have.”

			Egg smirked. “But, how did you get his pin number?”

			“It’s the day and month of his birthdate. He told a whole load of us when we were hanging out by High Bench last summer. I think he was trying to show off but it’s beyond me what’s impressive about it.”

			After buying three T-shirts, two pairs of jeans and two pairs of shoes, Bex took Egg to get his hair cut. The transformation complete, the pair wandered through Soho to a little park and sat in the sun chatting. There was an ease between them that Egg could only have dreamed of the evening before. Bex told him everything, from how to look after his skin to who her favourite bands were. It was the best day of Egg’s life.

			At seven o’clock they walked down to Trafalgar Square and got on the bus back to South London.

			“I’ll walk you home,” Bex said as they got off the number 53.

			“Isn’t it supposed to be the other way round?” Egg asked.

			“I’m not the one with an eight o’clock curfew, Eggsy,” she teased.

			They walked slowly, chatting and laughing as they strolled through the leafy suburb. At three minutes to eight they reached Egg’s small terraced house.

			“I want to meet this dragon of a mother of yours,” Bex leaned in and whispered. Before Egg could reply she had rushed up to the front door and had rung the bell. 

			Egg’s mother Carol answered the door in a brown sack-like dress and reindeer slippers. Egg winced with embarrassment. She looked Bex up and down disapprovingly before letting her glare loose on Egg. 

			Bex appeared undeterred. “Hello Mrs Poacher, I’m Bex,” she said holding out a hand.

			Egg stood rooted to the spot, unable to look up from the floor.

			“Egg, come inside. You’re late.” Carol said, ignoring the hand as she studied her son. “What in heaven’s name are you wearing?”

			“New clothes, Mrs Poacher. He looks great doesn’t he?” Bex said brightly, studying her rejected hand as if to see what was wrong with it.

			“I better go. See you soon,” Egg said as he shuffled past and into the house. Like a human gate, his mother stepped aside to let him through and stepped back quickly to bar the way.

			“You should be ashamed of yourself,” Carol hissed.

			Bex’s eyes narrowed in confusion. “I don’t understand.”

			“What are you doing hanging around my son? Is it some kind of dare? Has someone put you up to it?”

			Egg wanted to die.

			“I don’t understand what you mean,” he heard Bex respond.

			“A girl who looks like you doesn’t go around with boys like my son. He was a good boy before he joined the band. He always listened to his mother. You know shaving his eyebrows off is bullying don’t you?”

			“But I had nothing to do with shaving his eyebrows off and he is my friend. I’m the lucky one. I like your son.”

			Carol frowned uncertainly, nodded curtly and shut the door.

			* * *

			Egg – 14th April

			I’m an emotional yoyo. On the one hand I was overjoyed to spend so much quality time with Bex shopping and on the other my mum is driving me mental. Whenever I feel like this, I get on the piano or pick up the guitar. I wrote a song called Shop Till You Drop. No idea where the lyrics came from, LOL. But I think it’s got something, I can’t wait to play to the band. 

			* * *

			Shop Till You Drop

			Verse 1

			Shop till you drop you can’t stop, where you gonna go in your next stop baby? 

			Heaven won’t help, hell won’t let you in.

			Stop it, block it, lock it keep it safe away, well you won’t last one single day.

			Heaven won’t help, hell won’t let you in

			Bridge

			I can see for miles and miles. Can you? I don’t think you do.

			Chorus

			I can see for miles and miles and miles and miles and miles

			Forever you, forever me, forever young, forever free

			* * *

			Tea – 14th April

			Uncle Frank gave me a fat grand toward the demo. It wasn’t enough to use the studio we wanted to use so Burk told Egg and Clipper to ask their parents. Egg said his mum and dad were skint and why didn’t Burk ask his parents, seeing as they were millionaires. Burk said that wasn’t fair and it wasn’t going to happen. He didn’t want anything from his parents. 

			Then the next day, Burk suddenly tells us that his parents have given him £700 in cash. It seems he does want something from his parents after all. He’s so lame. I still haven’t forgiven him for mugging me off and threatening to throw me out the band. 

			* * *

			“The vocal needs to be louder,” Burt demanded, as the RockAteers sat listening back to the music they had created. The sixteen-person leather sofa that lined the back of the room faced a long, deep control desk and a bank of computer screens. Clipper said it looked like a spaceship. The control desk, with all its faders, backlit buttons and knobs faced a thick double glazed window. Through the window lay the huge live space. “That’s where the magic happens,” said Burt. The sound engineer thought differently.  

			The RockAteers had been in London’s Dean Street studios for five days straight, ten hours a day. The boys had never worked harder during a school holiday in their lives. Egg was feeling the pressure. He worked obsessively on making the demo perfect during the day and then spent most of the night revising. The band had chosen three songs: Love and War, a rousing, ambitious track Egg had written about Bex. Golden; a rousing, ambitious track Egg had written about Bex; and Satellites, a rousing, ambitious track Egg had written about Bex.

			“It’s natural for you to want to hear more of yourself,” the sound engineer Toby explained to Burt. “But it isn’t always what’s right for the overall mix.”

			The lack of space and light in the basement was an alien and uncomfortable environment for the band. Now cabin fever and little sleep combined with Burt’s constant manic talking was driving everyone crazy, Toby included. 

			“What a surprise. Big-head Burk wants to be turned up!” Tea commented, making Clipper laugh. 

			Burt was not amused. “I read on the internet,” he said loftily, “that the vocal is eighty per cent of what people listen to in any song! So I’m not big-headed, it’s for the good of the band.”

			“You are big-headed, Burt,” Tea said. “I’ve never known anyone with a bigger head.” 

			Toby raised his hands. “Guys, all this banter is really slowing things up. It’s not productive.”

			The RockAteers fell silent. 

			After five minutes the arguments flared up again and Toby reached his limit. “Look lads, I think this would be a lot quicker if you left me to it.” 

			“Come on,” said Egg, standing up. “You heard him. Let’s go out for a bit.” 

			Egg had been there for every moment of the track-laying and was quietly happy with the results. The songs sounded pretty much as he had hoped. He had worked with each of his band mates to get their best performance, and the effort had been rewarded. ‘Satellites’, the first song he had ever played to the band, had received special praise. 

			“Loads of bands would kill for a song like this,” Toby said. “It’s got hit written all over it.” 

			Lucy, the studio manager, also loved the songs. 

			“Tea or coffee?” The assistant engineer Ollie asked every half an hour. “Anything from the shop?” 

			Egg was uncomfortable with Ollie doing whatever the band asked of him. Burt found it less difficult to adjust, Ollie quickly becoming the singer’s personal slave. On day three Egg suggested he tone it down.

			“We gotta get our money’s worth,” Burt replied.

			Egg shook his head and gave up. 

			“How did you convince your parents to give you the money for this place?”

			“Told ‘em I’d pass my exams.” 

			Words failed Egg. There was no way that was going to happen, but from what Egg had gathered, Burt’s parents wouldn’t know or care. 

			* * *

			Clipper – 17th April

			I played my dad the rough versions of the tunes and he loved them. He went right proper mental for ‘Bet On You’ and said that ‘the metaphorical nature of the song was well clever’ and that the big production suited the songs brilliant. His accent went all posh when he said it. I think he misses being in the music industry, he was a mobile disc jockey in his twenties. Can’t wait to tell Egg my dad thinks the song is right proper metaphorical. 

			I reckon he got more out of loving the songs than when he sees me play football, or maybe that’s just me wishing. He told me all this stuff about when he was younger he put on Northern soul nights. We talked for ages. He was really digging it. I think it’s the first time he’s ever been proud of me for anything other than football. He said as long as I don’t let it interrupt things when I go to Charlton FC in a few months he would support me doing the band stuff. 

			I’m worried that in the end I might have to choose between football and music. I think I know what I’d choose. I’ve not played FIFA for months now either. I don’t even see the point in studying for my exams. I’m not cut out for being educated. 

			I’m sixteen tomorrow and free to make my own decisions. I have to give my answer to Charlton Athletic youth team soon. My dad knows everything about football and that’s why he has kept me out of any big youth teams till now. I think it’s amazing because he’s obsessed by football but he still wanted me to experience other things first. The fact that he’s a huge Charlton fan worries me even more. He reckons I would get in the U18’s first team pretty quick even though I’m only nearly sixteen. I just don’t want to let him down. He is so excited about it all. There’s some other stuff I could do with asking my dad about, but I’m pretty sure he wouldn’t understand.

			* * *

			Bex arrived at Dean Street studios on the third day of recording with a professional-looking camera bag slung over her shoulder and a huge leather case with wheels and a handle. Within ten minutes she had charmed everyone who worked there. The older girls that managed the space were enchanted and the male producers and engineers spellbound. 

			Burt was all over her as soon as she arrived. Egg loved to watch his lead singer being shot down. Bex was so good at it. She was great mates with both Tea and Clipper but as much as Burt tried, he never seemed to get her approval. Egg decided that if there was a fifth member of The RockAteers it was her. She was never unwelcome. Not even by Burt, despite the torrid time she gave him.

			“I’ve brought my camera, lads!” she declared as they took a break from recording and sat in the luxurious lounge. 	

			“What for?” Burt griped, still smarting from the put down she had given him upon arriving. 

			“I thought I could take some band shots. If you’re making a demo then you’re gonna want to put some tunes up online, so you need visuals, right?” 

			“We got someone lined up, thanks!” Burt told her. 

			“No we haven’t, Burk of Burk Hall!” Tea snarled, turning to Bex. “Pictures would be wicked, darlin’. Where do we sign?”

			Egg shifted in his seat. Bex grinned at him. “I brought a ton of clothes for you all to try,” she said, patting the suitcase. “We need to get you all looking like you’re in the same band. I also brought some hair product and a bit of foundation to stop facial shine!”

			“I’m not wearing no fucking make-up!” Burt said.

			Bex rolled her eyes. “Fine Burt, your face can be all shiny. You like standing out anyway, so that’s cool.”

			Burt looked bewildered.

			“I’ve talked to Lucy and she will let us use Studio 3 to change in,” Bex said, passing Clipper the huge leather bag.

			“Whose is all this clobber?” Clipper asked.

			“I borrowed it off my brother. He’s at Fashion College.”

			Clipper’s eyes widened. “Oh wow, I didn’t know that! So what’s the style?” 

			Bex looked thoughtful. “I reckon use what Burt is wearing as a template. You want a look that’s accessible and unique. If we can get everyone looking a bit like him then I think we can achieve a unified image. Pretty sure the stuff in the bag will do the job.”

			“See!” Burt growled. “How long have I been telling you bunch of losers to start taking this image thing seriously? How long have I been saying that I should be the one you all should copy?”

			Tea stood up and shook his head. “Burt, you really have no idea what an absolute wanker you are, do you?” he said before disappearing towards Studio Three. 

			Burt gave Tea’s back the finger and rose to follow with Clipper and Egg.

			“Egg, can I have a quick word?” Bex asked.

			“What you want a word with him for?” said Burt.

			“None of your business, Burt. You’re such a paranoid freak.”

			Burt looked from Bex to Egg and back again before retreating up the corridor.

			“How’s things with your mum?” she asked when they were alone.

			Egg shrugged.

			“All right, I suppose. She’s still dead against me being in the band but as long as my marks are good,” he paused. “I’m her only kid and she thinks I should be a classical musician. She always wanted me to do something creative and she thinks all this rock stuff is a waste of my infinite talent.” Egg grinned at her bashfully.

			“I wish you could look at me for longer than five seconds, Egg. You’ve got well beautiful eyes, you know.” 

			Egg dropped his gaze and blushed.

			“I want you to wear the stuff I put in the white plastic bag inside the big leather one. You get me?”

			“Is it a monkey suit?”

			Bex giggled. 

			Suddenly Egg stopped smiling and fixed Bex with steady look. “Bex… I wondered if you might fancy… I mean if you’re not doing anything else, well … if we might…”

			“Smeg, come on you long streak of piss! We have a photo shoot to smash and you’re the worst dressed person in Europe,” Burt shouted, leaning around the door with a scowl. 

			Egg got up and slouched out of the room.

		

	
		
			Song 6 – Networking

			Egg – 21st April

			Bill Gates once said: “Be nice to nerds. Chances are you’ll end up working for one.”

			That’s all very well, Bill, but why am I the one doing all the work? I’ve just spent all night setting up the Twitter, YouTube and FaceBook pages for The RockAteers. I thought getting all A’s in my mocks would keep the heat off from Mum, but now she says I won’t be allowed to do anything with the band unless I show her evidence of studying hard for the real ones. I wish I was sixteen like the rest of the lads. It sucks being the youngest in my year. If I was sixteen I could do whatever I liked.

			The songs take ages to upload on my mum’s ancient computer. I should have gone round to Burt’s. He has a whole room dedicated to computers but I couldn’t take another hour with him at the moment. The days at the studio were quite harrowing. I don’t think I realised the full extent of his out of control ego. Anyway the songs sound amazing so it’s not all bad. Bex came down to the studio on the last day and she was really complimentary. She said that we were going to be huge stars and that the tunes sounded much bigger and more American than she had expected. I took that to mean we could be big in the US. A good thing, I think. Burt was all over her like a rash. I got this horrible feeling suddenly that she secretly quite likes it. Could that be true? It did my head in thinking of those two together.

			Lucy the manager of Dean Street Studios said that she had never heard such an accomplished young band with such a great bunch of songs. She was the one that suggested the strings and arranged a string quartet to come in. All for free. It was great writing string parts, I’ve never done that before (I hope they sound OK). Toby the sound engineer said he would work with us anytime. Is it wrong to like Toby more than my own band mates? Except Clipper of course, who is pure brilliance. 

			I was so close to asking Bex out but then Burt burst in and ruined it all. She took some band shots with her dad’s big digital camera whilst we were in Soho. She sorted me out stuff to wear and I think I actually looked all right. She had already scoped out this really cool derelict area down an alley way for the photo shoot. Burt kept trying to say that he should be up the front or in the middle but Bex kept replying that she was taking the photos and he needed to do as he was told. Me, Tea and Clipper loved it. She kept leaning into us wearing this low cut top. She is just so unbelievably hot. The photos are pretty amazing, really edgy and cool. I have to hand it to Burt for getting Tea out of his baggies and into some rock n roll gear. We do look like a band now. We look like the Desert Kings on acid. The pics look good on Facebook etc. Just waiting for the bastard songs to upload now. Thing is I can’t stop listening to them.

			* * *

			Tea – 21st April

			Burt has forced the band to wear exactly the same clothes. What sixteen-year-old wears leather shoes when he doesn’t need to? He keeps going on about this band The Desert Kings. Well fuck him because I googled them the other day and they all look well proper gay. The lead singer actually looks like he’s wearing girls’ leggings. Skinny jeans is one thing, but not if they look like they’ve been painted on. Anyway I’m sick of arguing about it. What a load of bollocks. I’ve surrendered. Burt has worn me down and I will admit the ladies like my new look. The new demo sounds proper wicked though, so it’s all good. I must have played Bet On You a million times. Bex took a bunch of pics of us for the internet sites. Fuck me she’s fit. Jennifer Lopez, Jessica Alba and Beyoncé all rolled into one! She is also the coolest bird I ever did meet.

			* * *

			Burt – 22nd April

			I shouldn’t have let Egg do the Facebook, what an imbecilic fool. He chose the one picture of me looking well dodgy for the profile. Also everyone knows the lead singer should be up the front in photos. What’s his game? What was Bex playing at?! She was the one that insisted we share the limelight. 

			The tunes sound deadly though and my voice is amazing. I nailed it. We already have 4,500 mates on Facebook and even more on Twitter. How the fuck did that happen? I told a few lads at school and now everyone shouts “RockAteers” when I walk past. It’s like we’re famous or something. Crazel actually sung the whole of ‘Satellites’ back to me in the corridor at school yesterday. I’ve known her since primary school apparently. She’s got big tits but they’re nowhere near as nice as Bex’s. She told me that she’s our uber fan. That weirded me right out. The girl won’t leave me alone. 

			Bex hasn’t personally told me she loves the music. Not even once. She’s complimented Egg loads. Fuck it, I’ve got my pick of every fit girl in school now (not that I didn’t before). Problem is I can’t stop thinking about her. I’m not jealous of an idiot like Egg but I think I might start acting like him for a bit. You know, like all understated and stuff. Maybe Bex will like me more if I do some of that. Maybe the combo of my devastating good looks, cool clothes, massive cock and Egg’s boring personality is what she wants. Worth a try! 

			Booked a gig for us today. It’s a battle of the bands and if we win we get dollars. It’s in a month. Reckon we can sell some CDs as well. 

			* * *

			Social networking sites were Billy Visconti’s speciality. It didn’t strike him as odd that his job required him to spend half his working week searching for talent on the internet. Or that he had thousands of cyber friends, most of whom he had never even met. When it came to his popularity on the web Billy was realistic. He knew that his connection to Sir Wilson Cloom and the work he did was the major reason he was so well-liked in the virtual world. He also knew that his boss’s generation still found social networking something to distrust. The old industry execs who didn’t embrace the changes were doomed. Billy couldn’t wait for the dinosaurs to move over.

			Billy had ways of knowing when the kids were being drawn to something on the web. Specially designed computer programmes alerted him when something online was getting a lot of heat. He had been all over the Justin Bieber Youtube thing way back when he was only an intern, but had lost out on signing him because Wilson had dismissed the buzz as a flash in the pan. Billy was determined never to miss out again. He needed to jump on things sooner. He had to be more insistent with his boss.

			Missing out on Bieber wasn’t all bad. When Wilson saw the teen heart throb selling millions of records he promoted Billy. It was Cloom’s way of owning up to the mistake. Billy’s ambition reached new heights.

			Despite having every scout and Facebook ally primed and looking out for the younger English version of the Desert Kings, Billy had unearthed nothing and he was starting to get nervous. Cloom was an impatient man. So far his boss hadn’t enquired too heavily about his progress, but he knew it couldn’t be delayed for much longer.

			Every morning Billy checked the top ten unsigned internet acts. So far it had yielded him exactly nothing. Billy was undeterred. One afternoon after Easter he sat down at his desk to check the top ten and something miraculous happened. There at number eight in the chart was a band that looked exactly like the Desert Kings, only younger. He read the name back to himself “The RockAteers”. He clicked the thumbnail and hoped to God they didn’t sound awful. Once on their page he moved the cursor over to the music player box. 

			“They look the part but can they walk the walk?” he mumbled at his Mac. He clicked the first song ‘Bet on you’ and sat back. By the time the first chorus kicked in, he was grinning. By the time the third chorus hit he had all his colleagues gathered around the desk to listen.

			* * *

			Egg – 11th May

			Just got home from our first-ever proper gig in a venue. It was so crazy I thought I better document it properly so here goes. Burt had been handing out RockATeers fliers all week and was expecting every teenage girl in the land to turn up. Bex was going to be there too. Since she started paying me more attention, Burt has been acting like an arse towards me. Bex said we would go shopping again before the gig, but then she said she couldn’t because she had to work an extra shift at her dad’s cab firm. She is the controller, which means she speaks to all the drivers. Sounds like a pretty important job. 

			I’d worn the clothes I got with Bex to death, so Burt said he would lend me something. It was the first time I’d ever been inside Burt’s walk-in wardrobe. It was the size of my bedroom. I spent a long time staring at his clothes. I really had no idea what I should wear, so I just went with what he suggested, it was cool. His sister wasn’t there this time. I think it’s kind of odd there’s only him in that huge house. My parents annoy me sometimes but I’m not sure I would want to live on my own. 

			Our social media pages had been going mental the past couple of weeks with hundreds of Likes a day and the play counter on the YouTube lyric videos has been going crazy. Each song has over ten thousand plays now. Burt says he’s been posting links all the time but Tea reckons he’s bullshitting. It’s interesting because out of the three songs up, Love and War is in third place with 8,178 plays, Satellites is in 2nd place with 10,984 plays and Bet On You has 11,400 plays. Does that mean Bet On You is the best song, because I like Satellites better.

			Clipper’s dad has a van and he took our gear to the venue. I hadn’t met him before. He and Clipper are close. They were joking around a lot. Clipper’s dad dropped us off outside with our gear. Burt had insisted that no parents were allowed to come to the gig. We had a long band argument about it as my dad really wanted to, as did Clipper’s mum and dad. As usual Burt got his own way. Tea didn’t say if his mum and dad wanted to come. I’m not sure he has parents. He never seems to have any limits on how late he can stay out, come to think of it. I don’t even know where he lives.

			Once we’d got everything inside the venue this cool-looking promoter bloke told us that we would be doing our sound check next and that we would be “sharing back line” and that the “foldback was really good” and that he’d hired some “wicked monitors”. The rest of the band looked confused so I explained the lingo. Burt pointed out that we needn’t have bothered bringing our amps and drum kit because all backline had been provided. Tea pointed out that Burt should have told us that before we roped Clipper’s dad in to giving us a lift. Sound check went quite smoothly. The sound engineer was a little on the impatient and rude side, but I couldn’t fault the sound he was getting. 

			We had to wait for ages before doors opened at 7.30pm, so we hung around outside talking and messing around. I kept looking out for Bex but she didn’t come early. Around 8.30 pm people started arriving. That’s when Burt went to work, flitting from one group of people to the next as if his nerves were made of wrought iron. My own nerves were jangling so the way he was acting made me feel jealous. His good looks annoy me too. I have developed a theory that Burt is so good looking that he is almost anti-good looking, as if he is so good looking that it’s been reversed and he is actually hideously repulsive. I may be the only person that thinks that. I hope Bex also thinks that.

			Clip seemed better this time. Only three trips to the toilet.

			The venue held five hundred and was about half full by the time Microscope, the first band, went on stage. They were a four piece but that’s the only thing they had in common with us. They wore spandex and had big curly hair. Tea thought they were mid-twenties and I suppose it might have been OK – if it was 1985. The singer was very small. Clipper dubbed him Little Lycra Napoleon which made Tea and me laugh loads. Before they’d even played a note Little Lycra Napoleon was stalking about the stage shouting at the crowd, “Let me see your hands” and demanding they “clap”

			When Microscope’s first, terrible song started, the singer started screaming at the crowd “Sing it with me,” and “We have been sent from Valhalla to rock you!”, leaning into the audience and cupping his hand to his ear. The lack of reaction made him mad.

			“Do you want to rock?” he asked pointing his microphone at them. Only one man shouted yes and he looked like their mate; he was dressed the same and was diving around like a demented flea. The crowd just carried on talking. 

			“Do you want tooooooooo RRRRRRRRRRRAWK you snivelling cum dogs?” 

			Everyone went quiet then. Little Lycra Napoleon had got their attention and pulled a theatrically arrogant rock shape. Then the band crashed into another song. 

			It was difficult to tell if it was an original song. Little Lycra jumped about like a maniac, yelling more than singing. His bandana-clad rock hair obscured his face so that all you could see was his bulbous nose. After only two songs Microscope were dripping in sweat. I can’t begin to describe the music, so I won’t try. ‘Not good’ covers it, and when the third song sounded even worse I went outside to escape.

			When I came back in five minutes later the stage was empty. Clipper told me they’d been pulled off because people had started to leave and beer cans were being hurled at Little Lycra.

			“Why are Microscope called Microscope?” Tea asked me and Clipper. We both shook our heads, and he said: “Because you need one to see the lead singer?” 

			It was a stupid joke but it made Clipper and I piss ourselves again. Then Burt came over looking smug and told us that the cool-looking promoter said Microscope had only brought one person when they had promised to bring fifty, so that was another reason why they got the chop early. Burt said we’d managed one hundred and sixty-six people through the doors and the promoter was really happy with us. This only added to my unwavering fear. 

			The next offering were a band called Free Booze who had identical mop tops and baggy clothes, like the promoter. They played a few Desert Kings covers and to be honest, although pretty terrible, they were ten times better than Microscope. Then they’d finished and it was our turn.

			My hands shook and my palms sweated as I set up my equipment. I was desperately trying not to look out at the hundreds of faces peering up at us from the dance floor. Once I’d finished arranging my guitar pedals, I studied the other boys. They all looked overwhelmed. Burt was struggling with his equipment. He scowled and gestured for me to go over. I sorted him out, returned to my spot and held my breath, I looked at Clipper and nodded. Clipper clicked his sticks four times and we were live. 

			Our set opener was ‘Love and War’. We played a few bum notes but got through it. When we reached the end of the song I heard rapturous applause. My spirits lifted and the nerves started to go. By the second and third song we were gathering momentum. The crowd seemed to love it and despite the odd mistake from the other lads we were playing well. Burt’s voice was clear and strong. Clipper’s beat placement was mostly solid. He has a habit of speeding up, but it was bearable. At the end of the third song even I was beginning to relax. By the time Burt mumbled an introduction to one of our rockier numbers, we were in the zone.    

			We reached halfway through the song and I finally managed to look up at the audience. They were pogoing. I couldn’t believe it! I looked over and saw that both Burt and Tea were head-banging violently, flinging their long hair at one another. I desperately wanted to join them in this free expression, but I just couldn’t find the will. It was fascinating, considering their usual interaction. I tried to remember what it reminded me of. Suddenly I knew. They looked like the 70’s rockers Status Quo when they did that whole guitar dance thing. 

			Suddenly the wonderfulness all came crashing down. In a particularly exaggerated head banging flourish, Burt got his hair caught in Tea’s strings. What happened next was the most incredible thing I have ever seen. As Burt wheeled around frantically trying to free himself, Tea, who could plainly see his band mate was stuck, continued to pluck his bass strings, hair and all. 

			I’m all for “the show must go on”, but I did think Tea should have stopped playing. He could obviously see that Burt was caught up. I stopped and then Clipper did too. We, along with the five hundred spectators, stared at the carnage. It was odd being able to hear a pin drop in a room with so many people. I think it was why when Burt shouted “Get off me you arse clown!” it seemed so inappropriate.

			Tea stopped strumming and tried to push Burt away by his shoulders, yanking at his hair even more. He screamed and started lashing out. When a fist landed in Tea’s face the crowd gasped in shock. Tea looked steaming mad and started using his bass as a battering ram, pushing it hard into Burt’s head. Then Burt kind of folded over backwards and dragged Tea down with him. They ended up in a heap on the floor, all hair and flailing limbs.

			That’s when the laughter began and when I say laughter I mean total hysterics. Burt and Tea wrestled and after what seemed like hours, but must have been only a few seconds, Tea managed to undo his guitar strap, freeing Burt to untangle his hair. Like a pair of circus clowns they stood up and stared out at the braying crowd with a mixture of indignant rage and absolute heartbreak.

			The laughter died down and a hush fell over the audience. Tea and Burt glowered at each another. Then the crowd went mental, whooping, clapping and whistling. People had held their mobile phones up to record the mayhem. 

			Suddenly Burt’s expression changed, from sullen, furious embarrassment, to all out basking joy. He threw his arms in the air, triumphantly stepping to the edge of the stage, smiling his charming smile. He cupped his hand to his ear, just like Little Lycra Napoleon, gesturing to his adoring fans that he wanted more. The crowd cheered louder. What balls, what bravado, what an absolute mad man he was! He walked over to an infuriated Tea and lifted his arm in a kind of faux boxing match climax. The crowd loved it! Burt picked his guitar from the stage floor, slung it about his neck, motioned to us and started strumming the chords to Satellites. To my utter bewilderment we were going to carry on. Never did one man follow the command of Freddie Mercury, “the show must go on” with such fidelity. Burt was the craziest kid on the planet. It was official. 

			We brought two hundred and eleven people to the gig in the end. The entry charge was five pounds and we got paid fifty-five pounds by the promoter. I told Burt that it was a pretty rough deal as it meant we were basically getting around 2.5% of the profits (and that was just from the people we brought in. If the full gate receipt was included then we were on something like 1%). He asked me which of those people I’d invited. When I said none, he told me to shut up. His logic made no sense to me but I did shut up. 

			If there is one thing that my life has a consistent habit of doing it’s chopping me down just as I start feeling good about myself. I don’t want to linger on the humiliating incident too long, it’s too painful, but I promised myself I would document the entire night.

			After the gig I stupidly went back to Burt’s house. I was in a really great mood and Bex and I were chatting loads. Later on I was standing in the kitchen, facing everyone as they sat and smoked and drank and talked around the big round table. I was just in the middle of laughing at a joke Tea was telling when I felt hands on my trousers. Before I could stop it happening both my jeans and pants were round my ankles and everyone was in hysterics. I turned and saw Burt and George behind me pissing themselves. I pulled up my trousers and fled the house. I had just about escaped the gravel courtyard when I heard Bex calling me back. I couldn’t even turn around. I couldn’t face her. I just ran.

			Every time I seem to be make headway Burt and George ruin it all. They embarrassed me in front of everyone but most of all they humiliated me in front of Bex. I have realised that as hard as I try I will never be accepted. Even if this band gets somewhere I will get my pants pulled down, one way or another. Better to leave now before something even worse happens to me. 

			* * *

			From: The RockAteers [:therockateers@gmail.com]

			 To: Justin Clipper <Justin.clipper@gmail.com>, Burt LBC <burtlbc@hotmail.com>, Michael Twining <teabag22@gmail.com>

			Date: 12 May – 9.08am

			Subject: I’m Out 

			Dear Lads,

			I thought I’d do this over email because I really can’t deal with seeing anyone right now. Last night was the final straw. When Burt and George shaved my eyebrows off I decided I would carry on for the sake of our musical unit. We have come so far and we proved that last night I thought. But I can’t handle the harassment anymore. It’s constant and cruel. So, I have decided to resign my position in the band and concentrate on my exams. I wish you all well. Even you Burt.

			Egg

			* * *

			From: Burt LBC <burtlbc@hotmail.com>

			To: Justin Clipper<Justin.clipper@gmail.com>, The RockAteers [:therockateers@gmail.com], Michael Twining <teabag22@gmail.com>

			Date: 12 May – 1.32pm

			Subject: RE I’m Out 

			Egg, you big fucking baby. So what if a few people saw your little ginger cock? #getoverit. 

			I will see you in rehearsals tomorrow. That’s final.

			* * *

			From: Justin Clipper<Justin.clipper@gmail.com>

			To: Burt LBC <burtlbc@hotmail.com>, The RockAteers [:therockateers@gmail.com], Michael Twining <teabag22@gmail.com>

			Date: 12 May – 1.39pm

			Subject: RE RE I’m Out 

			Dear Egg,

			Please don’t leave. We have only just started getting really amazing and I love it. I think Burt and George were bang out of order pulling your pants down but it’s not the end of the world and I really don’t agree with Burt. I thought your dick was really big. In fact I was surprised at how big it was. 

			Please don’t leave.

			Big love Clip

			* * *

			From: Michael Twining <teabag22@gmail.com>

			To: Burt LBC <burtlbc@hotmail.com>, Justin Clipper<Justin.clipper@gmail.com>, The RockAteers [:therockateers@gmail.com]

			Date: 12 May – 2.08pm

			Subject: RE RE RE I’m Out 

			Fuck me Clipper. That is possibly the gayest thing I’ve ever read. BUT, Egg, Clip is right, you have nothing to worry about in that department and you really shouldn’t leave the band because of our wank stain of a singer. Burk, why can’t you just say sorry instead of being such a stink hammer? 

			Tea

			* * *

			From: Burt LBC <burtlbc@hotmail.com>

			To: Justin Clipper<Justin.clipper@gmail.com>, The RockAteers [:therockateers@gmail.com], Michael Twining <teabag22@gmail.com>

			Date: 12 May – 5.47pm

			Subject: RE RE RE RE I’m Out 

			Clipper – I’m seriously worried about your sexuality.

			Tea – Fuck off and die. You think you’re better than everyone else and you’re not. You’re just a shit bass player with shit dress sense and a shit name, living on a shithole of an estate. 

			Egg – I will see you down at rehearsal tomorrow. We will forget all about it. Yeh?

			* * *

			Clipper – 13th May

			I have a proper big problem with emails that fly around between us in the band. I don’t know why Burt sends such lairy ones all the time. He’s either having a pop at one of us or they’re unreadable. Like the one he sent about Hazel. She is totally our super fan. I think that’s a good thing, but Burt reckons she’s a stalker and calls her Crazel. I am pretty sure he already jumped her bones. Serves him right for being so good looking! Anyway it doesn’t matter now coz Egg sent us an email saying he’s out of the band because he can’t be in a band with Burt and he’s sick of being bullied. He also wants to concentrate on revising for his exams. Why did Burt have to get mashed and pull Egg’s trousers down? Now we don’t got a guitarist or songwriter. 

			No one mentioned the George incident from the last gig thank god. I was dreading going into school and being called stuff. Luckily no one has.

			I still haven’t told Dad I’m not gonna take the place at Charlton Youth! I’ve still not played FIFA.

			* * *

			Wilson sat expressionless as he listened to The RockAteers. “It’s good!” he announced after a few bars. “And they look good too. Well … three of them do!” He squinted at the photo on his computer screen. “They’re young. Sixteen, seventeen?”

			“Younger I think,” Billy Visconti said.

			“They need work.” 

			“Take a look at this, boss.” Billy said, clicking on a new tab and typing in the words ‘Hair Guitar’. The YouTube link came up instantly. Billy clicked and sat back. 

			Billy watched as Cloom leaned further and further forward as the two-minute clip played out. Act one – The big event. Act two – The recognition. Act 3 – The musical climax. It had everything. Despite the video being grainy and the sound being bad when the band started to play, Billy knew they were gold. They looked and lived the part. He had found his boss genuine rock‘n’rollers! As far as Billy was concerned it was mission accomplished.  

			“It’s a sensation, Sir. They’ve had two million hits in less than twenty-four hours. The sound is bang on and I’m positive the Americans are gonna love it.” 

			Cloom turned to Billy and nodded. “They need work!” he repeated.  

			“They do need a lot of work, but the formula is there, boss. This lot can shift units and I think Bet On You is a global hit. Billboard calibre. In fact, I’m sure of it!” 

			Cloom leant back in his chair and studied the picture of the band again. “Go and take a look at them,” he said, with a nod. “Let’s throw a bit of development money at them.”

			Billy frowned. “Boss I have a good feeling about this lot. I think we need to sign them up sharpish. They’re getting internet hits like you wouldn’t believe. The lead singer is unfeasibly good looking. They write amazing pop songs and they’re volatile, which you and I know is a great PR angle. It won’t be long before someone else gets a whiff and they’re gone!” 

			“They’ll have to change that God-awful name!” 

			“Granted it’s bad, but I think that the band look cool enough for us to get away with it. I think we might be missing a trick. We spend a ton of money generating that kind of DIY profile. There is nothing like a real grass-roots buzz to kick off a campaign. I’d normally suggest we change the name after we sign them but in this case I really think the organic route is the right approach.”

			Billy didn’t like the way Wilson was looking at him. “I’m not saying that our existing acts couldn’t create a grass-roots groundswell,” he spluttered. “It’s just easier to synthetically accelerate that groundswell with money. People love to feel like they have discovered something for themselves.” 

			“Are you teaching me to suck eggs, Visconti? The public don’t go for a thing unless it’s great. Remember that! Even if you believe we that we decide what people are going to like, don’t talk about it. A musician doesn’t reveal his tricks.” Cloom nodded towards the door. 

			“For some reason,” he continued, “Joe Public think four skinny kids in tight jeans with long hair are in some way cooler than four neat boys in suits sitting on stools. Personally I think coolness should be judged on singing ability and nine times out of ten the boys sitting on stools win hands down!” 

			Billy took a step towards the door. “So can I make an offer?”

			“Bring them to me,” Cloom replied.

			* * *

			Burt – 18th May

			Egg hasn’t returned any of my phone calls, texts or emails. It’s been a fucking week. I was thinking of sending a letter but I’m actually not sure how to do that. It wasn’t anything to do with me. What the fuck is he playing at? I’ve left him about a million messages, the twat. Billy Visconti from Big Tone records has emailed our RockAteers address twice and asked if he can come to a rehearsal ASAP. This is the big time. What’s up with him? 

			Bex has taken his side and is acting like she hates me. It was bad enough when she didn’t fancy me but now I’ve actually lost ground. I was just about to put my plan of acting like Egg into action as well! I don’t how I’ll cope if Bex carries on ignoring me.

			In other apocalyptic news the idiot known as Crazel has now got hold of my mobile number and she keeps calling me and leaving mental messages. When I get mashed I sometimes feel tempted to get her round but then after about five minutes I realise that’s pure madness. What about the standing outside my house after we got jiggy? I’m worried she might tell Bex that we had sex. I think it’s exactly the kind of thing she might do. That really would ruin things for me. 

			So now Big Tone wants to see us and everything’s pretty fucked. So I’m taking control of the situation. Ego Egg wrote the lyrics ‘All’s fair in love and war’. He better believe it coz I’m going off the reservation on this one. (Mill, if you’re reading this let me translate – I’m doing things my way from now on and I start tomorrow, at 2pm to be exact.) 
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